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NPC INTERACTIONS GUIDE FOR BG2 – Throne of Bhaal Included

Surfing the boards at both Sorcerers.net and other sites, a lot of gamers out there are curious about how the various NPCs interact with each other.  “Can I have both X and Y together into a party without them killing each other?”  “I always use Jaheira, so what is Cernd’s personality like?”  “How does my favorite NPC interact with those other NPCs?”  So on and so forth.  Well, after a very gradual attrition approach on my part, I’ve finally put together a guide that includes all NPC random banters.  Enjoy …

Well, before you actually do, a few comments are in order.

1) the possibility for NPCs duelling each other is actually quite minimal.  ALMOST any party combination is possible to play with through the whole game.  Take along both Korgan and Mazzy and you’ll find out what I mean, he he he …

2) Throne of Bhaal dialogues are preceded by *TOB*.  

3) I’ve provided a table of contents that groups together dialogues for each NPC.  For each individual NPC, his or her dialogues are arranged by the names of the other NPCs in alphabetical order.

4) With the exception of the Aerie-HaerDalis’ fling, I have not included the romance dialogues.  Extremists’ guide to the romances covers this field, and more than adequately.

Now enjoy.
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AERIE
Anomen
Aerie: Look Anomen, the - the sun is rising ...

Anomen: Aye, like a bird of raw and flaming power... You don’t talk much, do you.

Aerie: What do you mean?

Anomen: You hesitate in your speech as if you are pondering what to say next.  Knights, such as myself, must be speaking with people constantly.

Aerie: Are you ... Are you scared of your test at all?

Anomen: He, I do not have the time to be frightened.  And besides... the Order cannot turn me aside forever.

(If Anomen fails his test)

Aerie: Anomen... I... I’ve been watching you since you’ve failed your test.  You... you are starting to scare me a little,... I think.

Anomen: I need no pressure from you Aerie.  Leave me be.

Aerie: Just because you failed your test doesn’t mean you have to abandon everything about the Order, does it?  I mean... you were almost a Paladin!

Anomen: That’s just it, isn’t it?  I was almost a Paladin, I was almost strong enough.  Well almost isn’t good enough Aerie, ... so no, it doesn’t mean a thing.  Not anymore.

Aerie: But Anomen...

Anomen: Get out girl!  Did you hear me?  I won’t have you hounding me!  Get out!!!

(Anomen then attacks Aerie)

* TOB *

Anomen: A question of you, Aerie.  I have heard something of your people, the Avariel ... hunted to near extinction by mages merely for the use of their wings.  How is it that you are not more outraged about this?

Aerie: I think it is a terrible thing, Anomen.  But what can I do about it?

Anomen: You could defend them.  Make it your life’s work to oppose the predation upon them.  Something, at least, would be better than nothing.

Aerie: My people are disappearing because they are isolationists as well, Anomen, not just because they are hunted.  And they are certainly not helpless ... my aid would be meaningless.  And I doubt they would even accept my help.  They ... they would not think of me as an avariel, anymore, because I have no wings.  It is ... it is probably just best for me to avoid them altogether.  

(If Anomen is Lawful Good)

Anomen: I am sorry, Aerie ... it was not my intention to open old wounds.  I am too clumsy with my words, at times.  

Aerie: No, no ... it’s alright, Anomen.  I probably should face up to the fact that I will have to return to Feanya-Dael one day.  To face them, if nothing else.  But certainly not now.

(If Anomen is Chaotic Neutral)

Anomen: It sounds as if you are avoiding something that is unpleasant, rather than facing the truth.

Aerie: That is cruel of you, Anomen.  If I return to Feanya-Dael one day, it will be because I am ready to ... not because someone felt it was necessary to bully me into it.

Cernd
Aerie: You don’t seem ... comfortable, here.

Cernd: Forgive me, dear elf.  It is just that I have never understood the city.

Aerie: What is there to understand.  Cities are where you go when you have no place else to be.

Cernd: Perhaps that it is it.  I have my grove, and its beauty tethers my heart to its ferns and mosses.  When next we visit, would you like me to show them to you?

Aerie: Oh please, Cernd.  I - I would like that very much.

Cernd: Then it shall be so.

Cernd: You see those tiny mushrooms away, there ... and how they glow?  They are of the foxfire family and they are the material component for the ‘faerie fire’ spell.  

Aerie: They’re so beautiful, Cernd, and - and their light so cold.

Cernd: Ah, over there rests a stand of simple Wood Ferns.  I have seen them grow as high as my chest, some years.

Aerie: Oh, I wish they would grow forever!  How could you ever leave such a place?

Cernd: Though my body may roam, my spirit shall always rest here, Aerie.

Cernd: Move carefully now ... do you see that huge red flower?  It is a Dead Man’s Lotus and shall put you right to sleep should you disturb it’s pollen.

Aerie: I can just imagine that dreams I’d have in such a place, Cernd.

* TOB *

Aerie: Cernd?  Do you still miss your old grove?  You don’t speak of it at all.

Cernd: Oh, I miss my old grove, Aerie.  I once had an odd and strangely colored rash from an abishai bush that I  had an unfortunate encounter with, and I miss that just as much.

Aerie: You can’t have missed your old grove much, then.  I can’t imagine anyone missing a rash at all.

Cernd: On the contrary my dear, it was a rather extraordinary rash.

Aerie: (sigh) I was just wondering if you missed your old grove, Cernd.  Must all your answers be so cryptic?  I’m almost too tired to wonder what you mean, sometimes.

Cernd: It wasn’t my purpose to be cryptic, my dear.  My time with my grove in Cormyr was both fascinating and a little uncomfortable.  I enjoyed the company of my peers, but I never quite fit in, you see.  The Great Druid there did not have much of a liking for me, you see.  So while I learned much and appreciate the time that I spent at the grove, in the end I am glad that I have not returned to it.

Aerie: Like your rash.  Interesting, but you’re glad it’s gone?

Cernd: Exactly.  See, that wasn’t so difficult now, was it?

Edwin
Aerie: Why do you talk to yourself Edwin?

Edwin: What?  Oh, why, hello Aerie.  I, ah... don’t do anything of the... (No, now is not the time to make arguments).  Why are you asking?

Aerie: I - I was just wondering when I get to meet him.

Edwin: (There’s no one to meet).  There’s no one to meet.  Get away from me!  You’ll make me crazy, you will, and I’ll not have two pieces of it!!

Edwin: Aerie, I’ve noticed, the unfortunate fact that you live by one of the great lessons of history that nothing is often a good thing to do and a clever thing to say.

Aerie: What?  Where did that emerge from, spellbinder?  What have I done to you?

Edwin: Ruffle your feathers?  Just clipping your wings to make sure you remain obsequious to your vastly superiors, my little chickadee.

Edwin: Psst ... Aerie ...

Aerie: Edwin!  You scared me, imagine that ... oh, you wouldn’t believe me how silly you look ... Now what - now what do you want?

Edwin: You are a wizard and a healer!  Can you not peel this wretched skin?  (She has driven me to it, I will debase myself if I must.)  Please, Aerie, I am ... on my knees!

Aerie: Tee-hee!  No you’re not, you’re standing just like the rest of us! ...And, honestly, what is there to heal?  Next time ... you’ll be more careful how you word your wishes, won’t you?

Edwin: Blasted Netherese sense of humor!  No doubt this is why they all went extinct so long ago!  Shut up!  Shut up, I say!  

* TOB *

Aerie: I ... I come to see why you are so arrogant, Edwin.  Magical power can become ... intoxicating.  Even I can admit to feeling its rush when I am casting spells in combat.

Edwin: Hhmp!  You know nothing of power, child.  You possess the merest morsel of worth when compared to me.

Aerie: Do you think so?  Isn’t that a foolish attitude?  Even you must agree that the strength of your friends can only be a benefit.  

Edwin: I agree to nothing.

Aerie: Yours dismissals make no sense!  Have I not become a peer?  Have I not proven my worth?

Edwin: Child, your insights into my character are misguided.  My ‘arrogance’ comes not from my skill, but from the knowledge that I am simply better than you.

Aerie: You are just ... oh!

Edwin: Yes, and I always will be.  Now, if you require the occasional pat on the head I shall oblige, but you would do better to seek kinship with someone else.

HaerDalis’
Aerie: Is there a moon in Sigil?

HaerDalis’: A moon?  Why no, there never was.  Just a city that stretched in all directions, curling in upon itself to sometimes block the sky.  The moon is better, don’t you think, my dove?

Aerie: I have been to too many cities and ... and every one of them was the same.  The moon is better because it’s always changing.

HaerDalis’: Ha ha!  Well, Sigil is like no city you have ever seen but, truth be told, I would trade it in a second for you smile.

Aerie: You don’t have to trade a city for it.  I want to smile and - and you make it so easy HaerDalis’.

HaerDalis’: I am glad, my dove, but if you won’t let me trade Sigil, then I would even trade the moon and all of its changes!  Come, the night is still young and our spirits still free to fly.

HaerDalis’: My raven, my raven, we must have rest if we are to keep this flock together.

Aerie: I like how you always pretend people are birds.  

HaerDalis’:Pretend?  My dear and mourning dove, ‘tis not pretending!  We are all frail as birds and mad as hounds, each one of us ... Aye, each one of us but you, somehow ... You fly above use all, no anger, no rage to tie you down.  Aye ... you’re right Aerie.  You are no hound, nor shall I ever name you one, you have my pledge.

Aerie: You promise?

HaerDalis’: Aye, my dove, I promise.

(The first of the lovetalks)

HaerDalis’: Your heart is heavy, my mourning dove?  Your heart wanders, I think, into dark and solemn places that others cannot see.  Have a care, fair Aerie, lest they draw you in forever.

Aerie: It .. it is nothing, truly, HaerDalis’.  I am simply ... thinking of a time when I still had my wings.  Sometimes ... sometimes the memory still wrenches my soul.  

HaerDalis’: I think I understand your loss, sweet one.

Aerie: Do you?  I ... mean no offence, HaerDalis’, but I find that hard to believe, if you have never flown. 

HaerDalis’: Ah, but there are more ways to fly than with wings, my dove.  And the fall to mundane earth is similarly filled with agony.  

“My fall was not the, thing my love,

I thought I bore it well

But to stare up into the heavens

from the darkened plains of hell

and think that I, too, once walked those

endless heights

is a pain I cannot tell.”

Aerie: That’s ... that was very lovely, HaerDalis’.

HaerDalis’: They are but simple words, my dove.  For this bard to understand but a tiny fraction of your pain has cleft my heart in twain.  You ... have my deepest sympathy, sweet, lonely Aerie.

Aerie: I ... I th - thank you.

HaerDalis: Was I mistaken, my dove, or have I heard a thought fall from your lips once or twice that you had aspirations of a thespian bent?

Aerie: Oh, but surely you will laugh at me for such an admission.

HaerDalis’: I never would, my mourning dove.  My grim and oft-proud nature would never allow it.  To act is a solemn profession and most worthy of thy beauty and grace.

Aerie: You flatter me, now, HaerDalis’.  But, yes .. my mother would tell me that I would make a fine actress.  I ... I used to dream of fluttering onto the great stage in Faenya-dail ... A useless dream now, I suppose.  My mother is long behind me now, and likely thinks me dead.

HaerDalis’: But your dream needn’t perish, fair Aerie.  I see a talent in your eye that tells this bard you could perform the great feats of stage, yet.

Aerie: Oh, I doubt that, truly.

HaerDalis’: Nay, but not so harsh on yourself, pale one.  This sparrow will take you under his wing and teach you the secret words that will match the strength of your aching beauty.

Aerie: You are funny and strange, HaerDalis’ ... but I thank you for the compliments, nonetheless.

HaerDalis’: I have been thinking, my mourning dove, of a role to compliment your first voyage onto the stage.  And I do believe I have discovered it.  

Aerie: Oh, have you, HaerDalis’?  And to what manner of role shall I be subjected, then?

HaerDalis’: You wound me, fair one ... I have deliberated over the choice for quite some time, now.  I have weighed carefully each play that canters through my head and chosen one that compliments you most fruitfully.  ‘Tis the lead of a Sigil play called ‘Tersis’, written, if I remember, by a rather haggard tiefling gifted with the madness of true talent.  You would play the goddess, herself ... fallen from favor and bearing the slings of accusation and scorn with grace and confidence.  With chin held high, she strides towards her former peers and dares to challenge the false verdict of the higher powers!

Aerie: That .. that sounds lovely, HaerDalis’ ... but it’s hardly me.

HaerDalis’: Ah, but it is, my mourning dove.  You have suffered the cleansing torments, borne under the impossible strains ... and I’ll wager there’s a steel in your heart you’ve yet to lay a claim to!

Aerie: Oh, I don’t think I ever could ... I don’t think you know me, really ...

HaerDalis: I know you better than you think, my dove.  The true thespian reaches down into a dark well of waters within them ...a place where others dare not look.  And you’ve a deep well, Aerie ... be not afraid to dive within!  

Aerie: You’ve a pretty way with words, bard.  Well ... I think I’ll disappoint you surely, but if you wish to teach me your play I won’t object to it.  

HaerDalis’: That’s all I ask, my dove ... and this bard cannot wait to the results of this first act now unfolding ...

HaerDalis’: You’ve perused the play, have you, my mourning dove?  Why does your brow crinkle so, then? 

Aerie: I’ve read the play, yes ... but, HaerDalis’, I still honestly don’t think I can play this Tersis character.

HaerDalis’: And I yet hold in my surety that you can, fair Aerie.  What makes you say that you cannot?

Aerie: Well, the scene where the goddess confronts Lord Jhovan, the ruler of the gods.  She chastises him rather ... forcefully ...

HaerDalis’: Aye, and ... ?

Aerie: (giggle) Oh, HaerDalis’ ... I could never do that!  The words would sound like a mouse were speaking them, coming from me.  I’ve no such voice in me ...

HaerDalis’: You’ve the voice in you, my dove.  You have but to cast about for it.  Come ... enact the passage for me.

Aerie: (sigh) I ... I’ll try.  “H-Hold my lord ... I- I will not ... not be judged ...”  No, no ... it’s just no use.

HaerDalis’: Then you are a mouse, my Aerie.  A frightened little mouse who refuses to come out of her hole.  Be satisfied with your stale cheese, if you will.

Aerie: HaerDalis’!  What a cruel thing to say!

HaerDalis’: Enact the passage, then.  You have the ability.

Aerie: Fine.  “H-hold, my Lord ... I w-will ... n-not ... not be ...”

HaerDalis’: Squeak, Squeak.  Is that a mouse this bard hears?  You can do better than that, my dove ...

Aerie: “H-hold, my Lord!  I will ... n-not ... not be ... j-judged”

HaerDalis’: What was that”?  Are you speaking my dove?  I am straining to hear you ...

Aerie: Then stop interrupting me!

HaerDalis’: Then speak, woman!  I am the King of the Gods!  Do you have something to tell me or don’t you!?

Aerie: “Hold, my Lord!  I will not be judged by the least of my brethren, nor shall I be judged by my King!  I refuse to be silent!  I am Tersis!  And I WILL be heard!”

HaerDalis’: Brave, my dove!  A most excellent wonder, to hear wondering thundering talent roll forth from such a delightful form!  Bravo!

Aerie: I ... I did it, didn’t I!?  Th-thank you, HaerDalis’!  That ... that felt wonderful!

HaerDalis’: Ha! What is it now, my fair Aerie?  You think I am not looking at you, but I can spy your desire to put the bard to a question.  Go ahead, my dove ... I’ll not mind.

Aerie: Well ... I was only wondering ... my scenes that I read to you the other day.  Was I ... was I any good?  Please tell me truthfully.

HaerDalis’: Truth is my mantra, fair Aerie, when it comes to matters of the stage.  And, aye, you were a sight to make any man swoon, possessing a talent that many an actress I’ve known would envy.

Aerie: You ... you aren’t just saying that?  I’m not that good ...

HaerDalis’: Your skill needs to be sharpened, ‘tis true, but the talent is plenty and full.  And I do not exaggerate my dove ... your mother saw it true when she mused o’er your life on the stage.

Aerie: Ha ... it’s too bad, then, that there’s nowhere to perform our piece.

HaerDalis’: But there is, my dove!  There always is!  We could shout out lines from the very streets of the towns, amazing on-lookers and filling them with envy!  In the wilderness, we could draw a crowd of fearsome creatures and tame them with our entertainments!  Paws and claws would clatter as they approved of our efforts and lauded your great talent, great lady! Words of our acts would spread ... and we would be in demand all over Amn!  Bugbears would stand beside great nobles, shouting out your name and mine!  The toast of Kings and Queens, my dove ... just imagine it!

Aerie: Ha ha ha!  You are a silly man, HaerDalis’!

HaerDalis’: Was that the twitter of amusement that I heard from your lips, my mourning dove?  It is good to hear you laugh.

Aerie: And it is good to laugh.  Thank you, my comical bard.

HaerDalis’: “You have come to me, my goddess!   I have prayed for my love not to be denied, and my majestic queen appears before me!”

Aerie: “Aye, ... Tersis has come to you, my Donner.  Your yearning has called to me across the void, and against all sober advice, I have come.”

HaerDalis’: “Then let me sing your praises while I can, my Queen.  Let me tell you how I adore your flaxen hair, your porcelain skin ... let me tell you how I long to brush my hand across your pale cheek ...”

Aerie: Er ... HaerDalis ...?

HaerDalis’: “Your breathtaking beauty has captured my heart and I long to cradle your innocence in my arms for the breadth of eternity ...”

Aerie: HaerDalis’, your words ... your words aren’t in the play.

HaerDalis’: Forget the play, my mourning dove ... I speak what is in my heart.  My words come unbidden to my lips, for you have captured my soul with your innocent hands.  I am yours, my sweet Aerie.  Can you not see that?  You blossom like a flower before and I am entranced, swept away and caught in your fragile web all at once!

Aerie: I ... I thank you for your words, HaerDalis’ ... but ...

HaerDalis’: Do you not feel some spark yourself, my dove?  Does your heart not quicken in my presence as mine does in yours?  I prithee, do not crush my fragile plea!

Aerie: E-enough please.  I ... I am flattered, but ... but I was not expecting this.  Please ... leave me alone but for a while ...

HaerDalis’: Aerie ... my sweet dove ... I have given you time to ponder my words, but my aching soul yearns for requitement.  Do you not feel some measure of love for this solitary bard?  I beg you to say that you do!

Aerie: HaerDalis’ ... this is all s-so ... sudden ...

HaerDalis’: It is not so sudden, my love, but rather it is momentous ... a revelation of affection that has stricken me like a most welcome affliction!  Tell me that you feel similarly, my mourning dove, my heart lain at your tender feet.  Or tell me that you have no love and I’ll be forsworn ... but say it true!

Aerie: I - I do not deny that I hold you in great esteem, HaerDalis’.  You have been most kind.  It ... it is just that ...

HaerDalis’: But how can there be a limit to love, my fair Aerie?  Is there another, perhaps?  Is there another man that your heart sings for?

Aerie: I ... I don’t know.  I truly don’t ...

HaerDalis’: Then I beg you to discover your heart’s true intent, my dove.  My own course has been set and it pains me greatly not to now if you will eventually be my own ...

* The next dialogue is a simplified version of when HaerDalis’ confronts you over Aerie.  You can prolong or shorten it with certain dialogue choices, but it all boils down to two outcomes.

HaerDalis’: My raven!  If you would but hold and step aside, but for a moment ... this hapless bard would make a private plea of you.

(CHARNAME): What is it, HaerDalis?

HaerDalis’: You are a man worthy of my dove’s affections ... of this I am sure.  But this sparrow asks of you to turn away from her and allow her affections to settle upon myself!  

(CHARNAME): I cannot simply switch my feelings on and off at will, HaerDalis!

HaerDalis’: But you must, (CHARNAME), you must!  I cannot bear to watch my dove with another ... and you are a man who could surely have another!  I beg of you not to twist my heart!

(CHARNAME): It is not even up to me, HaerDalis’ ... it is up to Aerie whom she chooses.  I cannot give her to you.

HaerDalis’: But she is a fragile flower, my dark hound ... she will wish to hurt neither of us with such a momentous choice!  And I cannot bear to be without her!  Please ... step aside, (CHARNAME), and let our true love be unfurled!

(CHARNAME): I love her too, HaerDalis’.  I just can’t give her to you.

HaerDalis’: You would be so selfish as to deny our union?  You would place such a choice upon her gentle breast?  You are a dark and wicked man, (CHARNAME).  I can only imagine on outcome of this dark path you have placed us on.  We shall see which of use my dove chooses ... and what agony results of it!

OR
(CHARNAME): Very well ... if she means that much to you, I will not interfere.

HaerDalis’: The heavens sing with your praises, my hound!  You have made this poet’s heart leap with joy!  I will not forget this, (CHARNAME) ... you have made our union possible and I thank you with all my soul!

* If you told HaerDalis’ off, the next dialogue is his challenge to you for a duel.  A simplified version below.

HaerDalis’: My mourning dove ... the time has come for you to make a choice between us.  I beg of you to decide, my ailing heart can wait no longer!

Aerie: I ... oh, HaerDalis’!  I never expected any of this to happen!  I - I love both you and him in different ways ... I cannot simply ch-choose between you!  Please ... can’t you understand that!  I beg of you not to press me!

HaerDalis’: I - I see, my dove.  There is only one option that remains, then.  (CHARNAME), I challenge you to a duel ... a fight to the death for the love of our lady Aerie.

OR
(CHARNAME): A duel?  What kind of foolishness is this?

HaerDalis’: There is love, or there is death ... my dark hound.  My honor demands no less.  Look within your own heart and you will understand.

Aerie: No!  No, this is madness!  I will not allow you to fight over me, I will not allow it!

(CHARNAME): Aerie is right, HaerDalis’.  We should not fight.  Put down your swords and let us talk.

HaerDalis’: The time for talk has passed, my hound!  My honor must be satisfied!  Have at thee!!

Aerie: NOOOO!!

HaerDalis’: Aerie ... my love ... do not restrain me from combatting my foe for your affection!  Our blades must meet, it is the only possible end!

Aerie: No, HaerDalis’!  It is NOT the only possible end!  I said I would not allow you to fight over me and I meant it!!  I am not something for you to become empassioned over like a jewel or a poem, HaerDalis’!  I do not think your love is real, if you would resort to violence to prove it!  I love (CHARNAME).  I love him deeply and without hesitation ... and I know he feels for me as well.  And that ... that is how it shall be. 

HaerDalis’: I ... I see.  My ... my heart aches to hear these words, my dove ... but I sense they are true.  If I have offended you ... I apologize ...  And I apologize to you, (CHARNAME), if my heart was foolish and o’erquick.  I cannot deny what I feel, however ... and I cannot stay and watch my dove stay with another.  Until ... until we meet again, (CHARNAME).  And ... and farewell, my lady love ...  

OR
(CHARNAME): Very well ... a duel it is.

Aerie: No! No, this is madness!  I will not allow you to fight over me, I will not allow it!

(CHARNAME): Step aside, Aerie ... the bard wants a duel and he’ll have it.

Aerie: No, (CHARNAME)!  I said I will not allow you to fight over me and I meant it!  If you would resort to violence to prove your love for me, then you are not the man I thought you were!  I ... I love Haer’Dalis ... I know that to be true, now.

HaerDalis’: Do my ears deceive me?  Does my mourning dove profess her love for this broken sparrow?

Aerie: Yes, my bard ... I do love you.  (CHARNAME), put down your arms and accept that ... that this is the way it will be.  I ... I am so sorry.  (CHARNAME’s romance with Aerie is screwed, and it becomes only a matter of whether he wants to keep Aerie and HaerDalis’ in the party)
OR
(CHARNAME): You want to duel for Aerie?  HearDalis’ ... if she means that much to you, I will not interfere.

Aerie: (CHARNAME)?  Y-you would ... you would simply give up on me?  Give up on your feelings for me?

HaerDalis’: Can’t you see, Aerie?  It is I who loves you with zeal ... it is my passion that years for you.  (CHARNAME) is a good man, but even he sees that my love is the love that is true.

Aerie: I - I do love you, HaerDalis’.  I am glad that you did not f - fight over me, but I must ... I must have time to set my heart straight.  Please ... g - give me time.

HaerDalis’: Of course, my dove ... take all the time you need.  My heart shall still pound hotly for you a day or an eon hence.  And thank you, (CHARNAME), for your understanding ...

HaerDalis’: Aerie ... this bard can wait no longer for your thought to settle upon his heart.  I ... I must know what you feel, my dove.

Aerie: Oh, HaerDalis’ ... I ... I am not ready to ...

HaerDalis’: Wait, my sweet Aerie.  The touch of a moment on your lips, if you will.  Lend your ear to a poem so that this bard might express himself more clearly.

“Rainbows blackn’d, flowers wilted, songs dischordantly rung

for my love has come before me, my heart has flung

at her feet with his heart barely neigh

that his love might let this poor sparrow fly.”

Aerie: Why ... why that’s sweet, HaerDalis’.  I ... I’m honored.

HaerDalis’: Be more than honored, my dove.  Be in love with this bard.  You are full of sorrow that you once knew the freedom of flight, while I have never known it at all.  But I will know it, sweet Aerie, if you declare your love for me.  Allow me to salve your wounded heart, Aerie ... allow me to caress your pale skin and show you that my love is true.

Aerie: I ... I do love you, HaerDalis’.  You have swept me off my feet ... and I can no longer deny it.

HaerDalis’: Then I am finally content, my dove.  You have made me most happy with your declaration.  Let us talk together for a while and talk most earnestly and what no might come of it.  

HaerDalis’: Your countenance has the air of dark thoughts and concern, my love.  Might I ask what has brought this mood about you?  

Aerie: It is nothing, HaerDalis’.  Just ... just some errant thoughts.

HaerDalis’: Tell me anyway, my love.  Your poorest word is a sweet poem to this bard’s ears ... and I would not have you experience a moment of fluster, if there was aught I could do for it.  

Aerie: Well ... I was just wondering, HaerDalis’... where do you see us in the future?  You have spoken of plays and acting ... have you been serious?  

HaerDalis’: Ah ... the future, I see.

Aerie: Your love has given me new hope, my bard ... I want to see what life has to offer, no matter my lack of wings.  I ... I want to travel, to see this world.  Will you ... be there with me?  

HaerDalis’: Time holds its own counsel, my love ... and destiny plays such a game with this sparrow that I even I cannot foresee the outcome.  I have never paid much heed to the future, myself, preferring to experience things in the moment, as it were.  To do otherwise is to concern oneself needlessly.  

Aerie: Live in the moment?  I .. I have always done that, HaerDalis’.  I want to live for the future, now ... don’t you?

HaerDalis’: I could not, even if I cared to, my sweet dove.  Here ... let me sing to you ...

“When man was made it was said

he would have eyes in front of his head

But the first Man was scared

as he saw before him, lay bared

the future ... and in it, he was dead.”

Aerie: Hmmm. A limerick for every occasion, HaerDalis?

HaerDalis’: Aye, my dove.  And I’ve a ready quip and belch, as well, if it’ll put a smile on your sweet face.

Aerie: Ha ha!  Very well, my bard, I’ll smile for you.  Today, at least.

HaerDalis’: I can pray for nothing more, my love.

HaerDalis’: Ah, my dove ... I see you have finished perusing my latest play.  Would you care to act out a scene or two?

Aerie: Actually, HaerDalis’ ... I have a question.  All your plays ... they seem to end in tragedy or destruction.  They are all so ... so dark.  Have you no happy plays?

HaerDalis’: Ah, my sweet Aerie.  I write my plays as befits the creed of the Doomguard.  All things end in destruction and tragedy ... to think otherwise would be foolish.

Aerie: Foolish?  You ... you can’t honestly think that.  Is there no room for hope in your world?

HaerDalis’: Even hope is eroded, my dove.  All things break down, over time ... all things come to an end.  ‘Tis the natural order of the multiverse.  Who am I to question this?

Aerie: But ... but you can’t embrace destruction ... you have to fight against it, don’t you?

HaerDalis’: On the contrary, one must assist the multiverse in attaining its goal.  One day, all things will cease to exist ... this is the way it shall be.  The Doomguard stands to assist this goal.

Aerie: But why would you ... would you even build a home or ... or fall in love ... if you thought that way?  If all things decay, why start anything?  

HaerDalis’: (sigh) Often the act of creation is an act of entropy, itself.  The earth is mined and chipped away for the metals that men use to create, is it not?  And love is but a brief and pleasant flutter.

Aerie: A brief and ... No ... no!  Love should be enduring!  It embodies hope and strength ... are you saying that you expect it to end?  

HaerDalis’: Of course, I do.  Ah, but I see I have upset you, my dove.  Let me reassure you that I do not expect the multiverse to end in my lifetime ... at least I do not expect it to.  And while I know that our love must, I do not expect it to do so soon.  The Fates will decide, and until then I shall truly love you and with all the heat I can muster.  I know my Doomguard thinking may be strange to you, sweet Aerie, but it need not intrude upon your happiness.  If it pleases you, I’ll not mention it again.

Aerie: No .. no, I ... I just want to know that you’ll love me ... and that you’ll be there for me, that is all.

HaerDalis’: But I do love you.  And I am here for you.  As for the future, I cannot say.

Aerie: I ... I guess that will have to be enough.  For now.

HaerDalis’: Aerie, my dove ... are you well?  

Aerie: I’ve .. I’ve just been thinking.  About all this death, all these horrifying things Irenicus has done.  And for what?  Some ‘vengeance’ that Irenicus wants!  For that he throws people aside like mere objects?!  I ... I cannot believe that such evil is allowed to exist!  HaerDalis!  We must scour the face of Faerun of such foulness!  The very stink of it clogs my breath!  No mercy!  No mercy must be shown to such evil!!

(if CHARNAME is evil, she’ll also add ...)

And you, (CHARNAME) ... I now see much of the same mark of evil in you.  I will watch you carefully.  You have earned my respect, but I will no longer tolerate the callousness I see in you any longer.

HaerDalis’: Aye, my love.  ‘Tis grand to see you transformed into a maiden of destruction!  Turned from innocent chrysalis to entropic moth!  I hail your arrival!

Aerie: I am not here to destroy, HaerDalis’!  I want to stop Irenicus!  I wish to fight against evil that exists in this world!  I will not sit idly by and be pathetic!  I have paid too much attention to my own sorrows and experiences ... and not enough to the evil that has surrounded me!

HaerDalis’: Speak as you will, my love, but you serve entropy, neveretheless.  Your innocence has faded, as it should, and you have become a maiden who will bring the end of others ... my philosophy proven!!

Aerie: I don’t care a whit for your philosophy, HaerDalis!  I am so full of anger that I cannot control it ... and this callous evil that I see, it will pay!

HaerDalis’: As I said, my dove ... and I am pleased to see it.

Aerie: Well I am not pleased!  And it is obvious that you do not care for me, after all!  We are through, you and I!  

HaerDalis’: Again, a natural end that has come ... no less than I expected, though I’ll mourn its passing.

Aerie: Come, then, (CHARNAME) ... let us go and complete your quest.  I shall fight by your side until this is over ... and then I shall make my own way in the world for once.

* TOB *

Aerie: HaerDalis’, you’ve been staring at our leader with that look off and on for several hours now.  Don’t you think that’s a little rude?

HaerDalis’: I find myself unable to tear my eyes away.  In the Doomguard we appreciate the forces of entropy that bring destruction in their wake ... and with each passing day I see a personification of that force taking shape before me!

Aerie: I know what you mean.  It’s a little unnerving, isn’t it?  I wonder how (CHARNAME) can stand it?

HaerDalis’: Oh, no, no.  That’s not what I mean at all, my mourning dove.  I think it is the most magnificent transformation that I have ever witnessed!

Aerie: You do?

HaerDalis’: Aye.  The image of the Slayer still rings in my mind ... and the though of what (CHARNAME) could become next thrills the very essence of my being!  Can you not picture it?  

Aerie: Sometimes I think you are a very strange man, my bard.

HaerDalis’: Oh, without question, my dove.  Without question.

* TOB *

Aerie: So ... tell me a little bit about Sigil, my bard.  Do you think we might travel there someday?

HaerDalis’: If we ever gaze upon the marvels of the City of Doors, my dove, it will be because we are meant to.  One often arrives in Sigil without meaning to, or never finds it even after an exhaustive search.

Aerie: Oh, I’m sure I could use my magic to open a gateway, if we really needed to go.  It wouldn’t be such a complicated thing.

HaerDalis’: Were I you, I would not speak so lightly about gateways, dear Aerie.  It is your innocence that speaks, I know, but one must always be cautious about approaching the planes, as it were.  

Aerie: I am no novice with the magical arts, HaerDalis’, and I would appreciate you not speaking to me as if I were.  The planes are not so terrible and dangerous to those of our power.

HaerDalis’: No matter how powerful you are, my dove, there is always one more powerful still.  And this is doubly true of the planes.

Aerie: Fine, fine.  Forget I said anything.

*TOB*

(their romance makes it into TOB)

HaerDalis’: The way you look at me, my mourning dove, I expect you’ve something on your mind.  Come ... ask the sparrow what you wish and put your heart at ease.

Aerie: It’s just that ... for all the death and destruction we’ve seen of late, you seem awfully ... unpreturbed.  I think all of this is so horrifying and yet you seem so unaffected.

HaerDalis’: Oh, t’is not so at all.  I find all of this a marvel to behold, indeed.  T’would be rare to find something to compare even on the planes.

Aerie: You ... *like* all this destruction?

HaerDalis’: I am a Doomguard, my love.  The forces of entropy seek to destroy all of the universe, and it is our place to hasten the process when we can ... and marvel at its effect.

Aerie: Don’t be absurd!  You have to fight against that kind of destruction!  Look at the grief it leaves in its wake!

HaerDalis’: Only through death and destruction is rebirth possible, my dove.  T’is the natural way of things.

Aerie: It’s not *natural* to cheer on it, to hasten the process!  You have to fight against that kind of evil, HaerDalis’!  To not do so would be ... unthinkable!

HaerDalis’: And who says such a process is evil?  T’is a narrow view you’ve founded for yourself, my dove, though not unexpected.  Perhaps with experience and travel your eyes will be opened a little.

Aerie: I ... see.  I knew we were different, my bard ... but not this different.

HaerDalis’: Indeed.  Come, let us proceed apace before the others continue on without us.

*TOB*

HaerDalis’: Why the shudder, Aerie? My love ... you look completely distraught!  What is wrong?

Aerie: I ... I was just thinking about Saradush.  All those poor people!  Killed because of some power-hungry Bhaalspawn!  All that anguish, I just can’t believe it!

HaerDalis’: Aye, ‘tis a wonder to behold, is it not?

Aerie: A wonder?  What ... what do you mean by that?  What happened to Saradush is *terrible*!

HaerDalis’: I understand your sympathy for the townsfolk, my dove, and I love you all the more for it.  But ‘tis nothing to shy one’s gaze from.  Entropy is a good thing ... the forces we are witnessing are completely enthralling ...

Aerie: I *won’t* accept that view, HaerDalis!  I think it’s a disgusting way to look on it!

HaerDalis’: I don’t chide you for your beliefs, my dove.  The Doomguard philosophy does not deserve your spite.

Aerie: Yes ... it does!  You ... you would not only advocate that Saradush’s destruction was a good thing, you would say that we should *assist* in its destruction!  The more the better!

HaerDalis’: My assistance was not required in this case, but in essence you are correct.  All things are torn down to create the new.  T’is a cycle we are part of and must accept.

Aerie: Well, I won’t stand for it.  And I won’t be with any man that feels that way, HaerDalis’.

HaerDalis’: But ... my love, are you sure that -

Aerie: Don’t call me that.  You may think me naive, but I know what evil is and I won’t stand for it.  You and I are through, HaerDalis’.  

HaerDalis’: (sigh) As you wish, my mourning dove.  Entropy affects even love, so this was not unexpected.  It is good to see you have grown as a result.  

Aerie: Just ... just leave me alone.

Imoen
* TOB *

Aerie: I have a question for you, Imoen ... you have the taint of Bhaal within you?  Does this mean that you will turn into the Slayer as well?

Imoen: I certainly hope not.  I ... I have been thinking more and more lately about that, myself, though.

Aerie: It must be an awful feeling though.  I can’t imagine how (CHARNAME) deals with it.  

Imoen: Yeah ... (HE or SHE)’s been dealing with it longer, too.  Sometimes, when it’s quiet, I can hear the taint in my heart whispering to me.  It says awful things and I almost want to scream to shut them out.

Aerie: (gasp) You .. you haven’t done anything that it’s said, have you?

Imoen: Well, other than that time I got up in the middle of the night to snatch a bunch of cinnamon cookies, heck no.

Aerie: Oh, goo - What?  Cinnamon cookies?

Imoen: Ha ha!  Come on, Aerie!  Lighten up, will ya?  I’ll tell you what ... If I have any desires to murder you in the middle of the night, you’ll be the first to know, okay?

Aerie: That’s not very funny, Imoen.  (CHARNAME) never makes fun of (HIS or HER) condition in that way.

(CHARNAME): Well, it’s been much easier since I discovered that all the Slayer really wants is a sandwich ...

Aerie: Oh, fine.  Everybody seems determined to make fun of me.  I’ll stand back here thank you.

OR
(CHARNAME): Aerie’s right, Imoen.  It’s a very serious subject.

Imoen: Well, excuse me (LORD or LADY) Serious Pants.  I’ll just trot on down to the end of the line, then, and wait for my head to explode.  Sheesh.

* TOB *

Aerie: Imoen ... you grew up in Candlekeep, too, did you not?  Since you were very young?

Imoen: Yup.  I was climbing the walls and driving the monks up them since I was a little girl.  Why?  

Aerie: Well ... you grew up with (CHARNAME) then, didn’t you?

Imeon: Sure did.  We were both Gorion’s wards and it wasn’t like there were a lot of us kids around, you know.

Aerie: I have a few questions about (CHARNAME) then ... if you would’t mind my asking?  They’re a bit ... personal.

Imoen: Heck, I don’t mind.  Uh ... (CHARNAME) might though.  You think (HE or SHE) can hear us?

Aerie: Maybe.  Let’s go talk about this somewhere more private, then.  I’m just dying of curiosity ...

Jaheira
Aerie: This ... This light makes your hair look really pretty, Jaheira.

Jaheira: Don’t be a fool.  It does nothing of the sort.

Aerie: But -

Jaheira: Put your silly romantic notions aside, Aerie.  This isn’t some childish fantasy, or some grand adventure.  Anyone of us could die out here at any moment.

Aerie: But we can go to the priests and - and they raise us from the dead, good as new, can’t we?

Jaheira: Sometimes they don’t come back!  Sometimes some people, no matter how much you love them and no matter what you try to do get... they get taken away.  You’re young, Aerie.  You’ll figure it out soon enough.

(Aerie below 10 hit points)

Jaheira: You mustn’t let yourself get so wounded, Aerie.  I won’t always be here to bandage you, you know.  

Aerie: I’m a healer too, Jaheira.

Jaheira: And what good are your spells now.  You should be more frugal and not cast them all at once.  

Aerie: Y-Yes ma’am.

Jaheira: And don’t stutter, it doesn’t become you.

(Aerie below 10 hits points again)

Jaheira: I see you are hurt, child.  I will carry what extra I can if it will lighten your load.

Aerie: I am not weak, Jaheira, and you were as likely to be hurt as I.

Jaheira: I have more experience in battle, Aerie.  Any wound I recieved might have killed you comparatively.  

Aerie: So you say, but I shall not learn avoidance of such by cowering behind.

Jan Jansen
Jan: So you come from the winged folk, do you lass?

Aerie: Yes - Yes sir.

Jan: No need to be formal, lassie.  Call me Jan.  I was recently reminded of my ex-brother in law, Burt Wonderkind, fabulous griffin-baiter.  

Aerie: A ... A griffin-baiter?

Jan: Yes, of course.  It’s something of a cottage industry amongst Amnish gnomes.  Quite simple, I’ve heard.  You merely tame a couple of wyverns and WHOOSH, tear through the sky to fling insults at the hapless griffins.  

Aerie: Oh, I didn’t think you could tame a griffin.

Jan: Really?  Everyone I know has a pet wyvern.  Taming wyverns is child’s play, literally.  As children, we’d tame wyverns.  It’s easy since they have such an affinity for turtles.  Back in the old days it used to rain turtles on even days and frogs on odd days.

Aerie: Why, that’s ridiculous!

Jan: That’s what I thought until the drought hit.  There were ornery wyverns everywhere.  After a rich diet of turtle mash, you couldn’t expect them to accept bacon without eating a few human nobles, now, could you?  Of course, by then, Burt was such a successful griffin-baiter that the authorities just couldn’t find it in their hearts to make us leash the wyverns.  The loss of the noble class is truly a small price to pay in return for the continuity of such a fine sport.  There’s nothing like the look of incredulity on a griffin’s face to keep one’s spirit up.  

Aerie: I ... I wish I could fly.  I haven’t been able to since I was a ... since I was a kid.

Jan: Don’t you worry, lass.  If Burt ever comes by, we’ll get you up in the air faster than a chicken with one of Jan Jansen’s Flasher Master Bruiser Mates tied to his rear.  Trust me, that is fast!

* TOB *

Aerie: You seem to be limping, Jan.  Have you been hurt recently?

Jan: No, lass, I’m not hurt and the limp is not new.  I’ve had it as long as you’ve known me.  ‘Tis a wooden leg you see.  I was smuggling crackers into Waterdeep several years back (The Council had outlawed them due to near constant cracker-related debauchery, you see... I couldn’t let THAT pass.  The Council had sealed off all ports and mobilized the army to stop all cracker entry.  The city was shut down, martial law was declared and people huddled in their homes for fear and want of crackers.  I could not stand idly by while such persecution was visited on the somewhat innocent peoples of Waterdeep.  So I smuggled crackers.  Salted, unsalted, and herb-riddled alike, it mattered not.  All came in and all were consumed in secret orgies of cracker-related tomfoolery.  Then came the unpleasant business with the hanging.  I hadn’t seen Picklefeather’s eyes bulge like that since that Wyvern kicked him in the ba... (Oops! Innocent elvish lass, have to watch the tongue) uh... in the arm. (Yes, that will do.)  The moral of the story is, you reap what you sow.  I still own a warehouse full of saltines.  I send a box each year to all my friends.  Seem to have fewer friends each year as a result, but that’s to be expected.

Aerie: What does that have to do with your wooden leg?

Jan: What wooden leg?  I have no wooden leg?

Aerie: Grrrr! You’re IMPOSSIBLE!

Jan: Why yes, I suppose I am, at that. (grin)  

Keldorn
Aerie: Coming back here seems so strange, Keldorn.  One moment it makes me happy and ... and the next moment it just makes me sad all over.

Keldorn: They say homecomings are like that.

(If Keldorn’s wife left him)

Aerie: I ... I suppose you would know, wouldn’t you.  I - I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to bring it up that way.

Keldorn: ‘Tis a pain I live with, a truth I know.  Speaking of it airs the soul.

Aerie: Do you still lover her?

Keldorn: Aye ... I always have and I always shall.  That is the way of it, I guess.

(Otherwise)

Aerie: How about you, do you have a ... a place to come home to?

Keldorn: My faith is my home and... and by the will of Torm, I take it with me where I go...

Aerie: Keldorn, do... do you have a moment?

Keldorn: Of course I do, Aerie.  What is it?

Aerie: I - Quayle taught me to be a cleric but ... but I know so little of the world ... He taught me to worship Baervan Wildwanderer, God of Gnomes...

Keldorn: Baervan Wildwanderer: the Masked Leaf, the Forsest Gnome.  I have heard of him, but know little.  I have dedicated my studies to the human pantheon, I fear.

Aerie: I remember a few of the elven gods but ... oh, it was so long ago.  And here I am, neither elf nor gnome nor human in my beliefs, but a - a hodgepodge of them all ... Am I wrong to be that way, Keldorn?

Keldorn: Wrong?  No, to some you be the ideal.  You have dedicated yourself to the church in all its forms and in its purest form: your heart.

Aerie: My heart?

Keldorn: We all have a tendency to divide the pantheons, to pray to the deities that are the easiest to appease or have the greatest impact on us and then ignore the rest...  Your life has not been easy, Aerie, but it has taught you much, in its own way.

Aerie: Oh, thank you Keldorn...  One of these days, you’ll have to teach me all of the things you say I’ve learned.

Korgan
Korgan: Aerie! Aerie!  Cease yer whining!  I’d swear on me father’s coalcart ye were one of o’ them fey elves with all the blasted cryin’ coming from ye.
Aerie: Eek!

Korgan: Outta my way, brat!

Aerie: Eek!

Korgan: You there, elf-girl.  I be tired of yer constant mis-castin’ of magic while we be in the heat of battle.  Can’t ye do anything right, girl!?

Aerie: I - I tried my - my best, sir.

Korgan: Well it ain’t good enough, now is it!

Korgan: Quit yer’ whinin’, wench.  So you be tired, we care not.  Sleep when death takes hold o’ ye, which would be a welcome respite for the rest of us.

Aerie: You’re a filthy and horrible little man, Korgan!  If he’s - if he’s still with us this time tomorrow, I’m going back to the circus!

Korgan: Aye, we’ll miss ye like a good club to the head, won’t we, (CHARNAME)!  Har har har!

Korgan: Looka the sky, missy.  Yer day’s up and I’m still ‘ere.  Ol’ (CHARNAME) didn’t e’en break it to ya gently.  Take the hint and head back to yer little circus, girlie.

Aerie: F - fine!  I’ll go!  If (CHARNAME) has a ... has a thug like you around, then there’s no need for me, is there!?

(Aerie leaves)

*TOB*

Korgan: Aerie, ye wingless freak!  Ye better spend some time practisin’ yer spells afore the next battle!  I won’t put with anymore of yer screw-ups!

Aerie: Leave me alone, you brute.  I’m in no mood for this today.

Korgan: Aye, yer never in the mood for nothin’ but weepy sentimentality!  Stop playin’ adventurer and crawl back to yer cage in the circus!  At least if people pay a copper or two to see yer gangly, misshapen form ye might be worth somethin’!

Aerie: I can look after myself, you vile little man!  (CHARNAME) knows I can hold my own when the rough stuff starts!

Korgan: Yer nothin’ but a scrawny, whinin’, stump-backed, miscastin’ mage wannabe!

Aerie: I’m sick of your insults, you bastard!  You’re worth less than the feces of an unwashed kobold!  You’re stupid, bigoted, mean, small minded and small membered!  Now leave me alone or I’ll cast a spell of withering on that pathetic excuse for a manhood you’re always scratching at between your legs!

Korgan: Aye, that’s I been waitin’ for!  You’ll be blushin’ fer a week when ye calm down and realize what y’eve said, lassie!  My work here is done - Har, har, har!
Mazzy
Mazzy: Aerie, dear, I see that you begin to feel more confident in this world ... which is undoubtedly quite strange to you.  You are learning what it is like to live and thrive here.

Aerie: Yes, civilization is - is still a bit frightening, though.

Mazzy: Sometimes I am frightened by what I see as well.  You are right to be.  There is corruption everywhere.  You must constantly challenge yourself to remain pure.

Aerie: Challenge myself?

Mazzy: You are good by nature, Aerie, but perhaps a little naive.  Devious people will try to take advantage, especially in mercenary settlements like Athkatla.

Aerie: How can you tell who to trust, Mazzy?

Mazzy: Seek those who value honor.  Observe before you accept, especially in times of adversity.  Watch companions in conflict, and you will see them as they truly are.

Aerie: I - I’ll do what I can, Mazzy ... I know I can always trust you.

Mazzy: Thank you, Aerie.  You are a truly beautiful soul.

(Area 902)

Mazzy: Ah, my spirit always flies so free in this place.  

Aerie: Really?

Mazzy: It rides the skies with the solars, Aerie ... One day I shall be a paladin atop a white griffon, and you will be a valiant flying squire.  Wouldn’t that be wonderfull?

Aerie: I ... I don’t have my wings anymore, Mazzy, and ... and I’m never going to get them back.

They’re gone.

Mazzy: Dream a little, girl, especially here where the gods are listening.  Faith is such a beautiful thing to hold on to, Aerie.  

Aerie: But it won’t give me wings ...

Mazzy: No, it probably won’t ... But it gives you a chance to dream, at least, doesn’t it!?  Look, an imaginary griffon beats an old nag any day and ... a friend like you beats any halfwit squire who would stoop so low as to help a halfling on her horse ... You see?

Aerie: I - I see, Mazzy ... And - And, thank you.

Mazzy: I thought you might ... Now come, we’ve got a world to face, don’t we girl!?

* TOB *

Aerie: Mazzy?  Do you think you’ll ever become a true Paladin for Arvoreen?

Mazzy: I am a true sword for my God, Aerie.  That is as close as I can expect to come.  To hope for otherwise would be foolish and naive of me.

Aerie: Yes, but I was told of a time when halflings were rogues only ... that you would never find one that was a cleric or even a warrior such as yourself anywhere.  

Mazzy: That’s true, if unfortunate.  But that was a long time ago, Aerie ... things have changed since then.

Aerie: But maybe things could change again?  Maybe your people could become paladins and rangers and even mages one day, without limitation.  Wouldn’t that be exciting?

Mazzy: Yes, yes, and maybe my people will become skinny, wear shoes, and have big, long skulls.  Really, Aerie, you needn’t keep your head in the clouds ALL the time.  

Aerie: Well, it was just a thought.

Mazzy: And it wasn’t a bad one.  But it’s not likely that the gods are going to revamp the halflings and come out with a ‘third edition’, as it were, now is it?

Aerie: Oh, you never know.  The gods do strange things, sometimes.

Minsc
Minsc: This land is fine, but I wish I could Boo the fields of Rashemen.  We could run free through the snow, though Boo would look funny in a drift, I tell you.

Aerie: You are from Rashemen?  I had - I had thought such a land was the stuff of fable.

Minsc: No, it is as real as Minsc, though even larger!  It lies far in the direction of the sun at morning.  Ah, but it has been long since I left it.  

Aerie: Why would you ever travel so far from home?  I - I was torn from mine and had no choice.

Minsc: I was on my dajemma, my journey to prove my manhood!  Oh, we were a pair, me and my witch!  I was to watch over Dynaheir and bring her home in ... in safety.  Oh, Boo, I can never return to Rashemen! I am proven unworthy!  I am no man and you are no hamster ... we are lost!  Oh the sorrow!!!

Aerie: Oh, don’t cry.  You and Boo have fought bravely!  Who could count the foes you’ve vanquished!  Dynaheir would be proud of you ... 

Minsc: You have been good friends, you and (CHARNAME) ... Minsc would ask something!  Will you be my witch, Aerie?  Boo and I are nothing without a witch ...

Aerie: If you will be my guardian, Minsc, then I will be your witch.  Your dajemma has not been for nothing and Dynaheir’s death shall not go unavenged.  

Minsc: My sword, my soul, my hamster ... all of these I pledge to ... to Aerie, my witch ... HEAR THAT, EVIL!?  MINSC HAS A NEW WITCH!!  WOE IS YOU!!

(If Aerie is resurrected)

Minsc: Are you okay, Aerie? ... Boo tried his best to save you.

Aerie: You and Boo did all you could, Minsc ... Oh, cheer up, you two, I’m back aren’t I!?

Minsc: Wine, everyone!  Song!  The witch lives!

*TOB*

Aerie: Minsc, why don’t you tell me a little about Rasheman?  You’ve talked about if before, but never described it ... and I’ve never heard anyone else mention it at all.

Minsc: This is because Rasheman is very fars away.  Once Boo kept track for me of the number of steps I have taken since the beginning of my dajemma, but Boo has since forgotten.  Boo claims that the number is very large.  Larger, maybe, than the number of butts that Minsc has deservedly kicked along the way.  I find this hard to believe, though Boo is usually very reliable in these matters.

Aerie: Yes ... so Rasheman is very far away.  But what kind of place is it?  Did you like it?

Minsc: It is a wonderful place with many fields.  It could only be better, maybe, if every ranger of the Berserker Lodge had his very own hamster.  Just think of the implications!

Aerie: But what of the witches?  You said Dynaheir was a witch, right?

Minsc: Yes, Dynaheir was a good Rashemani witch.  But I am not so certain that the witches have need of their own hamsters.  Dynaheir never approved of Boo ... she used to glare so it frightened him sometimes.

Aerie: (giggle) Oh, never mind, you big galoot.

*TOB*

Minsc: Aerie!  Boo has been mulling over a question for you.  Never have I seen a hamster concentrate so!  He has been so very quiet I thought perhaps I rolled over him last night, which caused me great concern.

Aerie: If ‘Boo’ wishes to ask me a question, Minsc, then he should feel free to do so.

Minsc: But Boo’s question is of such a personal nature ... well, the thought of it makes me blush right down to my buttocks.  

Aerie: I ... see.  Perhaps Boo should ask me anyway just to get it off his chest.  We ... wouldn’t want a hamster to bottle up all that anxiety, now, would we?

Minsc: You are very insightful!  Such bottling could lead to all sorts of un-hamster-like explosions!  Well ... Boo wonders why you do not perform all of your duties, since you are our witch?

Aerie: My duties?  I thought you were supposed to protect me ... I didn’t know there were any duties involved.  And what’s so personal about this?

Minsc: Well ... a Rashemani witch accompanies a ranger on his dajemma and teaches him the lore of herbs, among other things.  Well ... Minsc and Boo have discovered a need of some of this lore, maybe.  After frolicking in a bush that we now consider to be of a suspicious nature, both Boo and I have contracted the Calimshite Itch in rather ... private places.  A salve would be most joyously anticipated!

Aerie: I ... I ... I’ll do what I can, Minsc.

Minsc: Many thanks, Aerie! Maybe, soon, Boo can return his little mind to thought of butt-kicking instead of butt-itching, and I for one shall be very relieved!  

Nalia
Aerie: Nalia?

Nalia: Yes, my dear?

Aerie: How come you care so much for people?

Nalia: It has to start somewhere Aerie.

Aerie: What has to start?

Nalia: Love... justice... the rights of people to choose their own destiny in this world.

Aerie: But don’t the gods choose our destinies?

Nalia: Oh, Aerie, with the exception of Gond our gods are not clockmakers.  They have made us living, breathing creatures with minds, emotions, and desires.  Only birth and death are destiny, all else is choice and consequence... Come, the sun is setting and it casts long shadows on our thoughts.

(Aerie below 20 hit points)

Nalia: Could we get a bit of help over here?  Someone in the party is injured and needs attention.  Aerie, are you alright?

Aerie: It - It hurts, Nalia.  

Nalia: We need a cleric here!  She’s injured!

Aerie: It’s alright, I can - I shall heal myself.

(Aerie then casts a healing spell on herself)

Nalia: Alright, Aerie ... but be careful out there.

* TOB *

Aerie: Nalia, I noticed that you have been very quiet of late.  Grim, even.  Is ... something wrong?

Nalia: Just because I don’t feel the need to express every thought that crosses my mind, this is supposed to mean something is wrong?

Aerie: Well, no ... it’s just that you used to be friendlier.

Nalia: I’ve got a lot on my mind, Aerie.  I’m not the same girl desperate to save her castle.  I’m an archmage, now ... I could have handled those trolls myself, now, if I need to.

Aerie: That’s doesn’t mean you have to change, Nalia.  You’re still the same person, aren’t you?

Nalia: When you have the power to disintegrate someone with little thought, it means you have to be more careful, Aerie.  You should know this just as well as I.

Aerie: There’s no need to talk down to me like that.  I know what you mean ... you just used to care more.

Nalia: I do care.  Whining about how things should be better will not change things.  Attaining the power to make real change might, however.  But enough ... we’ve things to do.

*TOB*

Nalia: Aerie?  Do you remember anything about your home?

Aerie: Faenya-Dael?  A ... a little bit.  I remember my mother, mostly.  I remember missing it so much in the circus that my heart ached.  I remember that the avariel used to make these open-aired buildings with great columns of marble.  There were sculptures of glass that would burst with colors when the sun broke from the clouds.

Nalia: Do you ever intend to go back there?

Aerie: That ... that’s a cruel thing to ask.  How could I?

Nalia: There’s no reason you couldn’t.  You’re a powerful mage and cleric both.  Finding it would be no trouble, now, and you deserve their respect wings or no wings.

Aerie: It’s not like that, Nalia.  The avariel ... they would never accept me, like this.  I wouldn’t be one of them.  

Nalia: You could make them accept you.  It isn’t right.  You’ve been through so much ...

Aerie: I ... wouldn’t want to make them do anything.  I don’t belong there anymore.  I belong down here, as I am ... accepting that was far harder.

Nalia: I wouldn’t feel the same way ...  but, then, it’s not my home.  As long as you’re happy, Aerie.

Sarevok
*TOB*

Sarevok: What is this I see?  A wingless bird.  How fitting that you should flop along with this group, eager to prove your worth.

Aerie: I’ve already proven my worth.  To everyone as well as myself.

Sarevok: Brave words.  But I think you mouth platitudes you can’t even understand.

Aerie: It ... it doesn’t matter what you think.  I am no frightened elf within the circus, anymore.  I’ve learned enough so that evil like yours makes me only feel pity.

Sarevok: Pity, is it?  You should feel fear instead, girl.  Were (CHARNAME) not your companion and protector, you would be nothing before me.

Aerie: Think what you like.  It is you who are nothing before my god and my faith.  Baevan and Aerdrie Faenye would both sweep you as if you were dust before them.
Sarevok: Bah!  They come at your beck and call to protect your miserable life, do they?

Aerie: They protect me.  But seeing as (CHARNAME) was once enough to defeat you, and that was a long time ago, you shouldn’t go asking for more than you can handle.

Sarevok: Keep thinking that, girl.  You haven’t a clue what true evil is.

Valygar
Valygar: I cannot understand it, Aerie.  Why this magic ... why from you, of all people?  You are too good and innocent to practice such things.

Aerie: But ... but it is who I am, it is how Quayle taught me.

Valygar: I know, I know, but ... magic corrupts.  The very power of magic twists a mage’s soul a 

little each day.  There’s always one more spell to learn or cast.  Before you know it you’ve spent your life in the library, having never seen the daylight, never truly lived.  Believe me, I know this only too well.

Aerie: But that is how I was was in the circus when I was kept in a - a cage.  It was horrible, Valygar, but Quayle came and healed me ... healed my sores where ... He healed where my wings came off ... He taught ... He taught me magic, and it freed me.  It’s not spells that change people.  Good people do good things.

Valygar: ... I hope you’re right, Aerie.  For your sake and mine ...

*TOB*

Valygar: You know, Aerie ... I should confess something to you.  You didn’t turn out at all like I expected you might.

Aerie: Ha ha!  If I didn’t know you better, Valygar, I think I’d have to take that the wrong way!

Valygar: I suppose it didn’t come out quite like I meant it, did it?  I’m sorry Aerie ... I only meant that all my warnings of your impending corruption by magic have been proven false.  Fortunately.  

Aerie: Oh, I don’t know, Valygar.  This doesn’t mean that I’ll never be corrupted by my magic ... just not yet.  

Valygar: You shouldn’t joke about such things, Aerie.  Your heart is purer than I gave it credit for, and that gladdens me.  But I’ve seen good, honest people turned to greed and hate by magic ... it’s a fate I wouldn’t wish on anyone.

Aerie: I ... didn’t mean to joke about that.  I know about your past ... and I don’t think I could ever be like that.  Magic is a power I can use to help people, and that’s all.

Valygar: That’s good to hear.  Let’s hope it remains that way.

Viconia
Viconia: So, sister of light, they tell me you were of the winged folk.

Aerie: I - I don’t know what you are after, drow.  Stay away from me.

Viconia: But you have lost your wings and fallen ... what a pity.  Perhaps you shall join me below and I shall teach you the ways of the dark goddess.

Aerie: Get away from me, Viconia!  I - I want nothing to do with your type and you’ll not get me down there!

Viconia: It must be crushing to your flimsy spirit that you once soared with eagles on wings crafted by angels and now you’re but a sad urchin, covered in dust of an earth you once rode wind above.

Aerie: Viconia, why are you so cruel?  There’s absolutely no reason to be so foul and petty.  No reason at all.  

Viconia: Stop whining, magpie.  Oh terribly sorry, bird metaphors are forbidden because you can’t fly anymore.

ANOMEN
Aerie
Aerie: Look Anomen, the - the sun is rising ...

Anomen: Aye, like a bird of raw and flaming power... You don’t talk much, do you.

Aerie: What do you mean?

Anomen: You hesitate in your speech as if you are pondering what to say next.  Knights, such as myself, must be speaking with people constantly.

Aerie: Are you ... Are you scared of your test at all?

Anomen: He, I do not have the time to be frightened.  And besides... the Order cannot turn me aside forever.

(If Anomen fails his test)

Aerie: Anomen... I... I’ve been watching you since you’ve failed your test.  You... you are starting to scare me a little,... I think.

Anomen: I need no pressure from you Aerie.  Leave me be.

Aerie: Just because you failed your test doesn’t mean you have to abandon everything about the Order, does it?  I mean... you were almost a Paladin!

Anomen: That’s just it, isn’t it?  I was almost a Paladin, I was almost strong enough.  Well almost isn’t good enough Aerie, ... so no, it doesn’t mean a thing.  Not anymore.

Aerie: But Anomen...

Anomen: Get out girl!  Did you hear me?  I won’t have you hounding me!  Get out!!!

(Anomen then attacks Aerie)

* TOB *

Anomen: A question of you, Aerie.  I have heard something of your people, the Avariel ... hunted to near extinction by mages merely for the use of their wings.  How is it that you are not more outraged about this?

Aerie: I think it is a terrible thing, Anomen.  But what can I do about it?

Anomen: You could defend them.  Make it your life’s work to oppose the predation upon them.  Something, at least, would be better than nothing.

Aerie: My people are disappearing because they are isolationists as well, Anomen, not just because they are hunted.  And they are certainly not helpless ... my aid would be meaningless.  And I doubt they would even accept my help.  They ... they would not think of me as an avariel, anymore, because I have no wings.  It is ... it is probably just best for me to avoid them altogether.  

(If Anomen is Lawful Good)

Anomen: I am sorry, Aerie ... it was not my intention to open old wounds.  I am too clumsy with my words, at times.  

Aerie: No, no ... it’s alright, Anomen.  I probably should face up to the fact that I will have to return to Feanya-Dael one day.  To face them, if nothing else.  But certainly not now.

(If Anomen is Chaotic Neutral)

Anomen: It sounds as if you are avoiding something that is unpleasant, rather than facing the truth.

Aerie: That is cruel of you, Anomen.  If I return to Feanya-Dael one day, it will be because I am ready to ... not because someone felt it was necessary to bully me into it.

Cernd
* TOB *

Cernd: Like dark clouds before a storm, the chains of duty weigh heavy on some days.  

Anomen: Duty, druid?  What would a tree-hugger like you know of the chains of duty?  Mucking about in the woods like an animal is foolishness, not duty.

Cernd: The earth cradles you in her arms as she does all her children.  Your lack of knowledge does nothing to change this fact.  The heartless and the stupid continue to destroy the Mother for their own short-sighted ends.  In my humble way, I protect her.  Is this not duty?  

Anomen: Nay, it is not.  To serve Helm with honor and fortitude, this is duty!  Do not taint the word with your half-wit musings.  You serve flowers and rodents, not truth and honor.

(If Minsc is in the party, he interjects with ...)

Minsc: Rodent!?  What do you imply about my hamster!?

(regardless ...)

Cernd: You cannot see the forest for the trees, Anomen.  There would be no Helm to serve without a world in which you can live.  Ah, but I see from your face that this goes nowhere.  Think what you will, I will say no more.

Edwin 

(while Edwin’s a woman)

Anomen: Hay, Edwina!  I shall be your champion at the next tournament that we come to if only you give me a piece of your robe, uh, that is, dress to adorn my shield.

Edwin: (My condition draws fools like flies to honey) Silence, you idiot!  You’ve a death wish that is larger than your swollen head.

Anomen: Fair Edwina, I am truly bereft by your non-acceptance.  It is tragic when a knight has no fair maiden to moon over.  He he he ...

Edwin: Anomen, I’ve been intending to ask.  This most Noble Order of the Radiant Heart of 

which you belong ... why is it that you lead the converted like lambs to the slaughter?  On ramparts across the Faerun are heads on pikes of the radiant who’ve been eulogized to the myth and allure of your vaunted brotherhood.  

Anomen: ‘Tis very unwise to meddle in the cornerstone of civilized life in the Faerun.  The brotherhood has brought peace to tumult, so that good might prevail over the darkness.

Edwin: Tell it to the pilgrims at the temple, Anomen; it might inspire the idiots.  The heart has been responsible for some of the most heinous crimes against humanity.  Their intolerance against those who are not of a ‘civilized’ species is racism at its worst.

Anomen: You’d best watch your tongue, spellfiddler, as your deliverance from this squalid plane may be at the point of a sword.  

* TOB *

Anomen: Know that I watch you with unwavering eyes, Edwin.  I have seen your looks askance and I will have none of your treachery.

Edwin: I care nothing for what you will have, fool, no matter how you guild your words.  Be thankful for my scrutiny.  Very few rivals outside of the Red Wizards are worthy of it.  

Anomen: I am nothing like you and your ilk!  Now cease your prattle and walk on!

Edwin: Yes, nothing like us at all.  And certainly not growing more so every day.  Hmmm ...

HaerDalis’
HaerDalis’: A word, good knight Anomen ... in the last battle, I noticed you pulling back and parrying... Next time you see an opening like that, my advice is to take advantage of it.

Anomen: I did, actor.  So you can stop pushing your weight around and leave the fighting to those of us who can handle the front line.

HaerDalis’: Aye, Anomen, talk as you wish.  For all your swagger, you wouldn’t last a day on the planes.

Anomen: Look, harlequin, go on and tell your tales ... I’m sure someone here believes them.  Now get out of my sight before I skewer you and your liar’s soul.

*TOB*

HaerDalis’: Anomen ... a moment of your time, if I may.  I have been observing your combat tactics recently and I wish to ask you a question.

Anomen: For what do you bother me, tiefling?  I need no further comments on how I may improve my fighting styles from a prancer such as yourself.

HaerDalis’: On the contrary, dear Anomen.  It is your style I most admire now, and wish to emulate.

Anomen: Truly?  Well then ... ask what you will and I shall strive to answer as best I may.  Perhaps my technique shall save your life in combat one day.

(Taking the bait!  He he he ...)

HaerDalis’: Combat?  Oh no, you misunderstand.  I would use your style in my stage performances ... it is far too florid and grandiose for effective use in battle.  You see, even in my fanciest spins there is always efficiency and conservation in movement ... as there is in any fighting style.  Except yours.  Perhaps your overblown thrusts and stabs are the result of your overblown ego?  

Anomen: I have better things to do than listen to your prattling!

HaerDalis’: Very well.  I shall watch you from afar, my good hound, and learn what I can from mere observation.

Imoen
*TOB*

Imoen: So.  You’re part of the Order of the Most Radiant Heart, right, Anomen?  The paladins and Clerics that run around Amn getting outraged at everthing?

(If Anomen passed his test)

Anomen: I find your description bordering on insult, girl ... but, yes, I am a member of the Order.  Why?

Imoen: Well, a full hundred of them marched up all solemn-like up to Candlekeep about ten years ago, all to donate a single book to the monks.  Do you know anything about that?

Anomen: No, but it sounds like something the Order might do, depending on the book.

Imoen: It was a big book, as I recall.  I stole into the archive to look at it ... did you know it had all sorts of pictures of naked men and women?  Total filth!  I’m surprised the Order even had something like that.  

Anomen: No doubt it was a book of great evil.  Perhaps the Order gave it over to the care of your monks so that it would not be used by those of impure intentions.

Imoen: Well, I don’t know about that.  Winthrop caught me peeking and gave me hell like you wouldn’t believe ... but I noticed he kept the book in his room after that point.  

Anomen: Vile girl!  I’ll not listen to any more of this!  Go bother (CHARNAME)!

(If Anomen failed his test)

Anomen: Ha!  An apt description of those blowhards, if ever I had heard one.  No, dear girl ... I am no member of the Order, although I was a novice.  Why do you ask?

Imoen: Well, a full hundred of them marched up all solemn-like up to Candlekeep about ten years ago, all to donate a single book to the monks.  Do you know anything about that?

Anomen: No, but it sounds like something the Order might do, depending on the book.

Imoen: It was a big book, as I recall.  I stole into the archive to look at it ... did you know it had all sorts of pictures of naked men and women?  Total filth!  I’m surprised the Order even had something like that.

Anomen: You don’t say?  Well maybe the Prelate was finished with it and gave it to the head of your monks as something of a present?  Those paladins are quite the repressed lot of stuffed shirts, you know.  

Imoen: Oh, they’re not so bad, I guess.  Better them than some of the evil I’ve seen ... they can just be kinda pompous, as I remember.  You’re not as bad as I figured you might be, though, Anomen.  

Anomen: Well, I’m glad you think so.  I escaped from their clutches just in time, I suppose, eh?

(The protagonist then has his choice of inconsequential responses)

Jaheira
Anomen: Lady Jaheira, it seems quite strange to me that a woman of clearly noble past would choose the life of an adventurer.  What has brought you to this dangerous path?

Jaheira: It is a path of conscience.  Some druids choose a more contemplative lifestyle, but I sought a more active role in the furthering of nature’s cause.  And you?  Did you become a priest of Torm only for honor and glory?

Anomen: Of course not.  The righteous path ever beckons.  It is merely a dividend of the Order that a member can make a place for himself in this difficult world.  

Jaheira: I see.  What place you choose to make for yourself remains to be seen.

Anomen: It does, but I assure you that you will not be disappointed.

Jaheira: You wear the scars of battle with pride, Anomen, like one that truly believes his cause.

Anomen: I must.  It is what pushes me forward.  Doubt is the enemy.

Jaheira: Those that never question do not see the whole of the issue.
Anomen: The whole issue is not important.  There is only the here and the now, and what can be done within.
Jaheira: Your world is small, if focused.  The more impressive picture is always larger than you can see.

Jan Jansen
Anomen: ‘Tis truly an adventure for the weak-willed.  I’ve fought campaigns against the Hillgnasher giants, and slew twenty of the foul beasts.

Jan: Did I ever tell you the tale of the Lobotimized Orc, my good knight Anomen?

Anomen: You have not and I’ve no wish to hear it.

Jan: Well anyway, as a child my mammy would give us kids a bowl of gravel, which was all we could afford, and tell us this parable.  Now listen, knighty, lest you be eating gravel.  Twas once a heavily brained damaged Orc named Ano.  Ano was trudging though the forest one day, looking for bull droppings with which he could stuff his mattress, when he happened across a remarkable scene.  A brave and noble knight, Jen the Brilliant by name, fought with an evil giant.  Ano watched as Jan slew the giant.  Then the knight had ridden off to save several small children from a wicked witch, also known as a nobleman, who was attempting to poison the poor dears.  Regardless, Ano promptly cut the head off of the fallen giant and ran home to his home in the Dung Orc village and claimed that he had killed the monster.  

Anomen: I warn you, gnome.  Cease your prattling immediately!
Jan: Did I tell you that Ano had a nasty habit of interrupting folk?  Anyway, the giant’s brother heard of his siblings demise and the subsequent display of his head in Dung Town.  He caught up to Ano, who was stupidly stuffing his mattress with bull dung, and returned to his cave with the orc stuffed through his belt.  As punishment for his brother’s supposed murderer, he tied a porcupine with the orcs head and proceeded to clean his latrine with the makeshift orc brush.  Much to the giant’s dismay, Ano actually enjoyed it.  Fascinating tale, that!  I love to tell it!

Anomen: I’ll suffer no insults from you, runtish one!

Jan: Calm yourself, Ano.  There was no insult to you.  It was merely a parable told to me by my dear departed mother.

Anomen: I shall not forget this, gnome!  Your blood shall stain my blade, yet!

Jan: Whenever you wish to try it, Ano.

*TOB*

Jan: Anomen, my friend, I realize that I’ve been less than polite with you in the past and I wish to apologize.

Anomen: Verily, you have played me most false.

Jan: Indeed!  All know that you’re an unrepetant ass.  ‘Tis not my place to bring it up.

Anomen: Shut up, gnome.

Jan: Your ugliness, both in body and soul, although true, is inappropriate for discussion and rankly impolite.  You’re stupid, poorly educated, and always smell faintly of lilacs, but it was wrong of me to bring attention to it.

Anomen: Silence before I CRACK YOUR SKULL!

Jan: Arrogant, drunken, whiny, pompous are common adjectives used to describe you, but I was wrong to say so.  You are completely incapable of independent thought and soil yourself with regularity seldom found outside of a nursery.  I shall no longer bring these things up in front of others.  Well I’m glad that, despite your idiocy, you managed to grasp the concept of my apology and mumble some poorly-worded forgiveness.  Cheers!

*TOB* 

Jan: Anomen, I’ve been having such a lovely time and have thought to share some reflections with you.

Anomen: Say no more, gnome.  Your jibes are meaningless to me.  I am a knight and, as such, above your pettiness.

Jan: ‘Tis exactly the subject I wish to discuss.  Now, it’s common knowledge that knights are cleric initiates who are too stupid and ugly to be presentable in church.

Anomen: You are but the buzzing of a fly and affect me not at all.

Jan: So, being a failed cleric ...

Anomen: I have failed at nothing!  I was chosen to squire for my courage and nobility.

Jan: Of course you didn’t ‘fail’!  They have to tell failures something to keep up blind obedience, that is to say, morale.

Anomen: Just leave me be you icky little man!

Jan: “Icky”?? (ha ha) Did you think of that on your own? (ha ha ha ha)

Keldorn
Keldorn: Young Anomen, it seems to me that you have been too long away from the fold.  Perhaps this is time to continue your lessons.

Anomen: I assure you, noble Keldorn, that I am well-versed in the statutes and moral-laws of the Order.

Keldorn: I doubt it not.  However, perhaps it is time to re-memorize the virtues of chivalry and honesty.

Anomen: I know what you’re about, Keldorn.  Let me worry about training and you may worry about your own affairs.

Keldorn: I am not ‘about’ anything.  I have no ulterior motive outside of the betterment of a squire.  Best you listen to the wisdom of those who have gone before you.

Anomen: I shall take, Sir Keldorn, what path I deem appropriate.  I have not bothered you so I find it rude that you find the time to bother me.

Keldorn: Very well.  I see that you are not prepared to learn.

Keldorn: Squire Anomen, it is time that I had a word with you.  I must say that you do not always act in a manner befitting a squire of the Order.  You must learn to show deference to your leaders and elders.

Anomen: Sir Keldorn, I thought that I had made it clear the last time that you brought this, I have no need of further lessons ... especially from you.  I near my knighthood now.

Keldorn: Anomen, you are a brash youth.  I you learn to curb these outbursts you shall be an excellent knight.  You are brave and strong.  Do not fool yourself into believing that your time of learning is over.  All of life is a school of sorts.

Anomen: If that is so then there is no reason that you need to be my teacher.  Life will take care of it for you.

Keldorn: In this you are correct, I need not be your teacher.  Learn the lesson where you will, but learn it.  If you do not, the future will be unlike you envision it.

(If Anomen fails his test)

Keldorn: Do not let your removal from the Order color your choices, Anomen.  There is a lesson to be learned from this.

Anomen: Shut up, dog!  I’ve listened to your pompous teachings all my life and it’s gotten me nowhere.  Self-righteous preacher!  You’ve never known a day of hardship in your life and yet you think you know it all!  To the hells with you, Keldorn!

Keldorn: Already it begins.  Anomen, I am on your side.  I wish to be your friend and help you turn your life around.  Do not refuse aid in your hour of need.

Anomen: There is nothing wrong with my life that hasn’t been caused by your ilk!  I should kill you for treating me like a child.

Keldorn: In time you will see, boy, that you act like a child.

Anomen: Your words hold no meaning to me.  Save them, ere I take mind to shove them down your throat.  

(and again)

Keldorn: Anomen, please remain calm.  What I say I say for your benefit.  You are turning away from your god, Helm, and slipping down the path of evil.  I cannot let you do this.  Put aside your bitterness, Anomen, and talk to me.

Anomen: You are pathetic, Keldorn.  You are a hypocrite and a liar.  Why should I believe anything you say?  I’d spit in your face, but you aren’t even worth that.  

Keldorn: You approach a line that you do not want to cross, Anomen.  Step back, before it’s too late.

Anomen: The line was crossed when your cursed Order dumped me like useless garbage.  Stand and fight, maggot!  I’ve been pushed too far!

Keldorn: Don’t do this, Anomen.

Anomen: Die, you bastard!

(Keldorn and Anomen fight)

(If he passes the test)

Keldorn: Your fate has arrived, Sir Anomen.  You are a squire no longer but have become a knight.  Well done, young man.

Anomen: My thanks, Sir Keldorn.  You are a fine example of chivalry and honor.  I feel I must apologize for being rude to you before.  The brashness of youth, as you said.

Keldorn: Worry not, young knight.  You are well along the righteous path, now.  Torm has forgiven all.

(If he passes his Test)

Anomen: I wish to thank you, teacher ... for all your help in the past.  I do not think I have ever said such to you before, Keldorn.  

Keldorn: Teacher, now, is it?

Anomen: Aye, Keldorn ... They say the best teachers are those with the patience to instruct the foolish ... I know I have not always been the easiest of students.

Keldorn: Nor I the wisest of instructors.  

Anomen: I suppose that is true.  Thank you ... for everything.

* TOB *

Anomen: Sir Keldorn, as an initiate of the Order, I have heard many a story of your courage and prowess.  At one point, Sir Cassius made a reference to your heroism on Giant’s Plain.  He stopped abruptly and, with a dark look, would say no more.  What happened there?

Keldorn: Heroism he said?  Cassius gives me more credit than I deserve.  The days on Giant’s Plain were dark days and the deeds, darker still.  We were captured in an ambush by Grinning Rath after being betrayed by Sir Taerga.  Grinning Rath caught us in a strand of deadfall as we picked our way through, leading our horses.  The archers made short work of the horses and nearly half my men.  Stumbling about in the deadfall in full plate, we had no chance.  Rath stripped us naked, dead or living.  I had an arrow through my shoulder.  His ogres were kind enough to tear it out along with a great chunk of flesh before the Dance.  It pains me still.

Anomen: The Dance?

Keldorn: The Dance was Grinning Rath’s signature.  Each living knight was bound to a dead companion, head to head, hand to hand, and foot to foot.  He drug us to the open plain and tied us thus so that we could not move save dancing with the dead.  We lay there ‘neath the blazing sun and, as our friends began to rot, my men began to die of exposure.  I manage to grind through the bonds one wrist using stone that stuck from the ground.  I saved those that could be saved, Cassius included.  Some of the men had died during the Dance, some had lost their wits as the flesh of their friends melted in the sun.  I tracked Rath, snuck into his camp and killed him and all who participated in the atrocity.  There was no heroism Anomen, only slow death and grim deeds.  We shall speak no more of this.

Korgan
Anomen: I have been watching you in combat, Korgan ... you fight well for one of the unblessed.  Perhaps the blood sacrifices that you make to your primitive gods work well after all.

Korgan: Yer idiocy is surpassed only by yer unskilled floundering on the field of battle.  

Anomen: Do not insult my faith, short one.

Korgan: Why not?  All that I am has been gained through my own strength.  You’ve naught but that but which is doled out to you by a frolicking godling.  

Anomen: Tis obvious, dwarf, that you speak out of jealousy.  So, too, would I, in your position.

Korgan: Hypocrite.  You’ve no faith beyond that which brings you personal pleasure.  A pig in filth.  Wallow elsewhere, boy.  

Anomen: I shall not stand here and listen to this dwarven self-loathing any longer.  Truly you are the one who wallows, though in self-pity.  

Korgan: I be lookin’ at ye’, Anomen, and I be pleased that at least I be no hyprocrite.  There nay 

be a heart so holy the Devil nay make a nest of black twigs in it.  I’ve seen the clay feet yer crusade stands on, paladin, and no lies can keep it from collapsing.  Y’ere hellbound like me.  Only a matter of the hourglass.

Anomen: Heresy is a devil’s bellow, dwarf.  My service is to my lord.

Korgan: Yer reputation don’t know yer character.  Ye lay falsehoods where ye need to, cleric, but I’ve read yer story on the faces of the dead and all’ nay written yet.

Anomen: My god has a face and a name, heretic.  He leaves me free to draw his grand design on the souls of the lapsed and faithless.

*TOB*

(If Anomen failed his test).

Korgan: Ach - you there.  Prretty boy.  Aye, I mean ye, Anomen.  Ye look a might down today.

Anomen: Down?  I believe you are mistaken, dwarf.  I am in fine spirits.

Korgan: Truly?  I find that a might surprisin’.  With yer’ sister rottin’ in her grave and yer life’s ambition to join the Order of the bleedin’ Heart forever lost I figured ye just might be somewhat surly.

Anomen: I try not to dwell on the past, Korgan.  I am trying to put those events behind me ... though you bringing them up again does little to help the situation.

Korgan: Ach - that’s what I’m here fer!  To open old wounds and to pour in a big bag o’ salt!

Anomen: I suggest you choose another target to torment, dwarf.  Or maybe after the next battle I will treat your physical wounds with the same callous disregard you have shown for my emotional scars.

Korgan: ‘Twas merely a jest, my surly cleric.  Since ye cannae take a joke, I’ll leave ye be.

Mazzy
Anomen: In truth, when the Order sees my worth, I’ll no longer need to travel with lowly folk such as you there, halfling.  

Mazzy: It does not befit an aspiring knight to speak in such a manner.

Anomen: Never will I heed a lowly halfling!  Hold your tongue lest I cut it from your cursed mouth.

Mazzy: Listen you must, Anomen, if you hope to learn.  You are only a youth, so I shall let your insults melt away.  I say only what a paladin would say in my place.  

Anomen: Your implication is correst.  You are no paladin nor shall you ever be.  Learn your place, for I shall suffer your delusions no longer.

(CHARNAME): Enough!  Silence yourself and fall behind me now!  We haven’t the time to waste on these pointless arguments.  

Anomen: We have greater responsibilities, so I shall fall behind you.  But do not accustom yourself to ordering me about like a common peasant.  

Mazzy: No knight would speak such things.

( or )

(CHARNAME): No more bickering, we are a party and should act as such.

Anomen: As you will have it.  I shall hold back my blade for now.

Minsc
*TOB*

Minsc: So, Anomen, Boo and I had a question about the lodge that you seem to hold above all else.

Anomen: If by ‘lodge’ you mean the Noble Order of the Most Radiant Heart, I will answer as best I can.

Minsc: Yes, that is the one.  You view it with as much respect as I give the Ice Dragon Beserker Lodge of my homeland.  If they are similar in their intent, we might seek to join.

Anomen: You?  

Minsc: Yes.

Anomen: And your ... hamster?

Minsc: Yes.

Anomen: I ... don’t think you would enjoy it, Minsc.  No, while your heart is certainly good, I think you would chafe within the ... ah ... discipline of the Order.

Minsc: Boo understands the tone of your rejection, though he is confused as to why organizations of good intent must always atop the *ahem* pole of righteousness.  

Sarevok
* TOB *

Anomen: You have changed, Sarevok.  Your new outlook is apparent even to me ... only I wonder if this is not some sort of act to cater to the hopes of our leader.

Sarevok: It is no act, cleric.  It is also none of your business.

Anomen: On the contrary, (CHARNAME)’s safety is my business, and I wonder at your motives.

Sarevok: My motives may not be as blindingly apparent as your own, fool, but they are also not as superficial.  

Anomen: Well, do astound me with you sheer depth, then, Sarevok.  What is it you hope to gain by travelling with (CHARNAME)?

Sarevok: Redemption.

Anomen: Redemption?  You must be joking.

Sarevok: Remption, among other things.  Now begone ... were it not that (CHARNAME) calls you a friend, I would cut you down where you stand for your impudence.

*TOB*

Sarevok: I see your eyes upon me, cleric.  Quit your glares or I’ll pluck your eyes out with my sword, I swear.  

Anomen: You could try, abomination.  I doubt you would succeed.  I merely wonder at how, exactly, you managed to worm your way into the ranks of this group.  

Sarevok: By being useful.  Something you would know nothing about.

Anomen: Well, you blackmailed (CHARNAME) in return for your information, that’s true ... but I fail to see what use you provide, now.  Perhaps (CHARNAME) should simply kill you again.

Sarevok: My use is in my sword and my skill.  I have no whining petulance to draw on, as you do.  And my (BROTHER or SISTER) shall do as (HE or SHE) pleases, so quit your mewling and begone.

Valygar
* TOB *

Anomen: Valygar, your step seems of particular weight this day?  Perhaps it is your thoughts which burden you so?

Valygar: My thoughts are indeed dark ones, Anomen.  They are also mine alone.

Anomen: It might benefit your heart and soul to speak of your troubles, my friend.

Valygar: How so, sir knight?  Words cannot undo the past, and they cannot change the future.  I prefer to let my actions speak for me.

Anomen: I merely sought to offer my wisdom and guidance, Valygar.  As a member of the Order of the Radiant Heart, I am duty bound to try and ease the misery of all those who suffer.

Valygar: A noble cause, but I suggest you perform your duties elsewhere.  I have learned to handle my suffering well enough on my own.  

Anomen: As you wish, Valygar. I shall bother you no more - though I shall say a prayer to Helm that he may help you bear your burden.

Viconia
(If CHARNAME is male and her romance is in progress)

Viconia: Anomen, tell me what drew such a handsome, powerful and charismatic individual like yourself to the dreary, hectic life of adventuring?

Anomen: Handsome?  Viconia, I’m flattered.  What drew?  What I do is not for whim, prank or jape.  It is not because of duty or allegiance.  I am an instrument of justice, a redeemer of the weak, protector of the righteous and fallen alike.  I do this because I am compelled by forces beyond my ken.  You?

Viconia: Well, noble one, it seemed like a good idea at the time.  And it seemed to me that all the most muscular and attractive men were doing it so ... 

Anomen: Well, Viconia, you don’t have to sleep so far away, next time.  Your hands across these muscles would be more welcome than the brush of canvas, I’d venture.
(CHARNAME): Anomen, snap out of it.  She’s playing you like a cheap violin.

Anomen: Keep your comments to yourself, (CHARNAME).

or
(CHARNAME): Could you two wait until tonight to start talking dirty and whispering sweet nothings?

Anomen: You needn’t be so impudent, child.  The woman is pleasing to the eye and doth stir the loins and I were merely complimenting upon her comeliness.  Your territorial instinct is commendable, but sorely misguided.  A woman’s treats are no cause.

Viconia: Are you jealous, (CHARNAME)?  Poor child, there is no reason to be.  I’ve no interest in this glory-hound, and he’s hardly as handsome as you.

or
(CHARNAME): Hey, Anomen, step aside!  From where I’m standing, it doesn’t look much like Viconia’s buying what you’re selling!

Anomen: I disagree, (CHARNAME).  You’re over there, I’m over here, and Viconia is certainly most interested in what I may have to offer her.  

(CHARNAME): And who would be foolish enough to cast blame?  After all, we are all fully cognizant of this group dynamic, and are equally informed of who the true leader is, (CHARNAME).
Anomen: And what would you do if I don’t move away?  Berate me, coward?  Tell me a story about Gorion until I fall asleep?

(CHARNAME): Let’s just keep it together and let this slide.  It’s not worth arguing about.  

Anomen: Hah!  Typical!  You’re worse than a bureaucrat.  All talk, no action.  It’s all I’ve come to expect from you, (CHARNAME).  Filling the air with words and not song of steel.  

Yoshimo
Yoshimo: Young Anomen, a samurai of the west, roaming the land is service of god and lord.  Tell me something of your adventures.

Anomen: And what shall I tell you of?

Yoshimo: A tale of a foul beast slain, perhaps.  A story of your jousts, if you wish.

Anomen: Very well.  Two summers past, chosen squires of Torm were invited to a tournament in Riatavin.  I travelled as the captain of our delegation, of course.

Yoshimo: Of course.

Anomen: Enroute, we were attacked by a wyvern.  Overcome with fear, the battle plans that had been drilled into my compatriots fell apart as the first man was killed by the beast’s claws.  It would have been a veritable slaughter had I not kept my wits about me.

Yoshimo: What happened?

Anomen: I jumped on its back and impaled it through the spine with my spear.

Yoshimo: Your heroics saved the day.

Anomen: I only did what I had to as captain of the group.  The Order would have frowned heavily had I let the novice fools be diced by the creature. 

CERND
Aerie
Aerie: You don’t seem ... comfortable, here.

Cernd: Forgive me, dear elf.  It is just that I have never understood the city.

Aerie: What is there to understand.  Cities are where you go when you have no place else to be.

Cernd: Perhaps that it is it.  I have my grove, and its beauty tethers my heart to its ferns and mosses.  When next we visit, would you like me to show them to you?

Aerie: Oh please, Cernd.  I - I would like that very much.

Cernd: Then it shall be so.

Cernd: You see those tiny mushrooms away, there ... and how they glow?  They are of the foxfire family and they are the material component for the ‘faerie fire’ spell.  

Aerie: They’re so beautiful, Cernd, and - and their light so cold.

Cernd: Ah, over there rests a stand of simple Wood Ferns.  I have seen them grow as high as my chest, some years.

Aerie: Oh, I wish they would grow forever!  How could you ever leave such a place?

Cernd: Though my body may roam, my spirit shall always rest here, Aerie.

Cernd: Move carefully now ... do you see that huge red flower?  It is a Dead Man’s Lotus and shall put you right to sleep should you disturb it’s pollen.

Aerie: I can just imagine that dreams I’d have in such a place, Cernd.

* TOB *

Aerie: Cernd?  Do you still miss your old grove?  You don’t speak of it at all.

Cernd: Oh, I miss my old grove, Aerie.  I once had an odd and strangely colored rash from an abishai bush that I  had an unfortunate encounter with, and I miss that just as much.

Aerie: You can’t have missed your old grove much, then.  I can’t imagine anyone missing a rash at all.

Cernd: On the contrary my dear, it was a rather extraordinary rash.

Aerie: (sigh) I was just wondering if you missed your old grove, Cernd.  Must all your answers be so cryptic?  I’m almost too tired to wonder what you mean, sometimes.

Cernd: It wasn’t my purpose to be cryptic, my dear.  My time with my grove in Cormyr was both fascinating and a little uncomfortable.  I enjoyed the company of my peers, but I never quite fit in, you see.  The Great Druid there did not have much of a liking for me, you see.  So while I learned much and appreciate the time that I spent at the grove, in the end I am glad that I have not returned to it.

Aerie: Like your rash.  Interesting, but you’re glad it’s gone?

Cernd: Exactly.  See, that wasn’t so difficult now, was it?

Anomen
* TOB *

Cernd: Like dark clouds before a storm, the chains of duty weigh heavy on some days.  

Anomen:Duty, druid?  What would a tree-hugger like you know of the chains of duty?  Mucking about in the woods like an animal is foolishness, not duty.

Cernd: The earth cradles you in her arms as she does all her children.  Your lack of knowledge does nothing to change this fact.  The heartless and the stupid continue to destroy the Mother for their own short-sighted ends.  In my humble way, I protect her.  Is this not duty?  

Anomen: Nay, it is not.  To serve Helm with honor and fortitude, this is duty!  Do not taint the word with your half-wit musings.  You serve flowers and rodents, not truth and honor.

(If Minsc is in the party, he interjects with ...)

Minsc: Rodent!?  What do you imply about my hamster!?

(regardless ...)

Cernd: You cannot see the forest for the trees, Anomen.  There would be no Helm to serve without a world in which you can live.  Ah, but I see from your face that this goes nowhere.  Think what you will, I will say no more.

Edwin
Edwin: Tell me about your ecstatic religion, shaman.  Why do you harvest mistletoe and bear witness to mother earth’s bounty?  

Cernd: It began as a craving for connection, Edwin.  The Earth and her cousins, the Sky and the Water, all spoke in tongues of ancient mystery and lore.  It was my calling to unravel worlds within a single seed or read the chronicles of seasons in the veins of a leaf.  She called, and I answered.

(While Edwin is a woman)

Cernd: Are the flowers not beautiful this time of year?  Perhaps a little late in the blooming, but still ...

Edwin: What!?  What are you getting at!?  I know you are talking about me, so speak it plain!

Cernd: Perhaps your new form has made you more sensitive, though not in a way I call improvement.  I meant nothing.  It is my wont to talk of nature and gifts.

Edwin: Very well.  I will let your comment pass and  ...

Cernd: I mean, if I say how the great cycle fells the mighty oak, yielding to the furrows and valleys of a more subtle landscape, is it my fault if you take more offence?

Edwin: I see, I see.  I shall let the slight pass and ...

Cernd: And if I say that the great stag casts aside its wondrous mantle as the long winter approaches, should it be my concern if you draw any comparisons to your ...

Edwin: Yes, yes, yes, now will you please cease your prattle!

Cernd: Poor Edwin.  When nature casts aside an appendage, she is confident it will return in the proper season.  My heart weeps for your insecurities.  Weep, weep.

Edwin: (I wonder what his nature would say about the cleansing power of nature.  I wonder.)

(while Edwin is still a woman)

Edwin: Why do you stare so, Cernd?  No doubt you are to laugh at my predicament, so get it over with!

Cernd: Why does the king protest?  His forests are pilfered, leaving just hills and scrub, but what loss is it?  How can it be of value when it was never put to use?  

Edwin: (There is an insult in there somewhere, I am certain.  Would that I could stop time and kill them ALL first.)

* TOB *

Edwin: Eh, so, Cernd, as a champion of the natural elements of this world, you must also have knowledge of what is ... unnatural?

Cernd: To some extent, I must.  To know the enemy is to better know how to defeat them.

Edwin: Of course, of course.  A man of your standing has seen much in his career; confronted many a beast, foiled many a plot ... encountered many a tome.

Cernd: Why, Edwin?  Not content with the modern dischord you sow?  Do you seek tutelage from the evils of old?

Edwin: My interest is purely sociable, certainly.  Just banter betwixt friends.  Casual interest.  

Cernd: Eh ...

Edwin: Have you kept records?

Cernd: Ah, no.  Enough, Edwin.  You hide your intent no better than your basic nature.  I have no secrets for you, or anyone like you.

Edwin: (Monkeys, unworthy little monkeys ... all of them.)

HaerDalis’
HaerDalis’: Ah, Cernd, my rustic, wind-borne sparrow.  These woods have such a regal bearing, their airs so sweetly scented by the leaf’s decay ... I delight so at the sparrows twittering above and look ... there passes a prancing squirrel, all delighted by the softness of our approach.

Cernd: Ha, that prancing squirrel over yonder?  If you could only understand its speech, your face would flush quite red at its vulgarity.  Let us just say that he is pleased by the loudness of your voice and the fact that you are currently standing on his cache of nuts.

HaerDalis’: Cernd, you should have explained that in a manner that would not have involved me wincing.  

Imoen
*TOB*

Cernd: Are you well, Imoen?  I trust you would say if you were having any difficulties.

Imoen: Cernd, what is it?  You’ve been looking at me funny for days now.

Cernd: Well, it’s been a very trying time for us all, but especially so for you.  To learn that you are not .. as natural as you might have thought ...

Imoen: I see.  You are worried about me being a Child of Bhaal.  Is that it?  Well, I’m sure I’ll let you know if I’m going to turn into some monstrous killing machine.

Cernd: I meant no offense, but birds and reptile’s are often at death’s door before they show any symptom of trouble.  Not that you would be one or the other, but ... 

Imoen: But I just might, is that it?  Cernd, I like you, but don’t treat me like I don’t know myself.  I’m fine, really.

Cernd: I apologize, of course.

Imoen: Besides, I’m hoping for bird. *heh* Kidding.

*TOB*

Imoen: Why, hullo Cernd.  You’re a druid, right?  Maybe you can answer a question for me.

Cernd: I am a druid, yes ... and of course I would be happy to answer any of your questions, although that mischievous look of yours tells me I am about to be made fun of.

Imoen: I would never make fun of you, Cernd.  Although you do look cute when you’re frustrated.

Cernd: (sigh) What is it you want to know, Imoen?

Imoen: Well .. how does someone become a druid?  You don’t just wake up and decide you want to kiss a tree, do you?  

Cernd: You’re more intelligent than that, Imoen.  Did you become a thief by accident, discovering that you had your hand in someone’s pocket one day?

Imoen: Actually, yes.  I was eight years old and Winthrop had this big gold chain hanging out of the back pocket of his robes all day, staring me in the face.  I just couldn’t help myself.  

Cernd: You know, for a girl who has been through so much and has only recently discovered herself to be a Bhaalspawn, you have a remarkable talent for making light of things.  

Imoen: Well ... I could be all angsty and mope around, but I leave that to (CHARNAME).  Oh, wait ... I think (HE or SHE) heard us.  Let’s go over here.

Jaheira
Jaheira: You seem restless, Cernd.  Is there something I can do for you?  It is my duty to see you comfortable.

Cernd: Jaheira, I see you as an equal in this group.  Save such reverence for official druid functions.

Jaheira: As you would have it, though you still look out of sorts.

Cernd: I prefer this calm, but I wonder if a storm is looming.  I have watched the cycle of the hunt in nature, but never thought I would be the hunter, or the hunted.

Jaheira: But you have served nature for more years than I.  Have you not fought for her?

Cernd: Certainly I have, and passionately too, but now we go far afield.  Ahh, pay me no mind.  I will grow accustomed to being out of my element.

Jan Jansen
*TOB*

Jan: If you don’t mind my saying so, Cernd, you seem a bit jumpy around me.  Do I ... unnerve you somehow?

Cernd: It is not you personally, though I am concerned with the gadgets you are fiddling with.

Jan: Ah, my flashers and such?  Concerned they may be unbalancing?  Unbalancing?  Unnaturally balancing?

Cernd: They do seem to harness more energy than such a small package could contain.

Jan: Nothing to be concerned of, I assure you.  Only the finest of fillings find foothold in a fatabulous Jansen family flasher firework.  Find fault and finances refunded free.

Cernd: Well, that aside, I’m sure that they are just a clever mixture of natural elements, though you’ll understand if I prefer to be a respectable distance when they are set off.  

Jan: Oh, I would recommend it.  Normally sedate Uncle Flippy turned into quite the conversationalist after getting a little too close to one.  “WHAT!”, he would say, “WHAT! WHAT!”  Not as comical as you might think.  Now he’s taking complaints in a Waterdeep fest hall.  (sigh) What do they say down there?  ‘You got troubles?  That and a gold piece will get you as far as Flippy hears.’

Keldorn
Cernd: Ah, fair Talltrees.  Look at this city, Keldorn, and learn.  No bricks or mortar, no temples of polished marble and stone.  If only Athkatla could be like this, I would not despise it so.

Keldorn: If Athkatla were like this, we would swing from the trees by our tails and have barely enough wit to lash a stone onto a fallen branch that it might be called a hammer.  Nay, Cernd, I want not the lowly barbarism you espouse.  

Cernd: But don’t you see?  What you call civilization is a cancer, expanding like a fungus on a corpse.  It is a world out of balance and it can only result in decay.  But what you call barbarism is, in truth, a harmony.  Man with beast and with plant and with the earth that bears them all.  There need be no discrepancy.  

Keldorn: The very gods placed us here and Ao placed the races that they might flourish and be fruitful.  It is a destiny made manifest, druid.  Civilization is a right, a privilege, and a duty.  Only through it and through faith can we transcend the brutal savagery of our past.

Cernd: Well, you have proven one point, at least.

Keldorn: What is that?

Cernd: That there is nothing more aggravating than arguing with a theologian.

*TOB*

Keldorn: Cernd, I would like to ask you a question as I may.  You strike me as a good man.  Yet you refuse to follow the rules of Law ... I find this paradox quite vexing.

Cernd: Beauty and nature are not bound by rigid laws, my stalwart friend.  You see chaos and confusion as your enemy, but they are part of the natural order.  You must learn to embrace them as you have learned to embrace law.

Keldorn: You will not convert me to your wild woodland ways, Cernd.  Though often difficult, the path of law and order is the path of true virtue.  

Cernd: By refusing to acknowledge the necessity of a balance between law and chaos you only make your life more difficult, Keldorn.  What a ridiculous, impractical belief system you cling to!

Keldorn: Are you mocking my values?  You dare scorn everything I hold dear and everything I stand for?  Do not be such an ass, Cernd.

Cernd: Err ... are paladins even allowed to say ‘ass’?

Keldorn: My code of honor dictates my actions.  It does not dictate my speech.  But I will waste no more words on you - not even the word ‘ass’.

Cernd: Forgive me, Keldorn.  I only asked because as a druid I am restricted in certain uses of the word ‘tomato’ ... I thought perhaps you were under a similar sort of prohibition.

Keldorn: What?  Why would you be prohibited from speaking of some vegetable?

Cernd: Well, you see, there you’ve gone and hit on the crux of it.  A tomato is a fruit, after all.

Keldorn: That’s ridiculous.

Cernd: Perhaps.  But one must be sensitive even to those of the vegetative or fruity persuasions amongst us, my dear paladin.

Keldorn: Enough.  I said I would speak no more to you, druid, and now I am doubly determined to.

Cernd: As you wish.  I had no idea fruits would be such an issue for you.

(If Valygar is in the party)

Cernd: As you wish.  I had no idea fruits would be such an issue for you.  Perhaps this would be a discussion better suited for Valygar.

Valygar: Back off, druid.  I’m not in the mood for your insinuations today.

Cernd: My, my.  Everyone is very sensitive today.

Korgan
Korgan: Rain-maker, use yer mumbo-jumbo and make sure it don’t rain when we’re travelling in the outdoors!  It makes me armor rust, me clothes damp and me feet slosh about in me favorite boots.  

Cernd: I’m afraid not, Korgan.  It is not within my sphere of influence, nor is it my place to do so.

Korgan: Bah!  Tree-hugging dirteater!  If yer god lived on Faerun I’d break his windows!  Good fer nothin’!  Go pluck mistletoe and frolic naked in the glades!

Cernd: Trying to make me repentant for the ways of the storm will prove no more fruitful than whistling down the wind.  A selective sun may choose to prolong your damp, but who can say.  

Mazzy





Cernd: Truly, mankind was never meant to scurry beneath the earth as a weasel or mole.  We have not the eyes for such delving.  It is a task better suited to dwarven folk.  

Mazzy: Surely, Cernd, your companions shall stand by you as we descend into the bowels of the earth.

Cernd: Worry not, Mazzy, my discomfort is minor.  I stumble now and then, but bats find their way on a simple screech, and I do find on a simple ‘help’ on occasion.

Mazzy: There is no shame in admitting your fears.  It is the only way that you might face them.

Cernd: There is truth to what you say, but I hesitate only because I prefer to face my fears in the light of day.  I feel uncomfortable away from open skies.

Mazzy: Then I shall be the staff that you lean upon in your time of need.

Cernd: Ah, Mazzy, what a gentle soul you have.  I shall always to be pleased to have you by my side, but you needn’t worry so about me.  Others will have more need of the stave you offer, but I will walk by your side without leaning.  Lead on, stalwart halfling, I shall follow without fear!

* TOB *

Cernd: I must say, Mazzy, you are proving to be quite unique among the halflings I have met in my experience.

Mazzy: How do you mean?

Cernd: I meant no offense, of course.  You have certainly found your own balance within yourself, despite how far that deviates from traditional beliefs.

Mazzy: I do not think of that much.  I just felt that there was something I had to do with my life.  The hearth still calls to me but ... but ...

Cernd: Regrets?  I should hope not.  Your are a shining example.

Mazzy: Thank you for that.  But sometimes ... ah well.  We could all have been something else.  Someone else.

Minsc
Minsc: Cernd, you are akin to nature as I am.  Why did you not take up the blade to fight?  I do not think I would have the patience you do in battle.  

Cernd: The great oak might crush a building when it falls, but the sapling that seeps its roots through the foundation will stop the building in the first, lest the cellars leak and the fungoids take the builders.  

Minsc: Confused looks from all sides but Minsc understands!

Minsc: Flowers are beautiful, aren’t they Boo?  I wish I could see more.

Cernd: I see you have an appreciation for the small things, Minsc.  You see the power in their simple nature.

Minsc: I don’t understand much that is complicated, but the trees and the flowers are music to my eyes.  Boo prefers the calm of the forest, though he suffers my company.  

Cernd: Ahh, you are his tree amidst the cities and people, and despite your bending and bowing in the wind you are his stability, as I suspect he is yours.

Minsc: No, he is my hamster.  You talk in circles, Cernd, but that’s okay.  Boo runs in them.

Minsc: You are not as serious as many Druids I have met, Cernd.  Some even disapprove of me because I am ... I don’t really know why.  Boo will not tell me either.

Cernd: The great wind that shakes the tree causes many that dwell there to fear for their safety and curse the bluster.  The same wind will cause many a nut to fall, and in this the forest is renewed, providing even more space for those that fear.  

Minsc: You could just say you don’t know.  Boo makes more sense and he does not have thumbs.

Nalia
*TOB*

Nalia: I have a philosophical question for you, Cernd.  If you’re willing, that is.

Cernd: A challenge, Nalia?  Well, certainly ... I have nothing against more intellectual pursuits, although I do not claim anything like your own acuity.

Nalia: Don’t worry ... this is your territory.  I was simply wondering about your feelings on (CHARNAME)’s place in the balance.

Cernd: Ah.  I have given that considerable thought, actually.

Nalia: And?  What are your conclusions?  Does (CHARNAME) threaten the balance or not?

(If protagonist is evil)

Cernd: Our stalwart leader may be evil, it is true ... but this does not mean that (HE or SHE) threatens the balance.  The balance may be served in the end, even unknowingly ... it is too early to say for certain.  But either way, I would say that the potential for chaos is far greater than I would like.  Hopefully we can influence the amount of chaos with our presence ... that is my hope, anyway.  Why?  What are your thoughts on the matter, Nalia?

Nalia: I’ve a few thoughts on the matter, but I choose to keep them to myself for now.

Cernd: That hardly seems fair.

Nalia: I mean no offense, Cernd.  Thank you for your insight, however.

(If protagonist is not evil)

Cernd: Our stalwart leader may not be evil, it is true ... but there is a significant potential for destruction in (HIS or HER) taint.  The balance could be served ... or harmed ... unknowingly, even.  It is too early to tell.  But either way, I would say that the potential for chaos is far greater than I would like.  Hopefully we can influence the amount of chaos with our presence ... that is my hope, anyway.  Why?  What are your thoughts on the matter, Nalia?

(Remaining dialogue is the same for if the protagonist is evil).

Sarevok
*TOB* 

Sarevok: I have had enough of your constant flinching druid.  Do you have something to say to me or not?  

Cernd: I ... I apologize.  I know that there are reasons for your presence amongst us, but you seem so unnatural to me that I cannot help but be repelled.

Sarevok: You have encountered many things far more unnatural than me.  How about the spawn of an evil god ... does that not strike you as unnatural in any way?

Cernd: At ... at least it is still birth and life, Sarevok.  It is part of the natural cycle.  Even a Bhaalspawn dies in a natural manner.  You are a dead thing that has risen again.

Sarevok: The same would be true for any undead creature.

Cernd: But you are not undead.  You are as a tree stump, sprouted again into a full oak.  A marvel, perhaps ... but also a living denial of the natural cycle.  I just find it ... disturbing, is all.

(If Sarevok is evil)

Cernd: Get over it quickly then, druid.  The next time you flinch in my presence I shall be forced to run you through.  Then let’s see if you can accomplish rebirth as I did.

(If Sarevok changed alignment)

Cernd: Then we have little to say to each other, druid.  I live again for a purpose and will not fail it ... your disturbances mean nothing to me, so stay out of my way.

Valygar
Cernd: I’ve noticed, Valygar, that you are quite the adept fighter.  I cannot help but compliment you on this.

Valygar: It’s nothing to be impressed by, old friend.  Something learned after years in the scouts facing off against the wild dangers that nature and magic have thrown at me.  

Cernd: Still, it is a skill that has served you well, no?

Valygar: It has served to keep me alive, Cernd, but otherwise it has not served me at all.  I would rather be a man of peace and nature as yourself.

Cernd: Ah, but even I have been forced to fight on occasion.  And had you not your skill with the sword, you would not have escaped the Cowled Wizards, would you?  

Valygar: I suppose that’s true.

(After Lavok’s death)

Cernd: Valygar, this hatred that you hold inside you is truly unhealthy.  It is akin to a rot in a tree trunk that will only weaken you at a time when you need to be strong.

Valygar: I’ll not let it be, Cernd.  The wizard killed Suna in such an offhand fashion ... he cared not a spit for her life.  Doesn’t he deserve to suffer for it?

Cernd: If your thoughts are only of vengeance, how can they be on the path ahead of us?  There are more immediate dangers.  

Valygar: Well I know it.  And you have no need to worry ... I shall pay the closest attention to every step that brings me closer to that foul mage.

Cernd: We don’t know all there is to know about this, Valygar.  We should not be so quick to jump to conclusions.  

Valygar: He killed Suna!  There is nothing else to know!  

Cernd: Nothing?  Like there was nothing else to know of Lavok?  Your ancestor was not quite what you expected, was he?

Valygar: I ... damn you, druid, just leave me be!

* TOB *

Cernd: All this fighting, this conflict.  Old enemies and new.  Strange times, aren’t they, Valygar?

Valygar: I suppose.  I don’t give it much thought.

Cernd: Really?  Perhaps that is the difference in our duty to nature.  You act and trust in your instincts, whereas I seem to spend many hours in contemplation.

Valygar: Hmm.

Cernd: Nothing to add?

Valygar: Not especially.  This was your chat.

Cernd: Ah.  Yes, I suppose it was, although I didn’t think it would provoke such indifference.   

Valygar: Perhaps it requires more quiet contemplation.

Cernd: Ah, I see.  Perhaps it does, at that. 

Viconia
Viconia: Treehugger, I’ve a question for you: “If a tree falls in the forest, does anybody care?”

Cernd: You’ve a nerve, Viconia.  Anger and pain is your home, and a woeful, cold place it must be.  My brothers celebrate life, renewal, the parliament of trees and the splendour of nature’s bounty.  Shar and her ilk revere entropy, revenge, and darkness.  Viconia, you and I will never see eye-to-eye and that covenant should be respected and maintained.  And to answer your question, yes ... we do care.

Viconia: Your kindred are a scourge, defending birds, trees, brooks ... the dirt.  It illustrates your inability to relate to anything with two legs and a language.

* TOB *

Cernd: You’ve been on the surface for quite some time now, Viconia.  Tell me ... have you experienced the normal effects of prolonged exposure experienced by your kind?

Viconia: Such as the desire to crush the skull of an over-inquisitive ibilith?  Why, yes ... the urge comes and goes.

Cernd: No, no.  I was referring to the loss of your native drow abilities, like the natural resistance to magic you possess.

Viconia: I have lost my resistance to handsome males, druid.  Has anyone told you how manly you are?  Come closer, Cernd ... let us explore this thought further.

Cernd: Err, no thank you.  My curiosity was only related to your biology, Viconia.

Viconia: I know all manner of secrets related to biology, jaluk.

Cernd: I’m ... sure you do.

Vicona: Coward.

Cernd: Perhaps, but I’m a living one.  Excuse me ...  

EDWIN
Aerie
Aerie: Why do you talk to yourself Edwin?

Edwin: What?  Oh, why, hello Aerie.  I, ah... don’t do anything of the... (No, now is not the time to make arguments).  Why are you asking?

Aerie: I - I was just wondering when I get to meet him.

Edwin: (There’s no one to meet).  There’s no one to meet.  Get away from me!  You’ll make me crazy, you will, and I’ll not have two pieces of it!! 

Edwin: Aerie, I’ve noticed, the unfortunate fact that you live by one of the great lessons of history that nothing is often a good thing to do and a clever thing to say.

Aerie: What?  Where did that emerge from, spellbinder?  What have I done to you?

Edwin: Ruffle your feathers?  Just clipping your wings to make sure you remain obsequious to your vastly superiors, my little chickadee. 




Edwin: Psst ... Aerie ...

Aerie: Edwin!  You scared me, imagine that ... oh, you wouldn’t believe me how silly you look ... Now what - now what do you want?

Edwin: You are a wizard and a healer!  Can you not peel this wretched skin?  (She has driven me to it, I will debase myself if I must.)  Please, Aerie, I am ... on my knees!

Aerie: Tee-hee!  No you’re not, you’re standing just like the rest of us! ...And, honestly, what is there to heal?  Next time ... you’ll be more careful how you word your wishes, won’t you?

Edwin: Blasted Netherese sense of humor!  No doubt this is why they all went extinct so long ago!  Shut up!  Shut up, I say!

* TOB *

Aerie: I ... I come to see why you are so arrogant, Edwin.  Magical power can become ... intoxicating.  Even I can admit to feeling its rush when I am casting spells in combat.

Edwin: Hhmp!  You know nothing of power, child.  You possess the merest morsel of worth when compared to me.

Aerie: Do you think so?  Isn’t that a foolish attitude?  Even you must agree that the strength of your friends can only be a benefit.  

Edwin: I agree to nothing.

Aerie: Yours dismissals make no sense!  Have I not become a peer?  Have I not proven my worth?

Edwin: Child, your insights into my character are misguided.  My ‘arrogance’ comes not from my skill, but from the knowledge that I am simply better than you.

Aerie: You are just ... oh!

Edwin: Yes, and I always will be.  Now, if you require the occasional pat on the head I shall oblige, but you would do better to seek kinship with someone else.

Anomen
Anomen: Hay, Edwina!  I shall be your champion at the next tournament that we come to if only you give me a piece of your robe, uh, that is, dress to adorn my shield.

Edwin: (My condition draws fools like flies to honey) Silence, you idiot!  You’ve a death wish that is larger than your swollen head.

Anomen: Fair Edwina, I am truly bereft by your non-acceptance.  It is tragic when a knight has no fair maiden to moon over.  He he he ..

Edwin: Anomen, I’ve been intending to ask.  This most Noble Order of the Radiant Heart of which you belong ... why is it that you lead the converted like lambs to the slaughter?  On ramparts across the Faerun are heads on pikes of the radiant who’ve been eulogized to the myth and allure of your vaunted brotherhood.  

Anomen: ‘Tis very unwise to meddle in the cornerstone of civilized life in the Faerun.  The brotherhood has brought peace to tumult, so that good might prevail over the darkness.

Edwin: Tell it to the pilgrims at the temple, Anomen; it might inspire the idiots.  The heart has been responsible for some of the most heinous crimes against humanity.  Their intolerance against those who are not of a ‘civilized’ species is racism at its worst.

Anomen: You’d best watch your tongue, spellfiddler, as your deliverance from this squalid plane may be at the point of a sword.  

* TOB *

Anomen: Know that I watch you with unwavering eyes, Edwin.  I have seen your looks askance and I will have none of your treachery.

Edwin: I care nothing for what you will have, fool, no matter how you guild your words.  Be thankful for my scrutiny.  Very few rivals outside of the Red Wizards are worthy of it.  

Anomen: I am nothing like you and your ilk!  Now cease your prattle and walk on!

Edwin: Yes, nothing like us at all.  And certainly not growing more so every day.  Hmmm ...

Cernd
Edwin: Tell me about your ecstatic religion, shaman.  Why do you harvest mistletoe and bear witness to mother earth’s bounty?  

Cernd: It began as a craving for connection, Edwin.  The Earth and her cousins, the Sky and the Water, all spoke in tongues of ancient mystery and lore.  It was my calling to unravel worlds within a single seed or read the chronicles of seasons in the veins of a leaf.  She called, and I answered.

Cernd: Are the flowers not beautiful this time of year?  Perhaps a little late in the blooming, but still ...

Edwin: What!?  What are you getting at!?  I know you are talking about me, so speak it plain!

Cernd: Perhaps your new form has made you more sensitive, though not in a way I call improvement.  I meant nothing.  It is my wont to talk of nature and gifts.

Edwin: Very well.  I will let your comment pass and  ...

Cernd: I mean, if I say how the great cycle fells the mighty oak, yielding to the furrows and valleys of a more subtle landscape, is it my fault if you take more offence?

Edwin: I see, I see.  I shall let the slight pass and ...

Cernd: And if I say that the great stag casts aside its wondrous mantle as the long winter approaches, should it be my concern if you draw any comparisons to your ...

Edwin: Yes, yes, yes, now will you please cease your prattle!

Cernd: Poor Edwin.  When nature casts aside an appendage, she is confident it will return in the proper season.  My heart weeps for your insecurities.  Weep, weep.

Edwin: (I wonder what his nature would say about the cleansing power of nature.  I wonder.)

Edwin: Why do you stare so, Cernd?  No doubt you are to laugh at my predicament, so get it over with!

Cernd: Why does the king protest?  His forests are pilfered, leaving just hills and scrub, but what loss is it?  How can it be of value when it was never put to use?  

Edwin: (There is an insult in there somewhere, I am certain.  Would that I could stop time and kill them ALL first.)

* TOB *

Edwin: Eh, so, Cernd, as a champion of the natural elements of this world, you must also have knowledge of what is ... unnatural?

Cernd: To some extent, I must.  To know the enemy is to better know how to defeat them.

Edwin: Of course, of course.  A man of your standing has seen much in his career; confronted many a beast, foiled many a plot ... encountered many a tome.

Cernd: Why, Edwin?  Not content with the modern dischord you sow?  Do you seek tutelage from the evils of old?

Edwin: My interest is purely sociable, certainly.  Just banter betwixt friends.  Casual interest.  

Cernd: Eh ...

Edwin: Have you kept records?

Cernd: Ah, no.  Enough, Edwin.  You hide your intent no better than your basic nature.  I have no secrets for you, or anyone like you.

Edwin: (Monkeys, unworthy little monkeys ... all of them.)

HaerDalis’
Edwin: Bard, my considered and correct opinion of actors is this - you are irresponsible, irrational and incapable of adult emotion without first reducing it to some banal personal, material, or sexual credo.  I can only make it my faintest hope that this definition doesn’t include you, as well.

HaerDalis’: As an actor, it is important to be able to express and convey emotion, not be emotional.  As for your inastute observation, a critic is a legless man who teaches running to the fleet of foot.

Edwin: At least I don’t find it necessary to have others write my life for me or have its mundane plot plagarized from common sources.  

HaerDalis’: No, but you do seem to require my validation by spouting a random insult where none was deserved.  Dwell on that while we fade.

HaerDalis’: My red-cloaked sparrow-hawk, I could barely catch my sleep last night with all your

arcane muttering.

Edwin: (Ah, already we have the fool convinced that you are muttering!)

HaerDalis’: Aye, I could write a play and you would be my entire cast and extras ...

(While Edwin is temporarily a woman)

HaerDaelis’: I once knew a Red Wizard of Thay

who dreamed of lichdom someday.

He said he knew how to do it

But he still managed to screw it

up in the funniest way.

Edwin: (Thank the gods he is not a better poet.  This is one tale we would rather not see in immortalized print!)

*TOB*

HaerDalis’: Edwin!  You continue to be the most dour of companions.  I worry for your humor.

Edwin: You shall see a great improvement in my disposition when I have left this petty business behind.  

HaerDalis’: Ah, great and future plans, but is not tomorrow uncertain?  Could not the end of all occur just as likely today as in a millenia?

Edwin: You assume my death to be inevitable, but perhaps I think beyond those terms.  Mortality seems escapable by others, so why not me?  

HaerDalis’: Edwin, do you remember the name of the ancient Netheril god of the sea?

Edwin: Eh ... no.

HaerDalis’: Everything ends, Edwin.  Everything dies.  The dust of a god looks much the same as yours and mine will.

Edwin: For a bard, I doubt you are much fun at parties.

Imoen
*TOB*

Imoen: You look a little down, Edwin.  You’re not upset, are you?

Edwin: My mood is no concern of yours, child.

Imoen: You’ve become less blustery, I think.  Maybe ... maybe you’re mad everyone else is finding destinies and prophesies and generally surpassing you in every way?  

Edwin: You go too far, girl!  I hold none of you above me!

Imoen: I mean, even me, little frail Imoen is a big scary Child of Bhaal now!  That’s got to be frustrating.

Edwin: Now that is just nonsense!  All of it!

Imoen: Hey Edwin!  Boo!!

Edwin: WHA!  What ... is it .. NOW!

Imoen: He flinched!  The big bad mage flinched!  HAHA!  Oooh, look I’m Bhaal, I’m big and scary, ooohh.

Edwin: Now that was just ... you are just being ...

Imoen: Oooooh, don’t worry, the big bad Imoen won’t scare you no more.  Heeheeheee, ‘boo’ I says, and he jumped out of his skin ... (snicker)

Edwin: (grumble) ... whelp ... child ... monkey-brained ... how would you like your flaming death you ... grrrr ...

Jaheira
Edwin: Tell me, Jaheira, how does it feel to have ties with a ruthless secret society whose stranglehold over its members’ conduct borders on endentured slavery.

Jaheira: Edwin, an oak staff can cave a skull from only inches away.  

Edwin: Overflowing with agendas and cloaked in conspiracy.  The Harper corridors clot with the blood of those who dared raise opposition to their oppressive regime.  But I will speak no more out of respect for your ... what was it again?  Ah, yes, your little stick.

(While Edwin is a woman)

Jaheira: What is the matter, Edwin?  You look as though you chafe within your very skin.  Oh wait.  That is because you ARE chafing within your very skin.  How thoughtless of me to remind you.  

Edwin: I will not suffer your taunts, woman!  You know well I despise this form!

Jaheira: That I do, pretty, pretty Edwin.  That I do.

(While he’s still a woman)

Jaheira: There is harmony in nature, and all things are balanced in the end.  Perhaps, Edwin, you are now as you should be.  

Edwin: And you would suggest this based upon what?!  As a CONSTANTLY pontificating servant of nature you must know my transformation was unnatural!

Jaheira: Perhaps, though you never did strike me as particularly manly.  Perhaps nature has just been slow in this regard.

Edwin: I see.  So, by your logic you shall be changing into a large male wildebeast any day now?  Or have I misunderstood?

Jaheira: Save your amateurish insults for one who will be offended.  Your opinions mean nothing to me.  

Jaheira: Stand away from me, Edwin.  It would be unfortunate if you were to disappear under a rock somewhere.  Though that might be more akin to your natural state.

Edwin: Aye, you can mock me whist we are in the very heart of your domain, druid, but do not push me very far.  Even here I am more than capable of ending your life.

Jaheira: Perhaps, though I doubt you would find the trip back to the cities a peaceful one.

Edwin: Without your nagging it would be as the sleep of ages.

Jan Jansen
Edwin: Jan, your stories are filled with discrepancies, half-truths, and bafflegab.  A woeful weaver of yarns you are for one so self-professed with the talents to do so.

Jan: Is there an epic begging for verse rattling about in your head Edwin?
Edwin: Nothing that could compete heartily with your cock-eyed narrative gems.

Jan: So, mageling, how goes the battle against all that is right and good in this world?
Edwin: (It would surely go better without annoying gnomes asking questions) Question not my designs, else you, too, will become an unwilling part of them.

Jan: I sometimes believe it is my destiny to become a part of some incompetent mages fizzled schemes.  Golodon the Unmanned being a case in point.  You, too, I suppose.

Edwin: Am I to be continually plagued by fools.  Conversation with you does not rate highly on my list of things to accomplish.  Run along, now.  (Yes, that will do.)

Jan: Truth be told, I feel a bit sorry for you.  It must be frustrating to see your entire life’s goals amount to absolutely nothing.  

Edwin: What do you know of my goals, gnome?

Jan: If you say so.  Let me know when it’s time to bow.  I might not notice it.

*TOB*

Edwin: Out with it, gnome!  I see that you are fabricating another of your fanciful lies as you look at me!

Jan: Oh, don’t get all huffy.  It’s just that, at this angle you look a lot like my Uncle Ager of the Tomes.
Edwin: Ah, and I suppose he had a comical disfigurement, or his mind fell a few coppers short of a silver, or that his tremendous odor kept the stars afloat, or some other thinly disguised failing told ONLY to demean me in the eyes of others!

Jan: Eh, no, he was a mage.  Tell me, Edwin, are you having trouble at home?

Edwin: (sigh) Go away, gnome.  Go away.

Keldorn
Edwin: So Keldorn, as the disciple of a crooked deity, do you find solace in the same secret histories, books of lies and subversions that the rest of the miserable sheep in your horde do?

Keldorn: Wizard, you’ve only a brief respite before I put your head in a bag and your body in the ground!

Edwin: Let cooler heads prevail, Keldorn, I was only baiting hooks.

Keldorn: Judgement will be swift and pure upon thee, Edwin.  Your manner says that the cruel are weak, and that kindness is to be expected only from the strong and just.  

Edwin: Whatever lets you sleep, paladin.  (I’ll dine on your eyes, cloistered coward ... soon.)

Edwin: Back away, ye obsequious fool.  

Keldorn: What is the concern, wizard?  I have done nothing to aggravate you.  

Edwin: I shall not wait for you to stab me with your righteous daggers, knight!  I have no wish to suffer your poison!  (Insolent and dirty, insolent and dirty.)

Keldorn: Whatever poison there be here is in your head, Edwin!  By the gods I should club you to put you out of your misery!  

Edwin: I’ll show ye some misery, knight!

(Edwin and Keldorn fight)

Korgan
Edwin: So tell me, Korgan, what do you think of character and adversity?  It seems to me that this party is long on squawk and short on character.

Korgan: The harder yer conflict, the more glorious be yer triumph, I reckon, spellchucker.  What ye obtain too cheaply, ye esteem too lightly.

Edwin: How true, how true.  As a gallant warrior-born, I correctly assumed you to be a student of warfare and a master of battle.

Korgan: Aye.  The best battler is he who can smile in troubles deep, gather his strength from distress and grow brave in reflection.

Edwin: Dwarf, you speak the truth.  A warrior without peer, like you, must be an affront to nature.  The strongest in the most peril ... strange how Fate weaves her tapestry.

Korgan: Survival of the fittest be the term, and that be the puzzle of Life.  The life of adventurers.  Now shut yer yap.

Korgan: Ye know, Bag of Tricks, ye and I are nay so different.  Ye fetch awe with eye of newt and tongue of salamander.  I with battleaxe and bloodlust.

Edwin: A rather bold conjecture don’t you think, Korgan?

Korgan: Nay, not so bold.  The rest of these backpeddlers ‘aven’t a clue.  Ye and I, we know the longlimb’s capacity fer the horrible and the severe, eh friend?  We know.

Edwin: You’re an odd little fellow, Korgan.  I’m not sure what to make of you and your chagrins.

*TOB*

Korgan: It’s been a grand fight, eh mage?  Can you better cap a life betwixt the toes and the flames of hell itself!  Ha!

Edwin: Would someone get this bile-soaked freak away from me?

Korgan: What?  No stomach for the cleavings of me axe?

Edwin: I do not fault the need for frontline offense, but I fail to see why you find it necessary to stink a blade to your elbows.  Bah!  Mages!  Ye’ll blast away from yer mothers’ windows but catch yer scatter-willys at the thought of blood.  It’s called follow-through!  Feh!

Mazzy
Edwin: Mazzy, your beauty and exuberance are a sheer delightful waste.  I enjoy you in your own right.  For someone so short, you are quite a delightfully comely lass.

Nalia: Damning me with faint praise, Edwin?  I’m flattered that the man who taught Elminster magic and Drizzt how to fight would stoop so low as to notice little old me.

Edwin: I do stoop to conquer, and lay down to indulge.  My bedroll always has extra room, Mazzy.  Too much of a decadent thing is wonderful.

Mazzy: And so it shall always be vacant, wizard.  When science finally locates the center of the planes, I’m sure you’ll be taken aback to find that you’re not it.

Mazzy: Listen carefully, mage.  I have noticed you launch your spells in battle without first making sure one of is not in the way.  If you hurt anyone, I will kill you.  Is that clear enough?

Edwin: (No doubt my kneecaps are in some danger).  Halfling, here you stand still living thanks to the use of my magic.  Question me not.

Mazzy: I shall never need that kind of assistance in a battle.  You threaten us as much as our enemies with your carelessness.  Your recklessness will not be tolerated.  You have been warned, Edwin.  Do not think to test my resolve, I will act for the good of the group.

Edwin: Quite a mouthful for one of a servant race.  I understand your warning and take it for what it’s worth.  Begone!

Minsc
(While Edwin is a woman)

Minsc: Boo does not understand.  It is not as though the scoundrel will be missed, but where has Edwin gone and who is this woman who wears his clothes?

Edwin: I will not be scrutinized for the sake of your rodent!  Mind your own concerns, you stone-headed oaf!  

Minsc: Such a temperament!  Fire in her belly and not afraid to spit in the eye!  It reminds me of the fighting women of my homeland!  Ah sweet lady, you bring me tears.

Edwin: Tears indeed!  Stand away lest I bring you a fireball as well!  (Such suffering I must endure!  The pain behind my eyes does grow steadily!)

(Still a woman)

Edwin: What!?  Why do you stare at me so, barbarian!?

Minsc: You bear handsome features, though they are familiar, too.  Edwin’s sister perhaps?  Aye, Boo sees the resemblance?  You are his superior in your manner though.

Edwin: I AM Edwin you fool!  Can you not comprehend this!?

Minsc: I don’t do well with the philosophical.  You are Edwin?  Ah, like Minsc is Boo and Boo is Minsc because we carry each other within.  Do you like hamsters?  Boo likes you.

Edwin: If you do not wish to be the proud owner of a very small rug you will get that hamster away from me.  

Minsc: I see more and more of Edwin in your tone, though you are still better than he.  Boo will forgive you, for now.

Edwin: (I will kill ALL of them.  Slowly.  With ... with HOT pokey things and ... and coals and ... and prods.  Yessss, prods. Many, many prods.)

Minsc: I think she warms to our company, Boo.  See how she looks longingly?   

Edwin: The price of flesh is obsession, Minsc.  I’ve been obsessed, smitten, bewitched and taken by many things, but the only rodent in my pants doesn’t squeak when I touch it.

Minsc: Your words are strange.  Stranger still are the thoughts behind them.  Stand back.  Boo has expressed a dislike for your company, and I can’t say I am surprised.

Edwin: The rodent speaks to you?  Verily I’ve a rat in my trousers that speaks a particular dialect as well, usually involving transactions of coin and copious volumes of wine.  You are truly a gift of the ages, Minsc.

Minsc: Your words baffle, though I am certain some insult has taken place.  Keep your distance from this one, Boo, he is definitely unstable.

Edwin: Is the hamster speaking to you know, Minsc?  Are his thoughts entertaining?

Minsc: I am quite used to people mocking Boo.  It no longer bothers either of us.  Laugh if you will, but Minsc hears what you cannot.

Edwin: You wield a formidable blade indeed, warrior.  Tell me, Minsc, what is the opposite of a lesson?  

Minsc: Opposite of lesson ... less one ... more on!  The opposite of less on is more on!  More on?  Do you dare to insults me again?

Edwin: Minsc, what breed of rat is Boo?  A sea faring wharf rat?  The fruit-eating country vole?  The sewer-dwelling city weasel?

Minsc: The Red Wizard risks great harm.  Boo is patient, but this grows tiring.  Keep pressuring and may not just go for the eyes!

Edwin: You threaten with your vaunted combat prowess?  The same esteemed skill that failed miserably to protect Dynaheir from harm’s clutches?

Minsc: You pick at old wounds, wizard!  Continue to pick and I shall make you some fresh ones!

Edwin: She was a timeworn and weatherbeaten barwhore, Minsc.  The lowest class of spent working girl rubbish.

Minsc: You are one step away from wearing your lips as a collar, wizard!  Withdraw your foolish words!  

Edwin: Not likely, cretin.  I observe, not change, the nature of people or their beasts.

Minsc: Then you shall pay the price for your ‘observations’!  Those that speak ill of the dead shall join them!  May you spend eternity with Dynaheir’s foot in your loins!

(Edwin and Minsc fight)

Nalia
Edwin: Nalia, you are aware that adversity has the effect of eliciting talents, which otherwise would have lain dormant?  What are yours, pampered one?  Those talents lay abundantly inconspicuous ...

Nalia: Edwin, I was not pampered, cajoled, or spoiled!  I wanted for little, but yearned for than wandering about estates.  Is it not true that you are of noble birthright yourself?  Calling the kettle Red, Wizard?  But that sort of comment coming from is not any surprise, he would rather live on his knees than die on his feet.

Edwin: Ha ha ha ... I see the soft spitfire has a streak of wild child running through her.  Keep living in your sanctified ignorance, Nalia, it is part of your charm.

Nalia: Nothing is more dangerous in this world to me, Edwin, than your stupidity.

(While Edwin is a woman)

Nalia: An interesting little situation you have found yourself in, Edwin.  I trust you will use it to better learn how others think and feel?

Edwin: No, my dear little wench, I will spend no more time in this body than I must.  You think me a fool?

Nalia: But you could do so much more.  How can you throw away this opportunity to walk a mile in another’s shoes?  I would love such an ... 

Edwin: Would you now?  I would wish it on you if I could, but you do not mean what you say.  You could do as such now, but you do not.  Shed your wealth and harvest the fields.  You walk no more in the shoes of those you pity than I would, and I pity everyone.  The only shoes I wish are my own!

Nalia: But I just thought ... 

Edwin: You thought I would desire to know the thoughts of others, but you were wrong.  I have no such desire.  Whatever the rest you think is irrelevant.  My own thoughts, my own shoes, my own BODY!  These are all that matter!

(While Edwin is still a woman)


Nalia: Edwin, you should learn to walk a little more dignified; carry yourself in a better manner.

Edwin: And exactly WHAT is wrong with my ‘manner’?

Nalia: You, well ... the way you walk about some might think you were ... of little moral fiber.  You should present a more wholesome image if you are to remain like this.  

Edwin: I will not remain like this!  I will not ‘present a more wholesome image’, nor will I acknowledge this form in any way!  I will not be this way for long!

Nalia: Very well then, but if we get too close to the docks you might find the less upstanding members of society getting more ... familiar than you would like.  As well, I would suggest that you treat the party with civility, lest someone arrange for such an occurrence to happen.  Perhaps nearer the zoo.

Edwin: (When the time comes, I must kill her first.  Slowly, but first.)

Sarevok
*TOB*

Sarevok: What is it, mage?  You spare no opportunity to examine me and I would know why.

Edwin: I do not like walking with the enemy.  I can barely stand keeping my allies so close, and yet here I am consorting with you.

Sarevok: Ah, so you are the great loner, ready to assault the world on your own.  Foolish.

Edwin: Is it?  You were no more content as a lowly member of the team than I.

Sarevok: I rose to power by choosing who I followed carefully and surrounding myself with beings of power.  My tactic has not changed, and will be fruitful in the end.  

Edwin: Well, I suppose I should be grateful for being included.  I look forward to being a part of your next defeat.  

Sarevok: You remind me of a younger me, mage, before I was slaughtered and sent to the pits of hell.  Think on that before you burn your bridges.

Valygar
Edwin: Valygar, you are aware that silence is the virtue of fools.  

Valygar: Aim your words elsewhere, mage; I don’t know why you’ve targeted me, but I won’t take your bait today.

Edwin: As blushing may sometimes make a harlot seem a virtuous woman, so might refusal make an idiot seem a man of sense.

Valygar: It is as I have always thought; I can neither appreciate nor understand the mind of a mage, especially one so fond of his own voice.  

Edwin: Your ignorance seems voluntary, woodwalker.  Conversation is not the only vehicle of thought, it is a tremendous and efficient instrument in thinking.

Valygar: Then what’s your excuse for the steady stream of mindless pollution you call talking, Edwin?

Valygar: You remind me more and more as each day passes of what makes magic vile and evil, wizard.  

Edwin: You would do well to be reminded of what makes magic powerful, fool.  I’ve power enough to hold your life in my hands if I choose.

Valygar: Your words do not frighten me, Edwin.  I could slice you to ribbons before the first incantation of your threat was carried out.

Edwin: Indeed?  Your lack of fear for the arcane arts must explain, then, why you cowered before Lavok and the Cowled Wizards.

Valgyar: I cower before nothing!  I merely showed caution before approaching Lavok ... someone possessing far more power than you!

Edwin: You call that caution?  Quivering in a forest?  Lavok could have dealt with you in a second, if he chose.  And it would only take me a second longer.

Valygar: We shall see!

*TOB*

Valygar: What is that in your gaze, Edwin?  You have something to say?

Edwin: It is nothing.  I was just musing on the role of heritage in determining vocation.

Valygar: I see.  It is your assumption that since my family tree has had many mages, I should have been one as well.  Well, I defy that logic each and every day.

Edwin: And you certainly make a fine whatever-you-are, but it is a shame.  Even your casual movements suggest some training as a child ...

Valygar: I am no mage!  You ... you are mistaken in your observations.

Edwin: Yes.  Yes, of course I am.

Viconia
Viconia: Dark alleyways whisper rumors of the prowess of Thayvian men, Edwin.  Would this kind of vulgar tongue-wagging be claptrap or truth.

Edwin: This Thayvian male is as red-blooded as his cloak, Viconia.  And has left many a concubine gasping under my erotic onslaught.

Edwin: I’ve been spying you from afar, Viconia, and your frankness, bearing, and grace have beguiled me quite profoundly.  

Viconia: I’m certain there is a condition to your appraisal, Edwin.  A Thayvian only has one person in their world: themselves.

Edwin: Hush, dear, nonsense.  The reputation of my kindred is from untrustworthy sources.  Like the dark elves, a victim of cruel machinations and falsehoods.

Viconia: Perhaps, wizard.  Perhaps.  Unlike yourself, however, I am an outcast from my people.

Edwin: Your brethren’s loss is our gain ... and a beautiful gain at that.

Viconia: Flattery will serve you no purpose, male.  I will tell *you* when you may speak to me thus.

* TOB * 

Edwin: I believe, Viconia, that I have gained a greater respect for your ... ah ... intensity through the course of our journeys.

Viconia: And I, Edwin, have grown no more appreciative of the sound of your voice since the day I first encountered its nasal whine.

Edwin: eh ...

Viconia: Walk away, Edwin.  I am in no mood for you.

Yoshimo
Edwin: Yoshimo, every man has his follies and mistakes.  In your case, that is the most interesting and trustworthy ability that you possess.  (You are shiftier than me, and I don’t trust myself.)

Yoshimo: Edwin, you’ve a manner that makes each of us feel beautiful and appreciated.

Edwin: Somewhere in you, something terrible gathers and grows.  (Can I spot kindred, or can I spot kindred?)

Yoshimo: That’s only love, warmth, and candour for you and your red-robed ilk, Edwin.

Edwin: As you make your pilgrimage, Yoshimo, there will be ruin and cruel intention.  Of this I am certain.  

Yoshimo: Well, all pilgrimages must start somewhere, no?  I look forward to the ruin ... will be a delightful change from your company, Red Wizard.

(While Edwin is a woman)

Yoshimo: Tell me, Edwina, would you like me to let out the seams on your robe?  I’m quite handy with a needle.  You do, after all, have more ... bulk ... in the upper chest area.

Edwin: Silence you fool! Chauvinist pig!  (What am I saying?)  I mean to say - ‘Idiot!’

Yoshimo: I was only an offer, m’lady.  There is no cause for anger.

HAERDALIS’
Aerie
Aerie: Is there a moon in Sigil?

HaerDalis’: A moon?  Why no, there never was.  Just a city that stretched in all directions, curling in upon itself to sometimes block the sky.  The moon is better, don’t you think, my dove?

Aerie: I have been to too many cities and ... and every one of them was the same.  The moon is better because it’s always changing.

HaerDalis’: Ha ha!  Well, Sigil is like no city you have ever seen but, truth be told, I would trade it in a second for you smile.

Aerie: You don’t have to trade a city for it.  I want to smile and - and you make it so easy HaerDalis’.

HaerDalis’: I am glad, my dove, but if you won’t let me trade Sigil, then I would even trade the moon and all of its changes!  Come, the night is still young and our spirits still free to fly.

HaerDalis’: My raven, my raven, we must have rest if we are to keep this flock together.

Aerie: I like how you always pretend people are birds.  

HaerDalis’:Pretend?  My dear and mourning dove, ‘tis not pretending!  We are all frail as birds and mad as hounds, each one of us ... Aye, each one of us but you, somehow ... You fly above use all, no anger, no rage to tie you down.  Aye ... you’re right Aerie.  You are no hound, nor shall I ever name you one, you have my pledge.

Aerie: You promise?

HaerDalis’: Aye, my dove, I promise.

(The first of the lovetalks)

HaerDalis’: Your heart is heavy, my mourning dove?  Your heart wanders, I think, into dark and solemn places that others cannot see.  Have a care, fair Aerie, lest they draw you in forever.

Aerie: It .. it is nothing, truly, HaerDalis’.  I am simply ... thinking of a time when I still had my wings.  Sometimes ... sometimes the memory still wrenches my soul.  

HaerDalis’: I think I understand your loss, sweet one.

Aerie: Do you?  I ... mean no offence, HaerDalis’, but I find that hard to believe, if you have never flown. 

HaerDalis’: Ah, but there are more ways to fly than with wings, my dove.  And the fall to mundane earth is similarly filled with agony.  

“My fall was not the, thing my love,

I thought I bore it well

But to stare up into the heavens

from the darkened plains of hell

and think that I, too, once walked those

endless heights

is a pain I cannot tell.”

Aerie: That’s ... that was very lovely, HaerDalis’.

HaerDalis’: They are but simple words, my dove.  For this bard to understand but a tiny fraction of your pain has cleft my heart in twain.  You ... have my deepest sympathy, sweet, lonely Aerie.

Aerie: I ... I th - thank you.

HaerDalis: Was I mistaken, my dove, or have I heard a thought fall from your lips once or twice that you had aspirations of a thespian bent?

Aerie: Oh, but surely you will laugh at me for such an admission.

HaerDalis’: I never would, my mourning dove.  My grim and oft-proud nature would never allow it.  To act is a solemn profession and most worthy of thy beauty and grace.

Aerie: You flatter me, now, HaerDalis’.  But, yes .. my mother would tell me that I would make a fine actress.  I ... I used to dream of fluttering onto the great stage in Faenya-dail ... A useless dream now, I suppose.  My mother is long behind me now, and likely thinks me dead.

HaerDalis’: But your dream needn’t perish, fair Aerie.  I see a talent in your eye that tells this bard you could perform the great feats of stage, yet.

Aerie: Oh, I doubt that, truly.

HaerDalis’: Nay, but not so harsh on yourself, pale one.  This sparrow will take you under his wing and teach you the secret words that will match the strength of your aching beauty.

Aerie: You are funny and strange, HaerDalis’ ... but I thank you for the compliments, nonetheless.

HaerDalis’: I have been thinking, my mourning dove, of a role to compliment your first voyage onto the stage.  And I do believe I have discovered it.  

Aerie: Oh, have you, HaerDalis’?  And to what manner of role shall I be subjected, then?

HaerDalis’: You wound me, fair one ... I have deliberated over the choice for quite some time, now.  I have weighed carefully each play that canters through my head and chosen one that compliments you most fruitfully.  ‘Tis the lead of a Sigil play called ‘Tersis’, written, if I remember, by a rather haggard tiefling gifted with the madness of true talent.  You would play the goddess, herself ... fallen from favor and bearing the slings of accusation and scorn with grace and confidence.  With chin held high, she strides towards her former peers and dares to challenge the false verdict of the higher powers!

Aerie: That .. that sounds lovely, HaerDalis’ ... but it’s hardly me.

HaerDalis’: Ah, but it is, my mourning dove.  You have suffered the cleansing torments, borne under the impossible strains ... and I’ll wager there’s a steel in your heart you’ve yet to lay a claim to!

Aerie: Oh, I don’t think I ever could ... I don’t think you know me, really ...

HaerDalis: I know you better than you think, my dove.  The true thespian reaches down into a dark well of waters within them ...a place where others dare not look.  And you’ve a deep well, Aerie ... be not afraid to dive within!  

Aerie: You’ve a pretty way with words, bard.  Well ... I think I’ll disappoint you surely, but if you wish to teach me your play I won’t object to it.  

HaerDalis’: That’s all I ask, my dove ... and this bard cannot wait to the results of this first act now unfolding ...

HaerDalis’: You’ve perused the play, have you, my mourning dove?  Why does your brow crinkle so, then? 

Aerie: I’ve read the play, yes ... but, HaerDalis’, I still honestly don’t think I can play this Tersis character.

HaerDalis’: And I yet hold in my surety that you can, fair Aerie.  What makes you say that you cannot?

Aerie: Well, the scene where the goddess confronts Lord Jhovan, the ruler of the gods.  She chastises him rather ... forcefully ...

HaerDalis’: Aye, and ... ?

Aerie: (giggle) Oh, HaerDalis’ ... I could never do that!  The words would sound like a mouse were speaking them, coming from me.  I’ve no such voice in me ...

HaerDalis’: You’ve the voice in you, my dove.  You have but to cast about for it.  Come ... enact the passage for me.

Aerie: (sigh) I ... I’ll try.  “H-Hold my lord ... I- I will not ... not be judged ...”  No, no ... it’s just no use.

HaerDalis’: Then you are a mouse, my Aerie.  A frightened little mouse who refuses to come out of her hole.  Be satisfied with your stale cheese, if you will.

Aerie: HaerDalis’!  What a cruel thing to say!

HaerDalis’: Enact the passage, then.  You have the ability.

Aerie: Fine.  “H-hold, my Lord ... I w-will ... n-not ... not be ...”

HaerDalis’: Squeak, Squeak.  Is that a mouse this bard hears?  You can do better than that, my dove ...

Aerie: “H-hold, my Lord!  I will ... n-not ... not be ... j-judged”

HaerDalis’: What was that”?  Are you speaking my dove?  I am straining to hear you ...

Aerie: Then stop interrupting me!

HaerDalis’: Then speak, woman!  I am the King of the Gods!  Do you have something to tell me or don’t you!?

Aerie: “Hold, my Lord!  I will not be judged by the least of my brethren, nor shall I be judged by my King!  I refuse to be silent!  I am Tersis!  And I WILL be heard!”

HaerDalis’: Brave, my dove!  A most excellent wonder, to hear wondering thundering talent roll forth from such a delightful form!  Bravo!

Aerie: I ... I did it, didn’t I!?  Th-thank you, HaerDalis’!  That ... that felt wonderful!

HaerDalis’: Ha! What is it now, my fair Aerie?  You think I am not looking at you, but I can spy your desire to put the bard to a question.  Go ahead, my dove ... I’ll not mind.

Aerie: Well ... I was only wondering ... my scenes that I read to you the other day.  Was I ... was I any good?  Please tell me truthfully.

HaerDalis’: Truth is my mantra, fair Aerie, when it comes to matters of the stage.  And, aye, you were a sight to make any man swoon, possessing a talent that many an actress I’ve known would envy.

Aerie: You ... you aren’t just saying that?  I’m not that good ...

HaerDalis’: Your skill needs to be sharpened, ‘tis true, but the talent is plenty and full.  And I do not exaggerate my dove ... your mother saw it true when she mused o’er your life on the stage.

Aerie: Ha ... it’s too bad, then, that there’s nowhere to perform our piece.

HaerDalis’: But there is, my dove!  There always is!  We could shout out lines from the very streets of the towns, amazing on-lookers and filling them with envy!  In the wilderness, we could draw a crowd of fearsome creatures and tame them with our entertainments!  Paws and claws would clatter as they approved of our efforts and lauded your great talent, great lady! Words of our acts would spread ... and we would be in demand all over Amn!  Bugbears would stand beside great nobles, shouting out your name and mine!  The toast of Kings and Queens, my dove ... just imagine it!

Aerie: Ha ha ha!  You are a silly man, HaerDalis’!

HaerDalis’: Was that the twitter of amusement that I heard from your lips, my mourning dove?  It is good to hear you laugh.

Aerie: And it is good to laugh.  Thank you, my comical bard.

HaerDalis’: “You have come to me, my goddess!   I have prayed for my love not to be denied, and my majestic queen appears before me!”

Aerie: “Aye, ... Tersis has come to you, my Donner.  Your yearning has called to me across the void, and against all sober advice, I have come.”

HaerDalis’: “Then let me sing your praises while I can, my Queen.  Let me tell you how I adore your flaxen hair, your porcelain skin ... let me tell you how I long to brush my hand across your pale cheek ...”

Aerie: Er ... HaerDalis ...?

HaerDalis’: “Your breathtaking beauty has captured my heart and I long to cradle your innocence in my arms for the breadth of eternity ...”

Aerie: HaerDalis’, your words ... your words aren’t in the play.

HaerDalis’: Forget the play, my mourning dove ... I speak what is in my heart.  My words come unbidden to my lips, for you have captured my soul with your innocent hands.  I am yours, my sweet Aerie.  Can you not see that?  You blossom like a flower before and I am entranced, swept away and caught in your fragile web all at once!

Aerie: I ... I thank you for your words, HaerDalis’ ... but ...

HaerDalis’: Do you not feel some spark yourself, my dove?  Does your heart not quicken in my presence as mine does in yours?  I prithee, do not crush my fragile plea!

Aerie: E-enough please.  I ... I am flattered, but ... but I was not expecting this.  Please ... leave me alone but for a while ...

HaerDalis’: Aerie ... my sweet dove ... I have given you time to ponder my words, but my aching soul yearns for requitement.  Do you not feel some measure of love for this solitary bard?  I beg you to say that you do!

Aerie: HaerDalis’ ... this is all s-so ... sudden ...

HaerDalis’: It is not so sudden, my love, but rather it is momentous ... a revelation of affection that has stricken me like a most welcome affliction!  Tell me that you feel similarly, my mourning dove, my heart lain at your tender feet.  Or tell me that you have no love and I’ll be forsworn ... but say it true!

Aerie: I - I do not deny that I hold you in great esteem, HaerDalis’.  You have been most kind.  It ... it is just that ...

HaerDalis’: But how can there be a limit to love, my fair Aerie?  Is there another, perhaps?  Is there another man that your heart sings for?

Aerie: I ... I don’t know.  I truly don’t ...

HaerDalis’: Then I beg you to discover your heart’s true intent, my dove.  My own course has been set and it pains me greatly not to now if you will eventually be my own ...

* The next dialogue is a simplified version of when HaerDalis’ confronts you over Aerie.  You can prolong or shorten it with certain dialogue choices, but it all boils down to two outcomes.

HaerDalis’: My raven!  If you would but hold and step aside, but for a moment ... this hapless bard would make a private plea of you.

(CHARNAME): What is it, HaerDalis?

HaerDalis’: You are a man worthy of my dove’s affections ... of this I am sure.  But this sparrow asks of you to turn away from her and allow her affections to settle upon myself!  

(CHARNAME): I cannot simply switch my feelings on and off at will, HaerDalis!

HaerDalis’: But you must, (CHARNAME), you must!  I cannot bear to watch my dove with another ... and you are a man who could surely have another!  I beg of you not to twist my heart!

(CHARNAME): It is not even up to me, HaerDalis’ ... it is up to Aerie whom she chooses.  I cannot give her to you.

HaerDalis’: But she is a fragile flower, my dark hound ... she will wish to hurt neither of us with such a momentous choice!  And I cannot bear to be without her!  Please ... step aside, (CHARNAME), and let our true love be unfurled!

(CHARNAME): I love her too, HaerDalis’.  I just can’t give her to you.

HaerDalis’: You would be so selfish as to deny our union?  You would place such a choice upon her gentle breast?  You are a dark and wicked man, (CHARNAME).  I can only imagine on outcome of this dark path you have placed us on.  We shall see which of use my dove chooses ... and what agony results of it!

OR
(CHARNAME): Very well ... if she means that much to you, I will not interfere.

HaerDalis’: The heavens sing with your praises, my hound!  You have made this poet’s heart leap with joy!  I will not forget this, (CHARNAME) ... you have made our union possible and I thank you with all my soul!

* If you told HaerDalis’ off, the next dialogue is his challenge to you for a duel.  A simplified version below.

HaerDalis’: My mourning dove ... the time has come for you to make a choice between us.  I beg of you to decide, my ailing heart can wait no longer!

Aerie: I ... oh, HaerDalis’!  I never expected any of this to happen!  I - I love both you and him in different ways ... I cannot simply ch-choose between you!  Please ... can’t you understand that!  I beg of you not to press me!

HaerDalis’: I - I see, my dove.  There is only one option that remains, then.  (CHARNAME), I challenge you to a duel ... a fight to the death for the love of our lady Aerie.

OR
(CHARNAME): A duel?  What kind of foolishness is this?

HaerDalis’: There is love, or there is death ... my dark hound.  My honor demands no less.  Look within your own heart and you will understand.

Aerie: No!  No, this is madness!  I will not allow you to fight over me, I will not allow it!

(CHARNAME): Aerie is right, HaerDalis’.  We should not fight.  Put down your swords and let us talk.

HaerDalis’: The time for talk has passed, my hound!  My honor must be satisfied!  Have at thee!!

Aerie: NOOOO!!

HaerDalis’: Aerie ... my love ... do not restrain me from combatting my foe for your affection!  Our blades must meet, it is the only possible end!

Aerie: No, HaerDalis’!  It is NOT the only possible end!  I said I would not allow you to fight over me and I meant it!!  I am not something for you to become empassioned over like a jewel or a poem, HaerDalis’!  I do not think your love is real, if you would resort to violence to prove it!  I love (CHARNAME).  I love him deeply and without hesitation ... and I know he feels for me as well.  And that ... that is how it shall be. 

HaerDalis’: I ... I see.  My ... my heart aches to hear these words, my dove ... but I sense they are true.  If I have offended you ... I apologize ...  And I apologize to you, (CHARNAME), if my heart was foolish and o’erquick.  I cannot deny what I feel, however ... and I cannot stay and watch my dove stay with another.  Until ... until we meet again, (CHARNAME).  And ... and farewell, my lady love ...  

OR
(CHARNAME): Very well ... a duel it is.

Aerie: No! No, this is madness!  I will not allow you to fight over me, I will not allow it!

(CHARNAME): Step aside, Aerie ... the bard wants a duel and he’ll have it.

Aerie: No, (CHARNAME)!  I said I will not allow you to fight over me and I meant it!  If you would resort to violence to prove your love for me, then you are not the man I thought you were!  I ... I love Haer’Dalis ... I know that to be true, now.

HaerDalis’: Do my ears deceive me?  Does my mourning dove profess her love for this broken sparrow?

Aerie: Yes, my bard ... I do love you.  (CHARNAME), put down your arms and accept that ... that this is the way it will be.  I ... I am so sorry.  (CHARNAME’s romance with Aerie is screwed, and it becomes only a matter of whether he wants to keep Aerie and HaerDalis’ in the party)
OR
(CHARNAME): You want to duel for Aerie?  HearDalis’ ... if she means that much to you, I will not interfere.

Aerie: (CHARNAME)?  Y-you would ... you would simply give up on me?  Give up on your feelings for me?

HaerDalis’: Can’t you see, Aerie?  It is I who loves you with zeal ... it is my passion that years for you.  (CHARNAME) is a good man, but even he sees that my love is the love that is true.

Aerie: I - I do love you, HaerDalis’.  I am glad that you did not f - fight over me, but I must ... I must have time to set my heart straight.  Please ... g - give me time.

HaerDalis’: Of course, my dove ... take all the time you need.  My heart shall still pound hotly for you a day or an eon hence.  And thank you, (CHARNAME), for your understanding ...

HaerDalis’: Aerie ... this bard can wait no longer for your thought to settle upon his heart.  I ... I must know what you feel, my dove.

Aerie: Oh, HaerDalis’ ... I ... I am not ready to ...

HaerDalis’: Wait, my sweet Aerie.  The touch of a moment on your lips, if you will.  Lend your ear to a poem so that this bard might express himself more clearly.

“Rainbows blackn’d, flowers wilted, songs dischordantly rung

for my love has come before me, my heart has flung

at her feet with his heart barely neigh

that his love might let this poor sparrow fly.”

Aerie: Why ... why that’s sweet, HaerDalis’.  I ... I’m honored.

HaerDalis’: Be more than honored, my dove.  Be in love with this bard.  You are full of sorrow that you once knew the freedom of flight, while I have never known it at all.  But I will know it, sweet Aerie, if you declare your love for me.  Allow me to salve your wounded heart, Aerie ... allow me to caress your pale skin and show you that my love is true.

Aerie: I ... I do love you, HaerDalis’.  You have swept me off my feet ... and I can no longer deny it.

HaerDalis’: Then I am finally content, my dove.  You have made me most happy with your declaration.  Let us talk together for a while and talk most earnestly and what no might come of it.  

HaerDalis’: Your countenance has the air of dark thoughts and concern, my love.  Might I ask what has brought this mood about you?  

Aerie: It is nothing, HaerDalis’.  Just ... just some errant thoughts.

HaerDalis’: Tell me anyway, my love.  Your poorest word is a sweet poem to this bard’s ears ... and I would not have you experience a moment of fluster, if there was aught I could do for it.  

Aerie: Well ... I was just wondering, HaerDalis’... where do you see us in the future?  You have spoken of plays and acting ... have you been serious?  

HaerDalis’: Ah ... the future, I see.

Aerie: Your love has given me new hope, my bard ... I want to see what life has to offer, no matter my lack of wings.  I ... I want to travel, to see this world.  Will you ... be there with me?  

HaerDalis’: Time holds its own counsel, my love ... and destiny plays such a game with this sparrow that I even I cannot foresee the outcome.  I have never paid much heed to the future, myself, preferring to experience things in the moment, as it were.  To do otherwise is to concern oneself needlessly.  

Aerie: Live in the moment?  I .. I have always done that, HaerDalis’.  I want to live for the future, now ... don’t you?

HaerDalis’: I could not, even if I cared to, my sweet dove.  Here ... let me sing to you ...

“When man was made it was said

he would have eyes in front of his head

But the first Man was scared

as he saw before him, lay bared

the future ... and in it, he was dead.”

Aerie: Hmmm. A limerick for every occasion, HaerDalis?

HaerDalis’: Aye, my dove.  And I’ve a ready quip and belch, as well, if it’ll put a smile on your sweet face.

Aerie: Ha ha!  Very well, my bard, I’ll smile for you.  Today, at least.

HaerDalis’: I can pray for nothing more, my love.

HaerDalis’: Ah, my dove ... I see you have finished perusing my latest play.  Would you care to act out a scene or two?

Aerie: Actually, HaerDalis’ ... I have a question.  All your plays ... they seem to end in tragedy or destruction.  They are all so ... so dark.  Have you no happy plays?

HaerDalis’: Ah, my sweet Aerie.  I write my plays as befits the creed of the Doomguard.  All things end in destruction and tragedy ... to think otherwise would be foolish.

Aerie: Foolish?  You ... you can’t honestly think that.  Is there no room for hope in your world?

HaerDalis’: Even hope is eroded, my dove.  All things break down, over time ... all things come to an end.  ‘Tis the natural order of the multiverse.  Who am I to question this?

Aerie: But ... but you can’t embrace destruction ... you have to fight against it, don’t you?

HaerDalis’: On the contrary, one must assist the multiverse in attaining its goal.  One day, all things will cease to exist ... this is the way it shall be.  The Doomguard stands to assist this goal.

Aerie: But why would you ... would you even build a home or ... or fall in love ... if you thought that way?  If all things decay, why start anything?  

HaerDalis’: (sigh) Often the act of creation is an act of entropy, itself.  The earth is mined and chipped away for the metals that men use to create, is it not?  And love is but a brief and pleasant flutter.

Aerie: A brief and ... No ... no!  Love should be enduring!  It embodies hope and strength ... are you saying that you expect it to end?  

HaerDalis’: Of course, I do.  Ah, but I see I have upset you, my dove.  Let me reassure you that I do not expect the multiverse to end in my lifetime ... at least I do not expect it to.  And while I know that our love must, I do not expect it to do so soon.  The Fates will decide, and until then I shall truly love you and with all the heat I can muster.  I know my Doomguard thinking may be strange to you, sweet Aerie, but it need not intrude upon your happiness.  If it pleases you, I’ll not mention it again.

Aerie: No .. no, I ... I just want to know that you’ll love me ... and that you’ll be there for me, that is all.

HaerDalis’: But I do love you.  And I am here for you.  As for the future, I cannot say.

Aerie: I ... I guess that will have to be enough.  For now.

HaerDalis’: Aerie, my dove ... are you well?  

Aerie: I’ve .. I’ve just been thinking.  About all this death, all these horrifying things Irenicus has done.  And for what?  Some ‘vengeance’ that Irenicus wants!  For that he throws people aside like mere objects?!  I ... I cannot believe that such evil is allowed to exist!  HaerDalis!  We must scour the face of Faerun of such foulness!  The very stink of it clogs my breath!  No mercy!  No mercy must be shown to such evil!!

(if CHARNAME is evil, she’ll also add ...)

And you, (CHARNAME) ... I now see much of the same mark of evil in you.  I will watch you carefully.  You have earned my respect, but I will no longer tolerate the callousness I see in you any longer.

HaerDalis’: Aye, my love.  ‘Tis grand to see you transformed into a maiden of destruction!  Turned from innocent chrysalis to entropic moth!  I hail your arrival!

Aerie: I am not here to destroy, HaerDalis’!  I want to stop Irenicus!  I wish to fight against evil that exists in this world!  I will not sit idly by and be pathetic!  I have paid too much attention to my own sorrows and experiences ... and not enough to the evil that has surrounded me!

HaerDalis’: Speak as you will, my love, but you serve entropy, neveretheless.  Your innocence has faded, as it should, and you have become a maiden who will bring the end of others ... my philosophy proven!!

Aerie: I don’t care a whit for your philosophy, HaerDalis!  I am so full of anger that I cannot control it ... and this callous evil that I see, it will pay!

HaerDalis’: As I said, my dove ... and I am pleased to see it.

Aerie: Well I am not pleased!  And it is obvious that you do not care for me, after all!  We are through, you and I!  

HaerDalis’: Again, a natural end that has come ... no less than I expected, though I’ll mourn its passing.

Aerie: Come, then, (CHARNAME) ... let us go and complete your quest.  I shall fight by your side until this is over ... and then I shall make my own way in the world for once.

* TOB *

Aerie: HaerDalis’, you’ve been staring at our leader with that look off and on for several hours now.  Don’t you think that’s a little rude?

HaerDalis’: I find myself unable to tear my eyes away.  In the Doomguard we appreciate the forces of entropy that bring destruction in their wake ... and with each passing day I see a personification of that force taking shape before me!

Aerie: I know what you mean.  It’s a little unnerving, isn’t it?  I wonder how (CHARNAME) can stand it?

HaerDalis’: Oh, no, no.  That’s not what I mean at all, my mourning dove.  I think it is the most magnificent transformation that I have ever witnessed!

Aerie: You do?

HaerDalis’: Aye.  The image of the Slayer still rings in my mind ... and the though of what (CHARNAME) could become next thrills the very essence of my being!  Can you not picture it?  

Aerie: Sometimes I think you are a very strange man, my bard.

HaerDalis’: Oh, without question, my dove.  Without question.

* TOB *




Aerie: So ... tell me a little bit about Sigil, my bard.  Do you think we might travel there someday?

HaerDalis’: If we ever gaze upon the marvels of the City of Doors, my dove, it will be because we are meant to.  One often arrives in Sigil without meaning to, or never finds it even after an exhaustive search.

Aerie: Oh, I’m sure I could use my magic to open a gateway, if we really needed to go.  It wouldn’t be such a complicated thing.

HaerDalis’: Were I you, I would not speak so lightly about gateways, dear Aerie.  It is your innocence that speaks, I know, but one must always be cautious about approaching the planes, as it were.  

Aerie: I am no novice with the magical arts, HaerDalis’, and I would appreciate you not speaking to me as if I were.  The planes are not so terrible and dangerous to those of our power.

HaerDalis’: No matter how powerful you are, my dove, there is always one more powerful still.  And this is doubly true of the planes.

Aerie: Fine, fine.  Forget I said anything.

*TOB*

(their romance makes it into TOB)

HaerDalis’: The way you look at me, my mourning dove, I expect you’ve something on your mind.  Come ... ask the sparrow what you wish and put your heart at ease.

Aerie: It’s just that ... for all the death and destruction we’ve seen of late, you seem awfully ... unpreturbed.  I think all of this is so horrifying and yet you seem so unaffected.

HaerDalis’: Oh, t’is not so at all.  I find all of this a marvel to behold, indeed.  T’would be rare to find something to compare even on the planes.

Aerie: You ... *like* all this destruction?

HaerDalis’: I am a Doomguard, my love.  The forces of entropy seek to destroy all of the universe, and it is our place to hasten the process when we can ... and marvel at its effect.

Aerie: Don’t be absurd!  You have to fight against that kind of destruction!  Look at the grief it leaves in its wake!

HaerDalis’: Only through death and destruction is rebirth possible, my dove.  T’is the natural way of things.

Aerie: It’s not *natural* to cheer on it, to hasten the process!  You have to fight against that kind of evil, HaerDalis’!  To not do so would be ... unthinkable!

HaerDalis’: And who says such a process is evil?  T’is a narrow view you’ve founded for yourself, my dove, though not unexpected.  Perhaps with experience and travel your eyes will be opened a little.

Aerie: I ... see.  I knew we were different, my bard ... but not this different.

HaerDalis’: Indeed.  Come, let us proceed apace before the others continue on without us.

*TOB*

HaerDalis’: Why the shudder, Aerie? My love ... you look completely distraught!  What is wrong?

Aerie: I ... I was just thinking about Saradush.  All those poor people!  Killed because of some power-hungry Bhaalspawn!  All that anguish, I just can’t believe it!

HaerDalis’: Aye, ‘tis a wonder to behold, is it not?

Aerie: A wonder?  What ... what do you mean by that?  What happened to Saradush is *terrible*!

HaerDalis’: I understand your sympathy for the townsfolk, my dove, and I love you all the more for it.  But ‘tis nothing to shy one’s gaze from.  Entropy is a good thing ... the forces we are witnessing are completely enthralling ...

Aerie: I *won’t* accept that view, HaerDalis!  I think it’s a disgusting way to look on it!

HaerDalis’: I don’t chide you for your beliefs, my dove.  The Doomguard philosophy does not deserve your spite.

Aerie: Yes ... it does!  You ... you would not only advocate that Saradush’s destruction was a good thing, you would say that we should *assist* in its destruction!  The more the better!

HaerDalis’: My assistance was not required in this case, but in essence you are correct.  All things are torn down to create the new.  T’is a cycle we are part of and must accept.

Aerie: Well, I won’t stand for it.  And I won’t be with any man that feels that way, HaerDalis’.

HaerDalis’: But ... my love, are you sure that -

Aerie: Don’t call me that.  You may think me naive, but I know what evil is and I won’t stand for it.  You and I are through, HaerDalis’.  

HaerDalis’: (sigh) As you wish, my mourning dove.  Entropy affects even love, so this was not unexpected.  It is good to see you have grown as a result.  

Aerie: Just ... just leave me alone.

Anomen
HaerDalis’: A word, good knight Anomen ... in the last battle, I noticed you pulling back and parrying... Next time you see an opening like that, my advice is to take advantage of it.

Anomen: I did, actor.  So you can stop pushing your weight around and leave the fighting to those of us who can handle the front line.

HaerDalis’: Aye, Anomen, talk as you wish.  For all your swagger, you wouldn’t last a day on the planes.

Anomen: Look, harlequin, go on and tell your tales ... I’m sure someone here believes them.  Now get out of my sight before I skewer you and your liar’s soul.

*TOB*

HaerDalis’: Anomen ... a moment of your time, if I may.  I have been observing your combat tactics recently and I wish to ask you a question.

Anomen: For what do you bother me, tiefling?  I need no further comments on how I may improve my fighting styles from a prancer such as yourself.

HaerDalis’: On the contrary, dear Anomen.  It is your style I most admire now, and wish to emulate.

Anomen: Truly?  Well then ... ask what you will and I shall strive to answer as best I may.  Perhaps my technique shall save your life in combat one day.

(Taking the bait!  He he he ...)

HaerDalis’: Combat?  Oh no, you misunderstand.  I would use your style in my stage performances ... it is far too florid and grandiose for effective use in battle.  You see, even in my fanciest spins there is always efficiency and conservation in movement ... as there is in any fighting style.  Except yours.  Perhaps your overblown thrusts and stabs are the result of your overblown ego?  

Anomen: I have better things to do than listen to your prattling!

HaerDalis’: Very well.  I shall watch you from afar, my good hound, and learn what I can from mere observation.

Cernd
HaerDalis’: Ah, Cernd, my rustic, wind-borne sparrow.  These woods have such a regal bearing, their airs so sweetly scented by the leaf’s decay ... I delight so at the sparrows twittering above and look ... there passes a prancing squirrel, all delighted by the softness of our approach.

Cernd: Ha, that prancing squirrel over yonder?  If you could only understand its speech, your face would flush quite red at its vulgarity.  Let us just say that he is pleased by the loudness of your voice and the fact that you are currently standing on his cache of nuts.

HaerDalis’: Cernd, you should have explained that in a manner that would not have involved me wincing.  

Edwin
Edwin: Bard, my considered and correct opinion of actors is this - you are irresponsible, irrational and incapable of adult emotion without first reducing it to some banal personal, material, or sexual credo.  I can only make it my faintest hope that this definition doesn’t include you, as well.

HaerDalis’: As an actor, it is important to be able to express and convey emotion, not be emotional.  As for your inastute observation, a critic is a legless man who teaches running to the fleet of foot.

Edwin: At least I don’t find it necessary to have others write my life for me or have its mundane plot plagarized from common sources.  

HaerDalis’: No, but you do seem to require my validation by spouting a random insult where none was deserved.  Dwell on that while we fade.

HaerDalis’: My red-cloaked sparrow-hawk, I could barely catch my sleep last night with all your

arcane muttering.

Edwin: (Ah, already we have the fool convinced that you are muttering!)

HaerDalis’: Aye, I could write a play and you would be my entire cast and extras ...

(While Edwin is temporarily a woman)

HaerDaelis’: I once knew a Red Wizard of Thay

who dreamed of lichdom someday.

He said he knew how to do it

But he still managed to screw it

up in the funniest way.

Edwin: (Thank the gods he is not a better poet.  This is one tale we would rather not see in immortalized print!)

*TOB*

HaerDalis’: Edwin!  You continue to be the most dour of companions.  I worry for your humor.

Edwin: You shall see a great improvement in my disposition when I have left this petty business behind.  

HaerDalis’: Ah, great and future plans, but is not tomorrow uncertain?  Could not the end of all occur just as likely today as in a millenia?

Edwin: You assume my death to be inevitable, but perhaps I think beyond those terms.  Mortality seems escapable by others, so why not me?  

HaerDalis’: Edwin, do you remember the name of the ancient Netheril god of the sea?

Edwin: Eh ... no.

HaerDalis’: Everything ends, Edwin.  Everything dies.  The dust of a god looks much the same as yours and mine will.

Edwin: For a bard, I doubt you are much fun at parties.

Imoen
*TOB*

HaerDalis’: Ahh, Imoen, my wildflower.  Have I ever told you you’ve a most natural grace and innocent beauty about you?  T’is something any man would find most charming.

Imoen: Yeah, okay, whatever.  I don’t know about my grace, HaerDalis’, but I’m not all that innocent.  I can smell a cheesy come-on from a mile away.

HaerDalis’: ‘Twas not meant as such.  I’ve no intention of offending you.

Imoen: Uh-huh.

HaerDalis’: T’is only that I see you in an unguarded moment, at times ... and I see the ache in your heart reflected in your eyes.  It saddens this sparrow to know there is no-one to hold you close, Imoen.

Imoen: I ...

HaerDalis’: But no doubt I over-step my bounds by saying so.  It has only ever been my hope that you might one day give me the chance to be the one that comforts you.  It would be an honor, my wildflower.  

Imoen: Whew.  Gosh, you’re good.

HaerDalis’: Yes, I know.  T’is an art form that has served this sparrow well, at times.

Imoen: Write a book.  I’ll buy it.

Jaheira
HaerDalis’: Ah, my hound, this city be the great world of commerce.  Perhaps we can sell Jaheira?

Jaheira: Cut your wit, bard.  The day has been long already, without your adding hours to it.

HaerDalis’: Cut my wit.  Why certainly, if only I could use your nose’s razor edge to perform the task.

Jaheira: Aye, it seems I’ve sharpened it upon the grindstone of your heart.  

HaerDalis’: Well, my frumpy Ptarmigan, I must protest -

Jaheira: “Me thinks thou dost protest too much”.  Aye, I can quote the poets as well.  If you must protest, I respond only to hunger strikes and, even then, too late.

HaerDalis’: Oh, (CHARNAME), raven of sympathy!  Yon woman is stifling my creativity and stealing thunder from my wit!  I swear I cannot work amidst the lashings of her tongue!

HaerDalis’: Why do you stare at me so, Jaheira?  Have I offended you?  My manner is oft grim but I did not think you so sensitive to it.

Jaheira: No, no, I find your wit a treat, especially when it is unleashed upon the hapless that did no see it lying in wait.

HaerDalis’: Then why the glances as my head turns away?

Jaheira: Forgive me the curiosity, but you are quite alien to me.  You are not of this place, and do not fit into the natural order, at least not by design.

HaerDalis’: Ah, then you are wary, and are intent on keeping me under guard?

Jaheira: Not so much, but I am interested to see where your niche finds itself.  I am wondering what you will balance, for all things have their counterpart.

HaerDalis’: I see.  Perhaps I straddle the fence, finding my own balance.  Perhaps I drop things on either side as whim dost take me.  

Jaheira: Or perhaps you enjoy the discord of chaos because you have not found that niche as yet.  We shall see.

Jan Jansen
Jan: Haerry, I have an idea for a play.

HaerDalis’: Please, Jan, my name is HaerDalis’.

Jan: You see, Haerry, Angus the Giant Beaver is ousted from his house and home by the Bullywag bullies to embark on an epic quest that takes him to the next pond.

HaerDalis’: Yes, epic.  Go on.

Jan: No, no, no, this is only the beginning.  Along the way, he encounters Gurgen the Hormonal Moose and a friendship quickly develops between the two, seeing them through times of great trial and tribulation, though the friendship also caused a great deal of trial and tribulation, as you can well imagine.

HaerDalis’: What, if I may ask, is a moose?

Jan: Too late, I’m already on to great trials and tribulations - Think of it, Haerry, such broad and vital themes.  Anyhow, the moose catches a curious and ultimately fatal disease and Angus, as a final testament to the friendship, enshrines him within a wooden tomb in the middle of the lake, before throwing himself in the lake to drown.  

HaerDalis’: Jan, beavers can’t drown.  They spend half their life underwater.

Jan: There’s no point in arguing, Haerry.  It’s a true tale and if you have any doubt, you can ask my great-aunt Apo Pettiwick, who never married.  It all happened in her back yard when she ran the farmer’s market that sold turnips in Thundertree, just upstream of Neverwinter.

HaerDalis’: Pray I never go there, Jan.  Pray I never go there.

*TOB*

Jan: Haerry, could I draw upon your bardic prowess to help me with a little poem I’m working on?  It’s a tribute to our fearless leader.

HaerDalis’: I truly wish you would call me by my proper name, Jan.  But I shall be happy to collaborate with you on such an epic subject.

Jan: Great, Haerry.  I knew I could count on you.  I’m off to a pretty good start but I need rhymes for ‘purple’, ‘orange’, and ‘silver’.

HaerDalis’: Ah, well ... perhaps you are focusing too much on colors, Jan.  Mayhaps we could take this ballad in a different direction.

Jan: Okay, I’ll work on that stanza myself.  Maybe you can help me with the next verse.  What’s a good rhyme for ‘bucket’?

HaerDalis’: One does spring readily to mind ... Listen, my would be sparrow, I do not mean to give offense but perhaps you could let me work with the composition and add my own brand of subtle wit to the mix.

Jan: Ah, Haerry, let’s just forget about it.  I was born a storyteller, and a storyteller I’ll remain until the day I die.  I’m not poet, and I never will be.  

HaerDalis’: Normally I would encourage an artist such as yourself to branch out, but in this case abandoning the genre may be for the best.

Keldorn
HaerDalis’: Keldron, my faithful hound ... how is it that you came to be a paladin, anyhow?

Keldorn: I must say, ‘twas only practical.  My mother was of noble birth and my father a ranking cleric.  I might have followed in his pages but it lacked the appeal of holy warrior.

HaerDalis’: Ah, the old codgers’ tale be true, then: ‘What is bred in the bone shall out in the flesh.’ You charge ahead, of valor born, the best of your parental blood comingled here within you, their very destinies made true by your every righteous act!  Alas, where be an inkwell and some papyrus when I need it?

Keldorn: Ho, HaerDalis’, your poetry enables me far beyond my worth.  I am a simple man and by simple decisions, I had made my way about this earth.  I you wouldst write of me, write of me as I wish to be remembered.

HaerDalis’: Aye, but then where go would the poetry, good knight?  Ah, but come ... (CHARNAME) seems impatient with our chatter.  Let us put it off, then.

Keldorn: I must say, ye bard, that I find the use of your musical abilities during combat to be most effective.  Plan on, I say.

HaerDalis’: Aye, and ye can stride up to the forefront, ye hound.  I’ll just hang around in the back awhile, truly enough.

Keldorn: I’d hardly thought to see you timid, HaerDalis’.  

HaerDalis’: More bored than timid, Lord Keldorn.  With your blade a’glittering in the sun like that, you leave few foes for me to challenge.

Keldorn: Nay, good man, they flee not from the brightness of my sword but from the wretchedness of your playing!

HaerDalis’: Ha!  ‘Twill be music to my ears to wrap this lute around your head, someday, my aging hound.  Now go out there with your blade once again and make yourself useful, aye?

*TOB* 

HaerDalis’: My great and noble hound, I sense your spirit is heavy.  What troubles the mighty paladin?

Keldorn: Your observation is most astute, my good bard.  I am indeed troubled by our current course.

HaerDalis’: But shall your shining example not lead us down the proper path, Sir Keldorn?

Keldorn: I am not the leader of this group ... though if I were I do not know if it would make any difference.  No matter what path (CHARNAME) chooses, I fear it will be a journey awash in blood.

HaerDalis’: Aye, we are but players in this tragedy, reading our lines from a grim and heavy script.  Though I myself still hold out hope for a happy ending.

Keldorn: As do I.  But life does not always imitate art, and I fear this may be one of those times.  Speak of this no further ... I do not want to upset the others.

Korgan
HaerDalis’: There not be enough critters in all the world to stain me axe nearly enough.  I’ve killed aplenty already, an’ I yearn yet for more.  Come, then, and face this dwarf!  Aye, come!

HaerDalis’: My hound, my hound, my dog of war ... do not invite death to come knocking at your door.  I am sure that there be plenty of diversions awaiting the keen edge of yer blade, anon.

Korgan: If there be more of ye out skulking in the shadows, then show yerselves!  I have to have some fun ... I cannay go about feeling tough and unfeeling all the time!

HaerDalis’: You do have a certain invective creativity, Korgan.  Now, if only you could direct your inventiveness to something more cerebral, less bravado.

Korgan: Cease yer jabber, fool!  Blasted actors!  Even nay a script or play and still ye need to be the center of all!  Strewth!

Korgan: Baldurdash, imbecile! I’ve more than a fair mind to tear ye a new dirtchute, ye lying swindler!  Faerun would be none the poorer, with ye pushin’ up daisies.  Ye’d be wise to skulk about in the shadows and pick yer dainty locks, else yer time be up.  Hear me, scoundrel?

HaerDalis’: I hear you plain enough, dwarf.  I seek no quarrel with your prowess.

Korgan: So the snakebelly ain’t as dumb as he looks.  There’s a lad.

Minsc
HaerDalis’: A question, my hound and hamster ... how is that you come to such rage when we fight?  ‘Tis as if all the furies of the planes were all at once let loose within your veins!

Minsc: Boo says fight hard so I fight hard.

HaerDalis’: Ah, Boo says that, does he?

Minsc: Space hamsters are never wrong!

*TOB*

Minsc: HaerDalis’, are you laughing at Boo and I?  You are smiling after many of our battles.

HaerDalis’: Oh, my dear Minsc, you and Boo are wonderful, make no mistake.  So chaotic, so unpredictable.  Such a fist in the eye of sense and reason.  

Minsc: uh ... but mostly evil, right?

HaerDalis’: HA!  Yes, Minsc, most a fist in the eyes of evil.  Do not let me change a thing you do.

Minsc: Boo, I think this Bard is a little off in the head, no?

Nalia
Nalia: I can’t stand seeing all these taverns around the city.  They exist simply to drain the poorer classes of their money and throw them into such a stupor that they can’t even realize their own oppression.

HaerDalis’: Aye, my darling loon, drink is to the poor what theater is to the rich; a costly chance to play out fantasies that may never come true.

Nalia: Don’t patronize me, HaerDalis’, for I have never done the same to you.  

HaerDalis’: Ha, my dear, ‘tis true for had your family patronized me while I was still with the theater, I would be far wealthier than I am today.  

*TOB*

Nalia: HaerDalis’, you are a playwright ... maybe you can answer something for me.

HaerDalis’: Ask, my pretty lark, and I shall do my best to satisfy your burning curiosity.

Nalia: Why is it that so many of the great tragedies have royalty as their central figures, but the great comedies focus on the common people?

HaerDalis’: Ah, that is truly a question for the ages and the sages.  Perhaps tragedy is the noblest of tragic forms, and as such demands a noble subject?  

Nalia: Maybe it’s because most playwrights are common folk, at least in the class structure sense.  Maybe the resent the abuses of the rich and powerful, and see their art as a way to symbolically destroy the upper class.  
HaerDalis’: Your explanation lacks the soaring wings of poetry, dear Nalia.  It is far too rooted in the troubles of the real world.  The stage is our escape from mundane life.  

Nalia: But shouldn’t art be more than an escape?  Can it not also be an instrument of political and social change?  Isn’t that more valuable than mere escapism?

HaerDalis’: Nalia, escapism has its place - as does dramatic social commentary.  But attempting to determine their relative worth is an argument that will last far beyond our lifetimes.

Nalia: True enough, I suppose.  We shall leave this conversation, for now.  Just as well ... we are lagging behind the others.

Sarevok
*TOB*

Sarevok: Your sideway glances begin to annoy me, bard.  Say your piece or drag your eyes elsewhere!  

HaerDalis’: Forgive this sparrow’s curiosity, my fierce hound, but my eyes are drawn of their own accord.  You have walked where every mortal must go - though precious few return as you have.

Sarevok: And what of it?  Did you think I learned some great secret there?  The meaning of life, perhaps?  Or some similar foolish notion?  

HaerDalis’: Nay, I am far too busy living life to wonder at its meaning.  But perhaps you could share your experiences with me ... it could make a most fascinating dramatic work.  

Sarevok: My experiences?  Suffering, tiefling ... suffering which you cannot fathom.  Each level of pain worst than the first, each layer of torment bringing new tortures.

HaerDalis’: Such passion in your suffering!  Imagine a story in which you take me, the author, on a journey through these levels of the abyss ... it is the stuff of a literary masterpiece!  Tell me more, Sarevok!

Sarevok: Beneath the suffering is a constant fire.  An incessant, horrible burning - the rage and fury of Bhaal searing my immortal soul.  No!  I will not relive the agony of that inferno for your amusement!

HaerDalis’: Ah, your decision is a great loss to literature.  Should you change your mind, my armor plated hawk, come and find me.  I already have the perfect title for the work: Dalis’ Inferno.  

Valygar
HaerDalis’: So this ancestor of yours, Lavok, he created such beasts as ghouls and skeletons and other wakened dead of that ilk?  

Valygar: I did say that he was a necromancer, didn’t I?  As I understand it, Lavok felt that tampering with the veil that separates life from death was his prerogative. 

HaerDalis’: I see.  I imagine your family must have been exposed to many such things over their time. 

Valygar: The old family was, yes.  They continued to practice Lavok’s magics long after he left, but my particular was not interested in such pursuits.  They left in disgust, watching from afar as the old family crumbled over the years.  And then my family inherited what little of Lavok’s fortune was left.  That fortune ... brought us no end of grief, however.  My family eventually took up his past time, as well, to my sorrow.  I have no greater wish than to see such magic wiped from Faerun.  What’s dead is dead, and that should be the end!  Tampering with life goes against all reason!

HaerDalis’: Aye, hawk, aye.  A truth has been spoken and it’s been spoken from your tongue.

HaerDalis’: Tell me, Valygar, your family was once rich and powerful, yes?

Valygar: Yes ... what is your point?

HaerDalis’: I am simply interested in the story of how they have fallen so far.  Decayed, as it were, over the years until you are the last member of a small and decrepit estate.

Valygar: My family lost its wealth long before I inherited anything of it.  And none of it interests me, anyway.  I’d much rather spend my time in the wild.  

HaerDalis’: And so the family will end completely, then.  How very right and natural that is, then, a cycle having come to completion then.  Hmm.  Yes.

Valygar: I’m glad it amuses you.  I, myself, have had to live through my family’s decline and would rather not discuss it as if it were a point of philosophy.

HaerDalis’: Perhaps I could ask you more about it?  It would make a wonderful story, I think.

Valygar: Mind your own business.

*TOB*

Valygar: HaerDalis’!  Must you insist on plucking away on that blasted instrument?

HaerDalis’: I must keep it in tune, good sir, lest I strike a sour note with my listeners.

Valygar: Every time you open your mouth you strike a sour note with me, bard.

HaerDalis’: A thrust of wit from the dark hawk’s rapier!  I had not thought it in you, dear Valygar.  Have you been practising your verbal exchanges with the trees.  Alas they do not strike back.

Valygar: Cease your barking, bard and leave me alone.

HaerDalis’: ‘Bark’?  ‘Leave’?  Yet more jests building on my tree remark?  Or just lucky puns, like wisdom tumbling from the lips of a fool?

Valygar: It took you long enough to grasp the root of my remarks.

HaerDalis’: Oh mercy, great punsman, I beg thee!  Your life of solitude has done nothing to dull the stinging points of your stabbing words.  I shall retire to a safe distance, and resume my plucking beyond your earshot.

Valygar: Thank you, HaerDalis’.  That is all I asked in the first place.

Viconia
HaerDalis’: I watch you blackbird.  I watch and ‘tis as if you are a dancer pinned between two panes of glass called Bliss and Rage.

Viconia: If I am a dancer, then I dance for Shar.  Take your leering eyes and turn them elsewhere, planesman.

HaerDalis’: And as for being pinned between those two panes of glass?

Viconia: I have loyalties than bind me, yes ... Do not make bravery your downfall, male.  Return to your world above, these depths are not for you.  Izil phor, ji harl. 

Viconia: HaerDalis’, I blame you for this damnably hummable song playing again and again in my head, over and over.  You are really quite a marvellous tunesmith, not to mention a clever mimic and a talented mime.  Have you any new and lewd burlesque tunes that you might regale with me, musician?

HaerDalis’: Viconia, do you think that because you are bewitching in appearance and have the throaty voice of the most expensive courtesan in King Wingding’s House of Earthly Delights ... and a body built for untold pleasures that I would fall for such an old ploy?  Blow a little sunshine and I will fall all over myself to gain your favour?  Best think again, dark one.  

Viconia: Men better than you have walked across lava to kiss a dog who’s licked my hand, actor.  You’re a dreamer, bard.  I’m sure you can image lots of wonderful scenes ... but they would not exceed the truth in intensity, depravity or tenure, I assure you.

HaerDalis’: Ah ... er ... pardon me a moment whilst my head implodes.

*TOB*

Viconia: I feel your eyes over me, Tiefling.  Do you see something you desire?  

HaerDalis’: Ah, Viconia my dusky jewel ... I was merely admiring your natural grace, your striking beauty and your exotic voice.  You could surely have made a fine career on the stage.

Viconia: No doubt, my smooth-tongued bard.  Yet I choose to put my talents to greater purpose.

HaerDalis’: What greater purpose could there be?  ‘Tis truly noble to court the approval of the audience.

Viconia: In drow society we have no use for the theater.  We act and dissemble to advance our station.  An unconvincing performance ends not with boos and catcalls, but with a slow and painful death.  No use for theater?  Please excuse this wounded sparrow’s heart, but I must retreat beneath the onslaught of pain such a harsh and unimaginable world brings to my heart.

Yoshimo
Yoshimo: HaerDalis’, a ronin, a rogue.  You’ve more freedom than most and yet you remain as grumpy as a flea-bitten dog.  Why so glum?

HaerDalis’: Dogs is it?  A fitting cloak for a blood-hound.  You’ve got the scent now, Yoshimo and shall bring the prey to your mysterious master.  

Yoshimo: No master have I save my own conscience.  I merely wish to know why life is such a burden to you.

HaerDalis’: Shackles as heavy as yours cannot be hidden from one who has been a slave.  I tire of this dreadful acting.  Leave me be, Yoshimo.

Yoshimo: HaerDalis’,HaerDalis’, you think too much and smile too little!  Come, my bullywug!  Come, my puss’ n’ boots!  We are in Athkatla, the city of a million smiling faces!

HaerDalis’: Aye, parrot, aye.  ‘Tis because they’re all trying to sell me something!

Yoshimo: I have seen your fingers and they are as fast as your tongue!  What you don’t want to buy, you can always steal!

HaerDalis’: And what you don’t want to steal? ... I trust not your boundless glee, my parrot, for something in it jingles with the sound of silver. Silver?  Or gold?  We pluck it from every corpse we find and steal it from every chest that we encounter!

Yoshimo: You are right, bard.  I am twice rewarded: Once because I am richer in (CHARNAME’s) care, and twice because I am richer here than rotting in some prison of the damned.  

HaerDalis’: Aye, you are twice rewarded but you have no more been a prisoner than I am a king ... Consider yourself forewarned, thief.  My trust does not come easily and you have not won it yet.

IMOEN
Aerie
* TOB *

Aerie: I have a question for you, Imoen ... you have the taint of Bhaal within you?  Does this mean that you will turn into the Slayer as well?

Imoen: I certainly hope not.  I ... I have been thinking more and more lately about that, myself, though.

Aerie: It must be an awful feeling though.  I can’t imagine how (CHARNAME) deals with it.  

Imoen: Yeah ... (HE or SHE)’s been dealing with it longer, too.  Sometimes, when it’s quiet, I can hear the taint in my heart whispering to me.  It says awful things and I almost want to scream to shut them out.

Aerie: (gasp) You .. you haven’t done anything that it’s said, have you?

Imoen: Well, other than that time I got up in the middle of the night to snatch a bunch of cinnamon cookies, heck no.

Aerie: Oh, goo - What?  Cinnamon cookies?

Imoen: Ha ha!  Come on, Aerie!  Lighten up, will ya?  I’ll tell you what ... If I have any desires to murder you in the middle of the night, you’ll be the first to know, okay?

Aerie: That’s not very funny, Imoen.  (CHARNAME) never makes fun of (HIS or HER) condition in that way.

(CHARNAME): Well, it’s been much easier since I discovered that all the Slayer really wants is a sandwich ...

Aerie: Oh, fine.  Everybody seems determined to make fun of me.  I’ll stand back here thank you.

OR
(CHARNAME): Aerie’s right, Imoen.  It’s a very serious subject.

Imoen: Well, excuse me (LORD or LADY) Serious Pants.  I’ll just trot on down to the end of the line, then, and wait for my head to explode.  Sheesh.
* TOB *

Aerie: Imoen ... you grew up in Candlekeep, too, did you not?  Since you were very young?

Imoen: Yup.  I was climbing the walls and driving the monks up them since I was a little girl.  Why?  

Aerie: Well ... you grew up with (CHARNAME) then, didn’t you?

Imeon: Sure did.  We were both Gorion’s wards and it wasn’t like there were a lot of us kids around, you know.

Aerie: I have a few questions about (CHARNAME) then ... if you would’t mind my asking?  They’re a bit ... personal.

Imoen: Heck, I don’t mind.  Uh ... (CHARNAME) might though.  You think (HE or SHE) can hear us?

Aerie: Maybe.  Let’s go talk about this somewhere more private, then.  I’m just dying of curiosity ...

Anomen
Imoen: So.  You’re part of the Order of the Most Radiant Heart, right, Anomen?  The paladins and Clerics that run around Amn getting outraged at everthing?

(If Anomen passed his test)

Anomen: I find your description bordering on insult, girl ... but, yes, I am a member of the Order.  Why?

Imoen: Well, a full hundred of them marched up all solemn-like up to Candlekeep about ten years ago, all to donate a single book to the monks.  Do you know anything about that?

Anomen: No, but it sounds like something the Order might do, depending on the book.

Imoen: It was a big book, as I recall.  I stole into the archive to look at it ... did you know it had all sorts of pictures of naked men and women?  Total filth!  I’m surprised the Order even had something like that.  

Anomen: No doubt it was a book of great evil.  Perhaps the Order gave it over to the care of your monks so that it would not be used by those of impure intentions.

Imoen: Well, I don’t know about that.  Winthrop caught me peeking and gave me hell like you wouldn’t believe ... but I noticed he kept the book in his room after that point.  

Anomen: Vile girl!  I’ll not listen to any more of this!  Go bother (CHARNAME)!

(If Anomen failed his test)

Anomen: Ha!  An apt description of those blowhards, if ever I had heard one.  No, dear girl ... I am no member of the Order, although I was a novice.  Why do you ask?

Imoen: Well, a full hundred of them marched up all solemn-like up to Candlekeep about ten years ago, all to donate a single book to the monks.  Do you know anything about that?

Anomen: No, but it sounds like something the Order might do, depending on the book.

Imoen: It was a big book, as I recall.  I stole into the archive to look at it ... did you know it had all sorts of pictures of naked men and women?  Total filth!  I’m surprised the Order even had something like that.

Anomen: You don’t say?  Well maybe the Prelate was finished with it and gave it to the head of your monks as something of a present?  Those paladins are quite the repressed lot of stuffed shirts, you know.  

Imoen: Oh, they’re not so bad, I guess.  Better them than some of the evil I’ve seen ... they can just be kinda pompous, as I remember.  You’re not as bad as I figured you might be, though, Anomen.  

Anomen: Well, I’m glad you think so.  I escaped from their clutches just in time, I suppose, eh?

(The protagonist then has his choice of inconsequential responses)

Cernd
* TOB *

Cernd: Are you well, Imoen?  I trust you would say if you were having any difficulties.

Imoen: Cernd, what is it?  You’ve been looking at me funny for days now.

Cernd: Well, it’s been a very trying time for us all, but especially so for you.  To learn that you are not .. as natural as you might have thought ...

Imoen: I see.  You are worried about me being a Child of Bhaal.  Is that it?  Well, I’m sure I’ll let you know if I’m going to turn into some monstrous killing machine.

Cernd: I meant no offense, but birds and reptile’s are often at death’s door before they show any symptom of trouble.  Not that you would be one or the other, but ... 

Imoen: But I just might, is that it?  Cernd, I like you, but don’t treat me like I don’t know myself.  I’m fine, really.

Cernd: I apologize, of course.

Imoen: Besides, I’m hoping for bird. *heh* Kidding.

*TOB*

Imoen: Why, hullo Cernd.  You’re a druid, right?  Maybe you can answer a question for me.

Cernd: I am a druid, yes ... and of course I would be happy to answer any of your questions, although that mischievous look of yours tells me I am about to be made fun of.

Imoen: I would never make fun of you, Cernd.  Although you do look cute when you’re frustrated.

Cernd: (sigh) What is it you want to know, Imoen?

Imoen: Well .. how does someone become a druid?  You don’t just wake up and decide you want to kiss a tree, do you?  

Cernd: You’re more intelligent than that, Imoen.  Did you become a thief by accident, discovering that you had your hand in someone’s pocket one day?

Imoen: Actually, yes.  I was eight years old and Winthrop had this big gold chain hanging out of the back pocket of his robes all day, staring me in the face.  I just couldn’t help myself.  

Cernd: You know, for a girl who has been through so much and has only recently discovered herself to be a Bhaalspawn, you have a remarkable talent for making light of things.  

Imoen: Well ... I could be all angsty and mope around, but I leave that to (CHARNAME).  Oh, wait ... I think (HE or SHE) heard us.  Let’s go over here.

Edwin
*TOB*

Imoen: You look a little down, Edwin.  You’re not upset, are you?

Edwin: My mood is no concern of yours, child.

Imoen: You’ve become less blustery, I think.  Maybe ... maybe you’re mad everyone else is finding destinies and prophesies and generally surpassing you in every way?  

Edwin: You go too far, girl!  I hold none of you above me!

Imoen: I mean, even me, little frail Imoen is a big scary Child of Bhaal now!  That’s got to be frustrating.

Edwin: Now that is just nonsense!  All of it!

Imoen: Hey Edwin!  Boo!!

Edwin: WHA!  What ... is it .. NOW!

Imoen: He flinched!  The big bad mage flinched!  HAHA!  Oooh, look I’m Bhaal, I’m big and scary, ooohh.

Edwin: Now that was just ... you are just being ...

Imoen: Oooooh, don’t worry, the big bad Imoen won’t scare you no more.  Heeheeheee, ‘boo’ I says, and he jumped out of his skin ... (snicker)

Edwin: (grumble) ... whelp ... child ... monkey-brained ... how would you like your flaming death you ... grrrr ...

HaerDalis’
*TOB*

HaerDalis’: Ahh, Imoen, my wildflower.  Have I ever told you you’ve a most natural grace and innocent beauty about you?  T’is something any man would find most charming.

Imoen: Yeah, okay, whatever.  I don’t know about my grace, HaerDalis’, but I’m not all that innocent.  I can smell a cheesy come-on from a mile away.

HaerDalis’: ‘Twas not meant as such.  I’ve no intention of offending you.

Imoen: Uh-huh.

HaerDalis’: T’is only that I see you in an unguarded moment, at times ... and I see the ache in your heart reflected in your eyes.  It saddens this sparrow to know there is no-one to hold you close, Imoen.

Imoen: I ...

HaerDalis’: But no doubt I over-step my bounds by saying so.  It has only ever been my hope that you might one day give me the chance to be the one that comforts you.  It would be an honor, my wildflower.  

Imoen: Whew.  Gosh, you’re good.

HaerDalis’: Yes, I know.  T’is an art form that has served this sparrow well, at times.

Imoen: Write a book.  I’ll buy it.

Jaheira
*TOB*

Jaheira: A moment, Imoen, if you don’t mind?

Imoen: I suppose, Jaheira.  What is it you want?

Jaheira: Well, that is just it, isn’t it?  You have been so formal to me, so distant.  Is there something wrong?  

Imoen: I don’t ... I’m not ... Well, actually, I have been a little nervous around you because of ... well ...

Jaheira: Because of my association with the Harpers?  I thought so.  (CHARNAME) has suffered at the hands of many groups because of his lineage and now that you share it ...

Imoen: I don’t mean to be a stranger but ... people will see me differently now, I just know.

Jaheira: Let them see you however they wish.  What can you do but just be yourself?  I know these are only words but ... these will be fine.

Imoen: I know.  Thanks though.
Jan
*TOB*

Imoen: You know, Jan ... I was listening to a story you were telling a little earlier.  I thought it was quite fascinating.  

Jan: Indeed?  Well, I must say I’ve never quite looked at goat cheese quite the same way again.  And neither did poor Gilbert.  Or any of his cats.  

Imoen: And neither will (CHARNAME), the way (HE or SHE) was groaning.  Your story did remind me of a story I heard in Candlekeep, though.  

Jan: Oh?  A new story?  My, my ... you’ve got the tiniest toes on my gnomish feet wiggling like Aunt Petunia trying to get into her Sunday dress.  Let’s hear it.  

Imoen: Well, it just reminded me of the bowl of goat’s milk that old Winthrop used to put outside his door every evening for the dust devils.  He said that dust demons could never resist goat’s milk, and that they would always drink themselves into a stupor and then be tired to enter his room ... that way he would never have to spend any time dusting because his room was always be clean.  

Jan: Ingenious!  Go on.

Imoen: It turns out that dust devils gossip a lot, and tales of Winthrop’s nightly goat milk would spread.  So along comes this three-armed Balor (There’s a longer story about why the Balor had only three arms, and besides the fact he was nicknamed ‘Smart Mouth’ by the greater powers of the Abyss I won’t go into it any more than that.) who flies into Candlekeep in the middle of the night and storms his way over the Winthrop’s cell and drinks the milk.  The Balor, however, has mis-heard the gossip and thought he was drinking the milk of a pregnant Glabrezu.  Don’t ask me why.  

Jan: Well, he must have been disappointed.  I know I would have been.

Imoen: Indeed, he was.  He put up such a fuss and a racket, pounding on the door to Winthrop’s cell, that he woke up just about everyone in the keep.  Including Gorion, who usually slept very soundly and didn’t wake up very well, anyway.  Well, Gorion was all groggy and thought the keep was under attack and just about blew the roof off with a series of fireballs and lightning bolts.  (CHARNAME) was so scared (HE or SHE) cried like a baby.

Jan: Hhmph.  I don’t blame (HIM or HER).  Uncle Scratchy once did something similar with a bad mixture of turnip stew and vinegar, but the smell was probably worse.  

Imoen: Gorion was terribly angry.  He was grumbling and (CHARNAME) was bawling, people were running around everywhere ... it was a terrible scene.  They banned goat’s milk from the keep, which meant that Winthrop had to dust his own room after that point and taught him a lesson about trying to get out of work, as well.  

Jan: Hmmmn.  What happened to the Balor?

Imoen: Oh.  The monks bought him off with a tome of jokes about baatezu.  I hear he’s been touring the Abyss ever since.  Gets heckled a lot, but what do you expect for a comedian in hell?

Jan: Hmmn.  Hmn.  Alright.  Yes, very good job there, lass.  At least one turnip reference might be called for in the future, but all-around well done.  

Imoen: (giggle) I’ll keep that in mind.

Keldorn
*TOB*

Keldorn: Imoen!  What ... are you pawing at me yet again?  Do you think I do not notice.  You are trying to pickpocket me, aren’t you!?  

Imoen: Well, no ... I just ...

Keldorn: Just what?  Out with it girl.  I won’t have a party member stealing from me.

Imoen: No, no, that’s not it!  I ... I was just ... I was just trying to find out if you’re as muscular under your armor as you look.

Keldorn: Eh?  What’s this?

Imoen: Oh, I know that you’re married and all that, Keldorn ... but do you have *any* idea how good you look?  I ... I can’t help myself, I just want to touch you all the time!

Keldorn: Imoen!  I ... I have a daughter the same age as you!

Imoen: I don’t know what it is, Keldorn ... maybe it’s the Bhaal essence in me.  I just want to run my fingers through your hair and nibble on your ears!  Oh, Keldorn, you drive me so wild!

Keldorn: By Torm, no!  This is terrible!  I ... I had no idea I had this effect on you ...

Imoen: Oh, get over yourself, Keldorn!  Sheesh.  (giggle!)  Here’s your ring back.  I won’t take it again, I promise.  

Korgan
*TOB*

Korgan: Hhmp.  Imoen, yer an o’er-lame excuse fer a member o’ this party and I be tired of exertin’ meself to protect ye!  Next time I let ye perish, screamin’ like a ninny as ye does!

Imoen: The last time I saw you exert yourself over anything was the last slab of pork in an inn.  If you could keep up with me with that beer gut of yours I’d be amazed.

Korgan: Beer gut?!  Why, ye stinkin’ wench, how dare ye!  Keep up with me axe as if flies toward yer head, more like!  Though it’d be like splittin’ a hair, skinny as ye are!  

Imoen: I’d be started if a drunk dwarven oaf like yourself could hit the broad side of barn with your axe.  And while we’re talking about stench, let’s talk about the last time you passed out in your own vomit.

Korgan: An outrage!  Yer be a canker on me backside and the world best be rid of ye!  Loathsome mongrel she-dog!  

Imoen: Brutish pig!  You’re nothing but a boil needing lancing!

Korgan: I’ve seen harlots wi’ less open sores than ye, ye pimple-faced, whining gutter-snipe!

Imoen: You cantankerous, foul-mouthed excused for a gully dwarf!

Korgan: Gully dwarf?  Har har!  Ye know how to hit low, ye does!  Har har!  Yer a fine, fine lass, ye are, Imoen.  That Gorion of yers would be proud!  

Imoen: Aw, gee.  Thanks, Korgan!

Minsc
*TOB*

Imoen: Minsc, I want a hamster.

Minsc: What?  Well, an admirable decision but Boo is not for sale.

Imoen: No Boo, you goof.  My own hamster.  I just see how calming he is for you, and as a pet he seems very easy to maintain.  I just thought ...

Minsc: OH!  Well then, by all means!  And yes, very little requirements.  Food, shelter, and perhaps the little wheel.  I have heard nothing but good things about the little wheel.  

Imoen: Well, I don’t want one right away.  I doubt I could manage one on the road as well as you do, but once this is done, maybe then.  

Minsc: Of course.  Boo is special among his kind, and quite resilient.  Have I mentioned he is a miniature giant space hamster?  I’m sure I have.  

Imoen: Yes you have, Minsc.  Yes you have.

Nalia
*TOB*

Imoen: Nalia, do you intend to go back to your castle once all of this over?

Nalia: I don’t know.  Perhaps.  If I do, though, things will have to be different.

Imoen: Different in what way?

Nalia: There’d be changes in the law and taxation ... and some real alternations to the system of land ownership.  There’s a base inequality amongst people that I can begin to address in my land.  

Imoen: Wow.  Sounds like you’ve given this some serious thought.  

Nalia: Making changes in my father’s duchy wouldn’t be enough.  I’d have to get onto the Council of Six, as well ... although that plan is a bit more complicated.  

Imoen: That’d be a neat trick, bringing change to all of Amn.  Wouldn’t those Roenalls still be a thorn for you, though?  And what about the Cowled Wizards?  

Nalia: I’m an archmage, Imoen ... just like you.  The Roenalls won’t stop me from doing what I know is right.  And I could always join the Cowled Wizards ... how many of them are as powerful as I?  

Imoen: Okay, somebody’s getting a little scary ...

Nalia: Nonsense.  It’s called growing up.  I have a responsibility as a noblewoman and a mage, both, and eventually I will have to live up to them.  

Sarevok
*TOB* If it’s Imoen who donates a piece of her soul.

Imoen: So ... Sarevok.  You’ve had an itty-bitty piece of my soul in there for quite a while now.  What it’s been like?

Sarevok: (sigh) Well other than a slight obsession with my weight and the resurgence of a few pimples, it’s been simply grand.  Now leave me be, girl.

Imoen: No, I’m serious.  Does the fact that you have a little piece of me inside you make any difference at all?  Tell me ... you owe me that much.

Sarevok: What do you wish to know, girl?  What are you curious about?  Perhaps you would be interested to know that I can feel the knives of Irenicus, slicing into my skin, torturing me.  I can feel his hands and his breath, I *know* what he did to you, girl ...

Imoen: Al-alright, stop ... I wasn’t really serious ...

Sarevok: How about the agony you felt as your soul was ripped from you?  The despair at being left only with the cold voices of your tainted heart, discovering what was inside you all along?  How about the hurt you keep deep down within, wondering if you weren’t good enough for Gorion?  How about the loneliness ... the unrequited longing you -

Imoen: Stop!  Enough ... I won’t bother you, Sarevok, just -

(If Sarevok’s still evil)

Sarevok: You are pathetic, girl.  When the true Bhaalspawn come to claim your essence, I hope you bring yourself not to flop onto your back at the first sign of danger!

Imoen: I ... I was enough to help kill you once, Sarevok!  And I’ll stand by (CHARNAME) to the end, just you wait.  It was ... obviously a mistake to talk to you.  Excuse me.

(If Sarevok changed alignment)

Sarevok: I feel many things, Imoen.  And I know that you are stronger than you think you are.

Imoen: I ... thanks, Sarevok.  I guess.  Um ... excuse me ...

*TOB*

Imoen: What ... what was it like to die, Sarevok?  Seeing as you’ve been through the experience repeatedly I can’t help but wonder if you’ve developed some perspective on it.

Sarevok: Do you intend for me to believe that a weakling such as yourself has never needed to be revived by a priest?  Bah!  I imagine this group has obtained a discount at the temple of Helm for you, dear sister.

Imoen: Yeah, but that’s different.  That’s just some blackness and then like, ‘oops, here you go!’  I don’t think that I’ve ever been really, really dead like you have.

Sarevok: Keep prodding me and that could quickly change.

Imoen: Oh, you don’t fool me.  I’m an archmage after all ... and you’re nothing but bluster.  Tell me what I want to know!

Sarevok: The knowledge would do you no good, now, dear sister.  And by the time you need it, it will be too late.  Now leave me be ... your constant chirruping is giving me a headache.

Valygar
*TOB*

Imoen: So, Valygar ... word on the street is that ya killed your parents.  Is that true?  Sounds pretty horrid, if ya ask me.

Valygar: You consider *this* acceptable casual conversation?  Just walk up and ask someone if they killed their parents?

Imoen: Would you prefer to let the rumor mill have its way?

Valygar: I could care less what people have to say about me.  People have talked about my family all my life.

Imoen: Well, that’s a pretty sour attitude.  You know, they say your face freezes like that.  

Valygar: For someone who supposedly has her soul tainted by the evil of a dead god, you remind me considerably of a chipmunk with a sugar high and a death wish.  

Imoen: Oooh!  Funny!  That’s good!

Valygar: I try my best.
Viconia
*TOB*

Viconia: I am curious over something, Imoen.  Your sibling save you from imprisonment and restored your soul.  Yet for all this you have never showed proper gratitude.  Why is that?

Imoen: Proper gratitude?  I’d hate to think what your idea of proper gratitude would be, Viconia.

Viconia: You owe (CHARNAME) your entire being.  You should, at the very least, act as (HIS or HER) personal slave.  Cater to (HIS or HER) every whim.

Imoen: (CHARNAME) is my (BROTHER or SISTER), you know!  I owe (HIM or HER) my life, but let’s not take it that far!

Viconia: Your common parent is a god.  That hardly counts towards any sort of common genetic bond, and even less of a reason to shirk what you owe (CHARNAME).

Imoen: (CHARNAME) and I grew up together.  I love (HIM or HER) just as I loved Gorion.  (CHARNAME) may feel differently, I don’t know ... but it doesn’t matter.  Come what may, no matter how bad things get or what (CHARNAME) does, I’ll stick by (HIS or HER) side.  I would die for (HIM or HER), Viconia.  I would give up the soul that (HE or SHE) saved for (HIM or HER).

Viconia: Well, that would be a start.

Imoen: What about you, Viconia?  How many times has (CHARNAME) saved *your* life?  Would you do the same for (HIM or HER)?  Would you put *your* life on the line?

(If Viconia romance is in progress)

Viconia: I ... I would.  I love (HIM or HER) and you know this weakness of mine exists.  Perhaps it is good that we have ... something ... in common, no?  But enough of your mewling ... let us be off.

(If there is no romance)

Viconia: I ... that was not the question, elg’caress.  I support (CHARNAME) and always have and I will not have you question me.  Let us be off.
JAHEIRA
Aerie
Aerie: This ... This light makes your hair look really pretty, Jaheira.

Jaheira: Don’t be a fool.  It does nothing of the sort.

Aerie: But -

Jaheira: Put your silly romantic notions aside, Aerie.  This isn’t some childish fantasy, or some grand adventure.  Anyone of us could die out here at any moment.

Aerie: But we can go to the priests and - and they raise us from the dead, good as new, can’t we?

Jaheira: Sometimes they don’t come back!  Sometimes some people, no matter how much you love them and no matter what you try to do get... they get taken away.  You’re young, Aerie.  You’ll figure it out soon enough.
(Aerie below 10 hit points)

Jaheira: You mustn’t let yourself get so wounded, Aerie.  I won’t always be here to bandage you, you know.  

Aerie: I’m a healer too, Jaheira.

Jaheira: And what good are your spells now.  You should be more frugal and not cast them all at once.  

Aerie: Y-Yes ma’am.

Jaheira: And don’t stutter, it doesn’t become you.

(Aerie below 10 hits points again)

Jaheira: I see you are hurt, child.  I will carry what extra I can if it will lighten your load.

Aerie: I am not weak, Jaheira, and you were as likely to be hurt as I.

Jaheira: I have more experience in battle, Aerie.  Any wound I recieved might have killed you comparatively.  

Aerie: So you say, but I shall not learn avoidance of such by cowering behind.
Anomen
Anomen: Lady Jaheira, it seems quite strange to me that a woman of clearly noble past would choose the life of an adventurer.  What has brought you to this dangerous path?

Jaheira: It is a path of conscience.  Some druids choose a more contemplative lifestyle, but I sought a more active role in the furthering of nature’s cause.  And you?  Did you become a priest of Torm only for honor and glory?

Anomen: Of course not.  The righteous path ever beckons.  It is merely a dividend of the Order that a member can make a place for himself in this difficult world.  

Jaheira: I see.  What place you choose to make for yourself remains to be seen.

Anomen: It does, but I assure you that you will not be disappointed.  
Jaheira: You wear the scars of battle with pride, Anomen, like one that truly believes his cause.

Anomen: I must.  It is what pushes me forward.  Doubt is the enemy.

Jaheira: Those that never question do not see the whole of the issue.
Anomen: The whole issue is not important.  There is only the here and the now, and what can be done within.
Jaheira: Your world is small, if focused.  The more impressive picture is always larger than you can see.
Cernd
Jaheira: You seem restless, Cernd.  Is there something I can do for you?  It is my duty to see you comfortable.

Cernd: Jaheira, I see you as an equal in this group.  Save such reverence for official druid functions.

Jaheira: As you would have it, though you still look out of sorts.

Cernd: I prefer this calm, but I wonder if a storm is looming.  I have watched the cycle of the hunt in nature, but never thought I would be the hunter, or the hunted.

Jaheira: But you have served nature for more years than I.  Have you not fought for her?

Cernd: Certainly I have, and passionately too, but now we go far afield.  Ahh, pay me no mind.  I will grow accustomed to being out of my element.
Edwin
Edwin: Tell me, Jaheira, how does it feel to have ties with a ruthless secret society whose stranglehold over its members’ conduct borders on endentured slavery.

Jaheira: Edwin, an oak staff can cave a skull from only inches away.  

Edwin: Overflowing with agendas and cloaked in conspiracy.  The Harper corridors clot with the blood of those who dared raise opposition to their oppressive regime.  But I will speak no more out of respect for your ... what was it again?  Ah, yes, your little stick.
(While Edwin is a woman)

Jaheira: What is the matter, Edwin?  You look as though you chafe within your very skin.  Oh wait.  That is because you ARE chafing within your very skin.  How thoughtless of me to remind you.  

Edwin: I will not suffer your taunts, woman!  You know well I despise this form!

Jaheira: That I do, pretty, pretty Edwin.  That I do.

(While he’s still a woman)

Jaheira: There is harmony in nature, and all things are balanced in the end.  Perhaps, Edwin, you are now as you should be.  

Edwin: And you would suggest this based upon what?!  As a CONSTANTLY pontificating servant of nature you must know my transformation was unnatural!

Jaheira: Perhaps, though you never did strike me as particularly manly.  Perhaps nature has just been slow in this regard.

Edwin: I see.  So, by your logic you shall be changing into a large male wildebeast any day now?  Or have I misunderstood?

Jaheira: Save your amateurish insults for one who will be offended.  Your opinions mean nothing to me.  

Jaheira: Stand away from me, Edwin.  It would be unfortunate if you were to disappear under a rock somewhere.  Though that might be more akin to your natural state.

Edwin: Aye, you can mock me whist we are in the very heart of your domain, druid, but do not push me very far.  Even here I am more than capable of ending your life.

Jaheira: Perhaps, though I doubt you would find the trip back to the cities a peaceful one.

Edwin: Without your nagging it would be as the sleep of ages.
HaerDalis’
HaerDalis’: Ah, my hound, this city be the great world of commerce.  Perhaps we can sell Jaheira?

Jaheira: Cut your wit, bard.  The day has been long already, without your adding hours to it.

HaerDalis’: Cut my wit.  Why certainly, if only I could use your nose’s razor edge to perform the task.

Jaheira: Aye, it seems I’ve sharpened it upon the grindstone of your heart.  

HaerDalis’: Well, my frumpy Ptarmigan, I must protest -

Jaheira: “Me thinks thou dost protest too much”.  Aye, I can quote the poets as well.  If you must protest, I respond only to hunger strikes and, even then, too late.

HaerDalis’: Oh, (CHARNAME), raven of sympathy!  Yon woman is stifling my creativity and stealing thunder from my wit!  I swear I cannot work amidst the lashings of her tongue!
HaerDalis’: Why do you stare at me so, Jaheira?  Have I offended you?  My manner is oft grim but I did not think you so sensitive to it.

Jaheira: No, no, I find your wit a treat, especially when it is unleashed upon the hapless that did no see it lying in wait.

HaerDalis’: Then why the glances as my head turns away?

Jaheira: Forgive me the curiosity, but you are quite alien to me.  You are not of this place, and do not fit into the natural order, at least not by design.

HaerDalis’: Ah, then you are wary, and are intent on keeping me under guard?

Jaheira: Not so much, but I am interested to see where your niche finds itself.  I am wondering what you will balance, for all things have their counterpart.

HaerDalis’: I see.  Perhaps I straddle the fence, finding my own balance.  Perhaps I drop things on either side as whim dost take me.  

Jaheira: Or perhaps you enjoy the discord of chaos because you have not found that niche as yet.  We shall see.  

Imoen
*TOB*

Jaheira: A moment, Imoen, if you don’t mind?

Imoen: I suppose, Jaheira.  What is it you want?

Jaheira: Well, that is just it, isn’t it?  You have been so formal to me, so distant.  Is there something wrong?  

Imoen: I don’t ... I’m not ... Well, actually, I have been a little nervous around you because of ... well ...

Jaheira: Because of my association with the Harpers?  I thought so.  (CHARNAME) has suffered at the hands of many groups because of his lineage and now that you share it ...

Imoen: I don’t mean to be a stranger but ... people will see me differently now, I just know.

Jaheira: Let them see you however they wish.  What can you do but just be yourself?  I know these are only words but ... these will be fine.

Imoen: I know.  Thanks though.
Jan Jansen
Jaheira: You look quite interested in the local fauna, Jan.

Jan: Oh, yes indeed.  It reminds me of my cousin, Tyllie Fleetknees, and the garden she had at the foot of a dryad tree in the Forest of Wyrms.  I tell you, she went up expecting well-aerated soil and did she get a surprise?  Oh yes indeed!  Why, I remember it was burned into my memory like a flaming stick, which was very close to the truth actually ... 

Jaheira: Jan.

Jan: Er ... yes?

Jan: Not now.

Jan: Ahh ... of course.

*TOB*

Jan: You know, Jaheira, in all our travels, your smile has eluded me.

Jaheira: Oh, come now.  Certainly I reserve my emotions for matters of greater import but ...

Jan: That is the thing.  Perhaps I have moved you on occasion, but any fleeting glimmer of a smile is gone before it properly lights the room.  

Jaheira: Well, have you a relative that might remedy the situation?

Jan: Eh, perhaps illustrating the horror of unappreciated storytelling?  Well ... I had an Uncle Richard that tried to bring nude theater to a festival in Waterdeep ... Exposure is usually good for an actor’s career, but even so, a cold reception for the play caused the cast to shrink steadily.  Blackballed, my uncle tried to recruit from the thieves’ guild, but they wouldn’t let their nickers go.  ‘Just bare with me,’ he would say, but they were afraid of being stripped of their dignity.  He gave up the lead to attract new members, and eventually the production’s genius was uncovered, even with his part left out.  

Jaheira: Ah ...

Jan: Verdict?

Jaheira: Not ... one of your best. (snicker)

Jan: They can’t all take the brass ring.

Jaheira: Keep trying?

Jan: I will if you will, my dear.
Keldorn
Keldorn: So, this is home to your mysterious Harpers, is it?

Jaheira: Less and less mysterious with every day of your scrutiny, Lord Keldorn.  Had I my choice, I would rather none but me were here at all.

Keldorn: Then I thank the gods you do not have your choice more often.  Your opinions run often towards the brash, my dear.

Jaheira: I am Harper, Keldorn, I am discreet when I wish.  I just find other methods to be ... more effective.  Now, may I suggest you keep your next thoughts to yourself?

Keldorn: Ah ... yes ... aye, m’lady.
(Jaheira below 15 hit points)

Jaheira: My injuries mount, and I will need treatment soon.  But it is all worth it, for our battles have dispatched many ne’er-do-wells to the nether planes.  No quarter ever given or deserved, right paladin Keldorn?

Keldorn: Am I to judge by your tone that you are sympathetic to our enemies?

Jaheira: Not in the least, although I do entertain the thought that they might not all be irredeemable.  

Keldorn: In theory perhaps, though I see no hesitation on your part in battle either.  Do you claim to chastise me while doing the same yourself?

Jaheira: Not within battle, no, but I gather your white and black views extend well beyond that.  There is grey as well.

Keldorn: Grey?  Grey is not a color, but the blurring of another.  Grey is indecision, and I have no time for it.  
*TOB*

Jaheira: Keldorn?  You look pensive.  Are you well?

Keldorn: I am well enough, Jaheira, though our circumstance gives me reason to pause.

Jahiera: Hmm.  I have been thinking as well.  It is hard to draw a line in the sand and say, ‘this side represents balance, and this side does not.’

Keldorn: Balance?  Would that balance was the worst of our worries.

Jaheira: Ah.  Having trouble with the black and white aspects?

Keldorn: That would be an understatement.  I am quite certain of what evil lies ahead, but I am finding problems with identifying the ‘good’ path around it.

Jaheira: I’m not sure what to say.  We do what we can when the opportunity presents itself.

Keldorn: That would be all that can be asked.  Torm guide us, we need his wisdom.
Korgan
Korgan: That’s quite a fine wooden staff you’ve got there, woman.  Tell me, ye crack acorns with it?  Or call some rarebit friends to frolic with ye?

Jaheira: Nature’s servant makes no judgement on the woodlands.  Your tone betrays you, Korgan.

Korgan: Perhaps ye could summon a horde of squirrels to take the day, or make some lovely leaf stew?  

Jaheira: A great many things are lost to you, I would think.  

Korgan: Yer eyes wander all over me back while I battle.  Do I meet yer approval?  I hope not; I find yer nuts and berries approach to be quite feeble.  

Jaheira: What does it matter what I would think of you, if at all?  You could scarcely care less.

Korgan: Aye, that is true enough, but I’ll not have ye at me back and thinking me ill.  I’d sooner gut ye here and now, and let your bile fertilize yer precious plants.

Jaheira: Ah, you have quite the way of inspiring comrades.  Such an act would let you sleep soundly at night.  Your ‘friends’ will ... watch over you intently.

Korgan: Ehh, such a sleep be akin to death, may even become it.  So walk on, wench o’ the wood, but do so ahead of me!  
Mazzy
Jaheira: Oh omnipresent authority figure, what are your commands now?

Mazzy: Jaheira, there is a level of sarcasm in your tone that is perhaps unnecessary.  We have a leader that honestly tries to anticipate our needs ...

(CHARNAME): Heed Mazzy well, Jaheira.

Mazzy: As I was saying, (HE or SHE) has enough trouble keeping this rag-tag group together.  Perhaps it would be better to be more constructive and less ...

or
(CHARNAME): ‘Tries’, Mazzy?

Mazzy: Excuse me.  (HE or SHE) IS a good leader, and it is difficult enough to keep this group together.  Perhaps it would be better to be more constructive and less ...

Jaheira: Bitchy?

Mazzy: If that is how you wish to put it, yes.

Jaheira: Worry not for the feelings of (CHARNAME), small one, as (HE or SHE) and I go far back and have an understanding of sorts.  

Mazzy: As you will.  It was only a humble suggestion.  I’ve no wish to intrude upon your relationship with (CHARNAME).

(Jaheira below 15 hits points)

Jaheira: My injuries sting, but I think it mostly my pride that hurts.  But we did well enough in our last battle, did we not?  I’ll wager we may outlive the season if we are careful.

Mazzy: That we might, though this was surely but a small scuffle.  Our battles will loom larger as we garner more enemies.

Jaheira: You do not seem worried at this prospect.

Mazzy: Our virtue will guide the way.  We shall not falter.
Minsc
Minsc: Ooo, squirrels Boo!  I know I saw them!  Quick, throw nuts!

Jaheira: Minsc, could you please maintain a little grace while in nature’s presence?  Sometimes I simply do not know how you came by your title of ranger.

Minsc: Do you wish me dour and sour like most others?  No, I say not.  The animals run and play without care, and I would too ... if such a thing would not squish Boo flat.  

Jaheira: But your duties are serious things, Minsc.  Do you realize that?

Minsc: I am very serious!  Boo would not let me shirk my duties!  I would not want to shirk anything!  No shirking, no sir!

Jaheira: Admirable, Minsc, but you use that word like you don’t know what it means.

Minsc: Eh, well ... no ... but it sounds sharp and painful and I always reserve such things for freaks that might steal those squirrels’ nuts!  

Jaheira: Good job, Minsc.  You keep it up.
Nalia
(Nalia below 10 hit points)

Jahiera: You are quite unused to the pain of battle, are you not?  I can see it in your face.

Nalia: It shows, does it?  I hoped I would be of some help to those less fortunate, but I seem to be quite prone to bruising.

Jaheira: You will learn many harsh realities out here, but you will also learn to deal with them.  Or you may die.  One or the other.

Nalia: Thanks for your support ... I think.
*TOB*

Jaheira: Well, little Nalia, you seem to have grown quite accustomed to the power you now wield.  

Nalia: Why do you bring this up now, Jaheira?  You have that tone in your voice again.

Jaheira: ‘That’ tone?  I do not understand what you mean.  

Nalia: Yes you do.  It’s that ‘time for an unnecessary lecture’ tone that means you are about to caution me about the use of the power I have earned.

Jaheira: I see. And what do you think the outcome of such a conversation would be?

Nalia: Well, I believe that I would tell you I have found my true calling, that you should probably butt out, and that I would really prefer you to refrain from calling me ‘little Nalia.’

Jaheira: Determined to do good works no matter what the world thinks, is that the gist of it?

Nalia: Yes, that would be the gist of it.

Jaheira: Then I agree that the lecture would be unnecesary.  I need say nothing.  

Nalia: You ... what?  Thank you, Jaheira.
Sarevok
*TOB*

Sarevok: What is that I smell?  A burning rage?  Hatred barely controlled?  Jaheira, your eyes threaten to cut out my heart as I stand.

Jaheira: Walk where you will.  My fight with you is over.

Sarevok: Is it?  I had hoped my last bid for power would have had a more enduring impact.  The memories of the victims are all that remain of it.

Jaheira: You are nothing to me.  You are a phantom, a shadow of an evil already faded.  I will remember your defeat and nothing more.

Sarevok: My ... defeat.  Of course, I understand.  I am nothing because if I AM something, then you failed, didn’t you?  You worry that the avenged will not sleep if their tormentor has returned.  

Jaheira: Your existence is an insult to Gorion and every life you took, so I deny you, just as nature’s cycle has denied you and spat you back upon the surface.

Sarevok: Harsh words, nature’s warrior.  You cut to my soul raising questions of who or what I am, and I have no answer ... But I can *live* with that.

Jaheira: You *exist*, you do not *live*.  You will miss the great mother’s embrace in time.  You are nothing.

Valygar
Jaheira: You scan the horizon as a hawk, Valygar, though with such an unnatural threat in your past I cannot say I blame you.

Valygar: Unnatural ... yes.   I struggle to understand the differences in magic that have been presented to me.  How do you feel about it, Jaheira?  Are they not all cut of the same vile shroud?

Jaheira: Magic takes many forms, and only some dare circumvent the cycle of death.  It is a power that draws from all things, and need not be feared simply for being.

Valygar: I suppose not, though there is ample to fear in those who wield it.

*TOB*

Jaheira: I find it surprising that we have so little to say to one another, Valygar.

Valygar: I have little to say to anyone, usually, and that is by my design.

Jaheira: I understand.  Still, we share much as druid and ranger.

Valygar: Yes, we share misconceptions and stereotypes.  You know as well as I that our outlooks differ fundamentally.  

Jaheira: Perhaps.  As a druid, any encroachment of civilization on the wild places is a loss to be mourned.  

Valygar: I have seen communities destroyed because they did not fit the ‘balance’ of a marsh or woodland.

Jaheira: Destroyed?

Valygar: ‘Encouraged’ to relocate, but these are just different words for the same thing.

Jaheira: I’m sure it was a dire circumstance.  

Valygar: Someone thought it was.  Responsible use was apparently not an option.  I bear you no ill-will, Jaheira, but druidic ‘big-picuture balance’ can spawn very intimate hardships.

Jaheira: Well, we shall have to agree to disagree.

Valygar: As you see fit.

Viconia
Viconia: Tell me, Harper, who was who with your parentage?  Father the darthir, mother the rivvil?  Or father human, mother elven?  It’s always confusing with crossbred mongrels.

Jaheira: Two people in love, swine.  A rain not likely to soak your parade of scabbed obscenity anytime soon.
Jaheira: Avert your eyes, dark elf.  I’ll not have you taint the beauty of the wood with your poison gaze.  

Viconia: Would you deny me even the sight of the trees, Jaheira?  I can appreciate the strength of the oak, even though I would never live amongst them.  

Jaheira: I am not to be swayed by your words, creature.  I know too much of you and your kind.

Viconia: Ooo, such delicious fire, though better it was turned on an enemy.  I would be your ally, Jaheira; your strength might even bring you respect among my kind.

Jaheira: Lies.  Such respect would grant me naught but a bigger tombstone, or a nameless grave in a slightly nicer tunnel.

Viconia: Granted you might not live to make that favorable impression, but I still say that it is so.  Take that as you will.
Yoshimo
Jaheira: You need not turn your eyes to me each time I drop my head, Yoshimo.  I am well and fine.

Yoshimo: If that is so, then I am glad.  I am eager to please if you should want for anything.

Jaheira: I am sure, but I will keep my thoughts to myself in this case.

Yoshimo: Ahh, memories of the fallen are sweetest, are they not?  I will intrude no more.

Jaheira: Er, yes, whatever you wish.
JAN JANSEN
Aerie
Jan: So you come from the winged folk, do you lass?

Aerie: Yes - Yes sir.

Jan: No need to be formal, lassie.  Call me Jan.  I was recently reminded of my ex-brother in law, Burt Wonderkind, fabulous griffin-baiter.  

Aerie: A ... A griffin-baiter?

Jan: Yes, of course.  It’s something of a cottage industry amongst Amnish gnomes.  Quite simple, I’ve heard.  You merely tame a couple of wyverns and WHOOSH, tear through the sky to fling insults at the hapless griffins.  

Aerie: Oh, I didn’t think you could tame a griffin.

Jan: Really?  Everyone I know has a pet wyvern.  Taming wyverns is child’s play, literally.  As children, we’d tame wyverns.  It’s easy since they have such an affinity for turtles.  Back in the old days it used to rain turtles on even days and frogs on odd days.

Aerie: Why, that’s ridiculous!

Jan: That’s what I thought until the drought hit.  There were ornery wyverns everywhere.  After a rich diet of turtle mash, you couldn’t expect them to accept bacon without eating a few human nobles, now, could you?  Of course, by then, Burt was such a successful griffin-baiter that the authorities just couldn’t find it in their hearts to make us leash the wyverns.  The loss of the noble class is truly a small price to pay in return for the continuity of such a fine sport.  There’s nothing like the look of incredulity on a griffin’s face to keep one’s spirit up.  

Aerie: I ... I wish I could fly.  I haven’t been able to since I was a ... since I was a kid.

Jan: Don’t you worry, lass.  If Burt ever comes by, we’ll get you up in the air faster than a chicken with one of Jan Jansen’s Flasher Master Bruiser Mates tied to his rear.  Trust me, that is fast!

* TOB *

Aerie: You seem to be limping, Jan.  Have you been hurt recently?

Jan: No, lass, I’m not hurt and the limp is not new.  I’ve had it as long as you’ve known me.  ‘Tis a wooden leg you see.  I was smuggling crackers into Waterdeep several years back (The Council had outlawed them due to near constant cracker-related debauchery, you see... I couldn’t let THAT pass.  The Council had sealed off all ports and mobilized the army to stop all cracker entry.  The city was shut down, martial law was declared and people huddled in their homes for fear and want of crackers.  I could not stand idly by while such persecution was visited on the somewhat innocent peoples of Waterdeep.  So I smuggled crackers.  Salted, unsalted, and herb-riddled alike, it mattered not.  All came in and all were consumed in secret orgies of cracker-related tomfoolery.  Then came the unpleasant business with the hanging.  I hadn’t seen Picklefeather’s eyes bulge like that since that Wyvern kicked him in the ba... (Oops! Innocent elvish lass, have to watch the tongue) uh... in the arm. (Yes, that will do.)  The moral of the story is, you reap what you sow.  I still own a warehouse full of saltines.  I send a box each year to all my friends.  Seem to have fewer friends each year as a result, but that’s to be expected.

Aerie: What does that have to do with your wooden leg?

Jan: What wooden leg?  I have no wooden leg?
Aerie: Grrrr! You’re IMPOSSIBLE!

Jan: Why yes, I suppose I am, at that. (grin)  
Anomen
Anomen: ‘Tis truly an adventure for the weak-willed.  I’ve fought campaigns against the Hillgnasher giants, and slew twenty of the foul beasts.

Jan: Did I ever tell you the tale of the Lobotimized Orc, my good knight Anomen?

Anomen: You have not and I’ve no wish to hear it?

Jan: Well anyway, as a child my mammy would give us kids a bowl of gravel, which was all we could afford, and tell us this parable.  Now listen, knighty, lest you be eating gravel.  Twas once a heavily brained damaged Orc named Ano.  Ano was trudging though the forest one day, looking for bull droppings with which he could stuff his mattress, when he happened across a remarkable scene.  A brave and noble knight, Jen the Brilliant by name, fought with an evil giant.  Ano watched as Jan slew the giant.  Then the knight had ridden off to save several small children from a wicked witch, also known as a nobleman, who was attempting to poison the poor dears.  Regardless, Ano promptly cut the head off of the fallen giant and ran home to his home in the Dung Orc village and claimed that he had killed the monster.  

Anomen: I warn you, gnome.  Cease your prattling immediately!
Jan: Did I tell you that Ano had a nasty habit of interrupting folk?  Anyway, the giant’s brother heard of his siblings demise and the subsequent display of his head in Dung Town.  He caught up to Ano, who was stupidly stuffing his mattress with bull dung, and returned to his cave with the orc stuffed through his belt.  As punishment for his brother’s supposed murderer, he tied a porcupine with the orcs head and proceeded to clean his latrine with the makeshift orc brush.  Much to the giant’s dismay, Ano actually enjoyed it.  Fascinating tale, that!  I love to tell it!

Anomen: I’ll suffer no insults from you, runtish one!

Jan: Calm yourself, Ano.  There was no insult to you.  It was merely a parable told to me by my dear departed mother.

Anomen: I shall not forget this, gnome!  Your blood shall stain my blade, yet!

Jan: Whenever you wish to try it, Ano.

*TOB*

Jan: Anomen, my friend, I realize that I’ve been less than polite with you in the past and I wish to apologize.

Anomen: Verily, you have played me most false.

Jan: Indeed!  All know that you’re an unrepetant ass.  ‘Tis not my place to bring it up.

Anomen: Shut up, gnome.

Jan: Your ugliness, both in body and soul, although true, is inappropriate for discussion and rankly impolite.  You’re stupid, poorly educated, and always smell faintly of lilacs, but it was wrong of me to bring attention to it.

Anomen: Silence before I CRACK YOUR SKULL!

Jan: Arrogant, drunken, whiny, pompous are common adjectives used to describe you, but I was wrong to say so.  You are completely incapable of independent thought and soil yourself with regularity seldom found outside of a nursery.  I shall no longer bring these things up in front of others.  Well I’m glad that, despite your idiocy, you managed to grasp the concept of my apology and mumble some poorly-worded forgiveness.  Cheers!

*TOB* 

Jan: Anomen, I’ve been having such a lovely time and have thought to share some reflections with you.

Anomen: Say no more, gnome.  Your jibes are meaningless to me.  I am a knight and, as such, above your pettiness.

Jan: ‘Tis exactly the subject I wish to discuss.  Now, it’s common knowledge that knights are cleric initiates who are too stupid and ugly to be presentable in church.

Anomen: You are but the buzzing of a fly and affect me not at all.

Jan: So, being a failed cleric ...

Anomen: I have failed at nothing!  I was chosen to squire for my courage and nobility.

Jan: Of course you didn’t ‘fail’!  They have to tell failures something to keep up blind obedience, that is to say, morale.

Anomen: Just leave me be you icky little man!

Jan: “Icky”?? (ha ha) Did you think of that on your own? (ha ha ha ha)
Cernd
*TOB*

Jan: If you don’t mind my saying so, Cernd, you seem a bit jumpy around me.  Do I ... unnerve you somehow?

Cernd: It is not you personally, though I am concerned with the gadgets you are fiddling with.

Jan: Ah, my flashers and such?  Concerned they may be unbalancing?  Unbalancing?  Unnaturally balancing?

Cernd: They do seem to harness more energy than such a small package could contain.

Jan: Nothing to be concerned of, I assure you.  Only the finest of fillings find foothold in a fatabulous Jansen family flasher firework.  Find fault and finances refunded free.

Cernd: Well, that aside, I’m sure that they are just a clever mixture of natural elements, though you’ll understand if I prefer to be a respectable distance when they are set off.  

Jan: Oh, I would recommend it.  Normally sedate Uncle Flippy turned into quite the conversationalist after getting a little too close to one.  “WHAT!”, he would say, “WHAT! WHAT!”  Not as comical as you might think.  Now he’s taking complaints in a Waterdeep fest hall.  (sigh) What do they say down there?  ‘You got troubles?  That and a gold piece will get you as far as Flippy hears.’
Edwin
Edwin: Jan, your stories are filled with discrepancies, half-truths, and bafflegab.  A woeful weaver of yarns you are for one so self-professed with the talents to do so.

Jan: Is there an epic begging for verse rattling about in your head Edwin?




Edwin: Nothing that could compete heartily with your cock-eyed narrative gems.
Jan: So, mageling, how goes the battle against all that is right and good in this world?
Edwin: (It would surely go better without annoying gnomes asking questions) Question not my designs, else you, too, will become an unwilling part of them.

Jan: I sometimes believe it is my destiny to become a part of some incompetent mages fizzled schemes.  Golodon the Unmanned being a case in point.  You, too, I suppose.

Edwin: Am I to be continually plagued by fools.  Conversation with you does not rate highly on my list of things to accomplish.  Run along, now.  (Yes, that will do.)

Jan: Truth be told, I feel a bit sorry for you.  It must be frustrating to see your entire life’s goals amount to absolutely nothing.  

Edwin: What do you know of my goals, gnome?

Jan: If you say so.  Let me know when it’s time to bow.  I might not notice it.
*TOB*

Edwin: Out with it, gnome!  I see that you are fabricating another of your fanciful lies as you look at me!

Jan: Oh, don’t get all huffy.  It’s just that, at this angle you look a lot like my Uncle Ager of the Tomes.
Edwin: Ah, and I suppose he had a comical disfigurement, or his mind fell a few coppers short of a silver, or that his tremendous odor kept the stars afloat, or some other thinly disguised failing told ONLY to demean me in the eyes of others!

Jan: Eh, no, he was a mage.  Tell me, Edwin, are you having trouble at home?

Edwin: (sigh) Go away, gnome.  Go away.
HaerDalis’
Jan: Haerry, I have an idea for a play.

HaerDalis’: Please, Jan, my name is HaerDalis’.

Jan: You see, Haerry, Angus the Giant Beaver is ousted from his house and home by the Bullywag bullies to embark on an epic quest that takes him to the next pond.

HaerDalis’: Yes, epic.  Go on.

Jan: No, no, no, this is only the beginning.  Along the way, he encounters Gurgen the Hormonal Moose and a friendship quickly develops between the two, seeing them through times of great trial and tribulation, though the friendship also caused a great deal of trial and tribulation, as you can well imagine.

HaerDalis’: What, if I may ask, is a moose?

Jan: Too late, I’m already on to great trials and tribulations - Think of it, Haerry, such broad and vital themes.  Anyhow, the moose catches a curious and ultimately fatal disease and Angus, as a final testament to the friendship, enshrines him within a wooden tomb in the middle of the lake, before throwing himself in the lake to drown.  

HaerDalis’: Jan, beavers can’t drown.  They spend half their life underwater.

Jan: There’s no point in arguing, Haerry.  It’s a true tale and if you have any doubt, you can ask my great-aunt Apo Pettiwick, who never married.  It all happened in her back yard when she ran the farmer’s market that sold turnips in Thundertree, just upstream of Neverwinter.

HaerDalis’: Pray I never go there, Jan.  Pray I never go there.

*TOB*

Jan: Haerry, could I draw upon your bardic prowess to help me with a little poem I’m working on?  It’s a tribute to our fearless leader.

HaerDalis’: I truly wish you would call me by my proper name, Jan.  But I shall be happy to collaborate with you on such an epic subject.

Jan: Great, Haerry.  I knew I could count on you.  I’m off to a pretty good start but I need rhymes for ‘purple’, ‘orange’, and ‘silver’.

HaerDalis’: Ah, well ... perhaps you are focusing too much on colors, Jan.  Mayhaps we could take this ballad in a different direction.

Jan: Okay, I’ll work on that stanza myself.  Maybe you can help me with the next verse.  What’s a good rhyme for ‘bucket’?

HaerDalis’: One does spring readily to mind ... Listen, my would be sparrow, I do not mean to give offense but perhaps you could let me work with the composition and add my own brand of subtle wit to the mix.

Jan: Ah, Haerry, let’s just forget about it.  I was born a storyteller, and a storyteller I’ll remain until the day I die.  I’m not poet, and I never will be.  

HaerDalis’: Normally I would encourage an artist such as yourself to branch out, but in this case abandoning the genre may be for the best.
Imoen
*TOB*

Imoen: You know, Jan ... I was listening to a story you were telling a little earlier.  I thought it was quite fascinating.  

Jan: Indeed?  Well, I must say I’ve never quite looked at goat cheese quite the same way again.  And neither did poor Gilbert.  Or any of his cats.  

Imoen: And neither will (CHARNAME), the way (HE or SHE) was groaning.  Your story did remind me of a story I heard in Candlekeep, though.  

Jan: Oh?  A new story?  My, my ... you’ve got the tiniest toes on my gnomish feet wiggling like Aunt Petunia trying to get into her Sunday dress.  Let’s hear it.  

Imoen: Well, it just reminded me of the bowl of goat’s milk that old Winthrop used to put outside his door every evening for the dust devils.  He said that dust demons could never resist goat’s milk, and that they would always drink themselves into a stupor and then be tired to enter his room ... that way he would never have to spend any time dusting because his room was always be clean.  

Jan: Ingenious!  Go on.

Imoen: It turns out that dust devils gossip a lot, and tales of Winthrop’s nightly goat milk would spread.  So along comes this three-armed Balor (There’s a longer story about why the Balor had only three arms, and besides the fact he was nicknamed ‘Smart Mouth’ by the greater powers of the Abyss I won’t go into it any more than that.) who flies into Candlekeep in the middle of the night and storms his way over the Winthrop’s cell and drinks the milk.  The Balor, however, has mis-heard the gossip and thought he was drinking the milk of a pregnant Glabrezu.  Don’t ask me why.  

Jan: Well, he must have been disappointed.  I know I would have been.

Imoen: Indeed, he was.  He put up such a fuss and a racket, pounding on the door to Winthrop’s cell, that he woke up just about everyone in the keep.  Including Gorion, who usually slept very soundly and didn’t wake up very well, anyway.  Well, Gorion was all groggy and thought the keep was under attack and just about blew the roof off with a series of fireballs and lightning bolts.  (CHARNAME) was so scared (HE or SHE) cried like a baby.

Jan: Hhmph.  I don’t blame (HIM or HER).  Uncle Scratchy once did something similar with a bad mixture of turnip stew and vinegar, but the smell was probably worse.  

Imoen: Gorion was terribly angry.  He was grumbling and (CHARNAME) was bawling, people were running around everywhere ... it was a terrible scene.  They banned goat’s milk from the keep, which meant that Winthrop had to dust his own room after that point and taught him a lesson about trying to get out of work, as well.  

Jan: Hmmmn.  What happened to the Balor?

Imoen: Oh.  The monks bought him off with a tome of jokes about baatezu.  I hear he’s been touring the Abyss ever since.  Gets heckled a lot, but what do you expect for a comedian in hell?

Jan: Hmmn.  Hmn.  Alright.  Yes, very good job there, lass.  At least one turnip reference might be called for in the future, but all-around well done.  

Imoen: (giggle) I’ll keep that in mind.
Jaheira
Jaheira: You look quite interested in the local fauna, Jan.

Jan: Oh, yes indeed.  It reminds me of my cousin, Tyllie Fleetknees, and the garden she had at the foot of a dryad tree in the Forest of Wyrms.  I tell you, she went up expecting well-aerated soil and did she get a surprise?  Oh yes indeed!  Why, I remember it was burned into my memory like a flaming stick, which was very close to the truth actually ... 

Jaheira: Jan.

Jan: Er ... yes?

Jan: Not now.

Jan: Ahh ... of course.

*TOB*

Jan: You know, Jaheira, in all our travels, your smile has eluded me.

Jaheira: Oh, come now.  Certainly I reserve my emotions for matters of greater import but ...

Jan: That is the thing.  Perhaps I have moved you on occasion, but any fleeting glimmer of a smile is gone before it properly lights the room.  

Jaheira: Well, have you a relative that might remedy the situation?

Jan: Eh, perhaps illustrating the horror of unappreciated storytelling?  Well ... I had an Uncle Richard that tried to bring nude theater to a festival in Waterdeep ... Exposure is usually good for an actor’s career, but even so, a cold reception for the play caused the cast to shrink steadily.  Blackballed, my uncle tried to recruit from the thieves’ guild, but they wouldn’t let their nickers go.  ‘Just bare with me.’, he would say, but they were afraid of being stripped of their dignity.  He gave up the lead to attract new members, and eventually the production’s genius was uncovered, even with his part left out.  

Jaheira: Ah ...

Jan: Verdict?

Jaheira: Not ... one of your best. (snicker)

Jan: They can’t all take the brass ring.

Jaheira: Keep trying?

Jan: I will if you will, my dear.
Keldorn
Keldorn: One must maintain constant disciple and remember the four principles of virtue ... that is my motto and everlasting burden.

Jan: Virtue, eh knighty?

Keldorn: Indeed, little one.  ‘Tis not virtuous to refer to me as ‘knighty’.

Jan: Another human with his shorts in a knot.  But I digress.  Anyway, Keldy, my mother wrote a book on virtue.  

Keldorn: Did she?  

Jan: Oh yes, a book on the virtues of erotic love.  “Sins of the Flesh Golem”, it was called.  Excellent sales in the paladin’s spouse market.  

Keldorn: A wholly inappropriate jest, Jan.  You should be ashamed.

Jan: It is no jest.  I’ll send you a copy, if your wife does not already have one.

Keldorn: Never speak of my wife, gnome.  Your lack of respect is appalling.

Jan: Ah, now I see. One of THOSE.

Keldorn: It is not your place to judge my affairs.  You must learn to respect your leaders.

Jan: I do respect my leaders.  This has nothing to do with them.  This reminds me of the chapter where the paladin first makes passionate love to the flesh golem.  What a beautiful scene

...

Keldorn: Begone, gnome, lest my honor demand that I perform which acts that you shall regret.

Jan: “Fleshy, honey,” the paladin said.  “Yes, baby?” the golem said ...

(After Jan is resurrected)

Jan: Greetings, everyone.  No gifts or souvenirs this time, but I’ll keep you all in mind the next time I’m gone.  Oh, Keldorn: the gods say ‘hi’ and that you should wash your underwear more thoroughly.  Everyone ready?  Let’s go adventuring.  

Keldorn: Master Jansen, are you so absolutely incapable of acknowledging the seriousness of our situation?!

Jan: Acknowledged and accounted for - as serious as a turnip blight in winter.  Nasty rotten thing that is ... Keldorn, have you ever considered renting out your services as a turnip healer?  You would be more than popular, I assure you.

Keldorn: The abilities granted to be by my faith are not for sale, especially not for something as foolish and as - as vegetal as a - a turnip!

Jan: You remind me of a top my great-uncle on my father’s side made for me as a child.  You just wound it up and let it go - it was as if it had an ‘auto-wabble’ setting or some such thing.  So, are we ready for adventuring, everybody?

Keldorn: Oh, never mind.  I’ll stand elsewhere, gnome, lest your constant talk put me to sleep.

*TOB*

Jan: So Keldorn, while we’re on the subject of adult diapers, you’re getting on in years, aren’t you?
Keldorn: What in the blazes are you about, Jan?  We were on no such topic!

Jan: Well, it’s just that as Uncle Stinky was nearing your age he was prone to a terrible diaper rash.  I thought you, too, might be suffering in noble knightish silence.  No man should face diaper rash alone.

Keldorn: ‘Uncle Stinky’? (sigh) He was called this because of the diapers, I suppose?

Jan: No, ‘twas the fish heads that earned him that moniker.  Real name is Rooctal or Sloobal or something.  I can’t recall.  Why, as Pappy used to say, “If you can’t join ‘em, take your boot and -
Keldorn: Gods! (CHARNAME), do I strike you as a stupid man?

(CHARNAME): Why do you ask?

Keldorn: I continue to be conversationally pummeled by the gnome.  He’s still talking isn’t he?

(CHARNAME): Yes.

Jan: - which is really the reason I had the donkey to begin with.  Good luck with the rash.

Or
(CHARNAME): Well, you did walk into that one.  You should have ignored him.

Keldorn: He’s still talking isn’t he?

(CHARNAME): Yes.

Jan: - which is really the reason I had the donkey to begin with.  Good luck with the rash.  

Korgan
Korgan: Hahahaha!  Marvelous tale, gnome.  Well told, well told.  Only blight on ye is that trimmed beard and that loathsome pointy pickle hanging off yer face.

*TOB*

Jan: Korgy old pal, have I ever told you how much you remind me of my uncle, Uriah Twin-Hammers? 
Korgan: Watch yer step, gnome.  If ye make me angry, I’ll bury the head of me axe so far up yer backside yer breath will smell like magic metal!

Jan: That’s exactly the kind of thing Twin-Hammers would say.  He was a ruthless, savage, bloodthirsty outlaw who would kill anyone or anything that got in his way.  He used to repeatedly terrorize a certain gnomish village he frequently wandered through in his neverending quest for profit and bloodshed.  

Korgan: A man after me own black heart!  Carry on, gnome ... ye got me blood stirrin’!

Jan: Of course, all good things come to an end.  Fed up with Uriah’s antics, the village hired a hero to protect them and enforce the law - the legendary Clint Hackman (so named for his habit of chopping his foes to little bits).  With the townsfolk peering from their windows the outlaw and the famous lawman stared each other down in the center of the dusty, deserted street.  Cold as ice, Uriah said: ‘I’ve killed women and children.  I’ve killed everything that walks or crawls on this earth.  And now I’m here to kill you.’  Alas, Uriah met his end on that street.  With his first blow he broke his hammer on Hackman’s shield, and that was it.  Weaponless, he wasn’t much of a match for the mighty Clint.  If my uncle had only been named Two-Hammer because he carried two weapons he still might be alive today.  But Uriah got his nickname for the mighty hammer he carried in his belt and the even mightier ... uh, ‘hammer’ he had *beneath* his belt, if you get my drift.  A fine instrument to have, but not much good in a fight.  

Korgan: HAR! HAR! HAR!  ‘Tis a good thing ye know yer audience, gnome ... me axe stays in my belt.

*TOB*

Korgan: ‘Tis been far too long since our last battle.  Jan, ye runty windbag, tell me a story to ward off the boredom ... and if ye know what’s good for ye, it’ll be about dwarves!

Jan: Ah, finally someone who appreciates my tales!  A tale about dwarves, eh?  Let me see, of course - my cousin Kimble.  Not a dwarf himself per say, but Kimble always was of peculiar tastes for a gnome.  He fell in love with a dwarven lass.  She was stout and stocky, with a gruff voice and a soft, supple beard ...

Korgan: Ah, gnome, ye know how to paint a lovely picture ... such a beauty she must ha’ been!

Jan: Oh yes, she was a fine looking woman ... to Kimble’s eyes at least.  She cast a spell on him far stronger than any sorcerer could have.  But she wouldn’t have anything to do with my cousin - she had dwarven princes and clan lords after her calloused hands, and she couldn’t be bothered with a dirt poor turning farming gnome.  But Kimble’s heart wouldn’t be denied ... he left his own family to follow this bewitching character back to her clan home.

Korgan: Yer losin’ me gnome, I don’t want no weeping love story.  I want killin’ and death!  Give me blood!

Jan: You wanted a story about dwarves, and this is the only one I’ve got.  I just can’t make up a life, you know ... that would be an affront to the grand tradition of storytelling in my family!  Now, where was I?  Oh yes, Kimble.  My cousin followed the lovely dwarven lass to her clan home in the Alimir Mountains, and started a turnip farm there.  He had a rough go of it at first, let me tell you ... taxes, levies, zoning restrictions.  It was almost like the dwarves didn’t want him and his farm there.  But they never had turnips, so they didn’t really know what they were missing.  One of those turnips started to sprout things, changed in a hurry.  Turns out the dwarves of that particular clan LOVED turnips.  Fried, baked, boiled, pureed, mashed - you couldn’t find a meal of the day they didn’t have turnips with.  Turnips became so fashionable they began to wear clothes made from turnips.  Never did a dwarf look so snazzy (or smell so appetizing) as when he dressed up in a turnip top hat and turnip tails, with turnip skin shoes to complete the ensemble.  And with his turnip business booming, Kimble had more wealth than he knew what to do with.  Just walking around his house was an effort, what with all the mountains of gold spilling out of every door of every room.

Korgan: All that gold got me attention, gnome.  But the happy ending isn’t doin’ much for me.

Jan: Happy ending?  I never said any such thing.  Kimble was rich, true enough - but it turns out his dwarven love didn’t share her clans’ fondness for turnips.  In fact, she was deathly allergic.  She did her best to avoid the lethal vegetables, but as popular as Kimble’s crops were it was only a matter of time before she accidentally ate one.  It killed her, of course.  Heartbroken, Kimble tried to return to his own people.  But the dwarves just weren’t going to let him and his turnips leave.  They threw him in prison and demanded he reveal the secrets of turnip farming, but that isn’t something you can just teach.  You either have the gift or you don’t, and dwarves don’t.  In the end Kimble’s frail body succumbed to the dwarves’ torture and interrogation and he left to join his beloved in the afterlife.  And that particular dwarven clan discovered that turnip farmers were almost as tasty as turnips themselves.  Or so I’ve heard.

Korgan: HAR! HAR! HAR!  A great tale, gnome.  Ye done yerself proud!

Mazzy
Mazzy: All of the evil in the world cannot keep one from admiring the beauty of the earth.

Jan: Very true, lassie.  You must work with potatoes.

Mazzy: How might one make that assumption?

Jan: Hmm?  Oh, I thought it was obvious.  Never had you pegged for a slow one, but you never can tell.  Allow me to spell it out ... you see, about 15 years ago I was employed by a mage of no small caliber.  Golodon the unmanned was his name.  Good teeth.  Nice smell.  Vicious streak a mile wide.  

Mazzy: This is not making any sense, Jan.

Jan: He couldn’t have any children, course.  Nasty cone of cold accident, you see.  Regardless, his tower wasn’t far from Athkatla and I managed to gain employment with the old elf for a while.  Mondays were particularly amusing.  He would start the day off by summoning an imp.  He’d usually spend 3 or 4 hours making it run around the room barking like a dog.  But, as it was with Golodon, he soon tired of the sport.  He had a beautiful mastiff named Buffy.  Her diet consisted almost entirely of imps.  Imp doesn’t taste half-bad when it’s fried with a bit of garlic and butter.  Goes well with turnips, too.

Mazzy: What, pray tell, does this have to do with the presumption that I work with potatoes?

Jan: Oh, right.  So anyway, Golodon’s ex-wife lived no more than 200 paces away from the mage’s tower.  My primary job was poisoning her food, though occasionally I’d have to clean up Buffy’s excrement.  She managed to build quite the resistance to mandrake.  Golodon’s ex-wife that is, not the dog.  It was truly a magical time in my life.  I haven’t been as happy poisoning somebody since then.  I was also, of course, poisoning Golodon on his ex-wife’s behalf.  She did pay handsomely.  Word has it that Golodon has finally kicked the bucket, if you get my drift.  Died of malaria complicated by a fireball down his throat.  Apparently, Golodon’s old nemesis returned.  Dradu or Dradeen or some such name.  The old bastard would occasionally mention this enemy when he was particularly drunk.  The two of them had stolen some valuable artifacts from the gibbering twelve.  Golodon blackjacked poor Dradunce and split with the magic.  He later realized that he should have killed Dreedle and, cold-hearted fool that he was, sent assassins to finish the job.  Drafeel disappeared, though his body was never found.  It worried Golodon to no end.  

Mazzy: Perhaps we should be concentrating on our journey, good gnome.

Jan: I can’t find it in my heart to feel sorry for him.  He did fire me after all.  Do you know why?

Mazzy: I neither know nor care.

Jan: That was a bit rude.  I take my potato comment back, missy!

Mazzy: Where in the heavens did this potato remark arise in the first place?

Jan: I don’t know if I’m talking to you anymore.

Mazzy: Fine, fine!  I’d rather not hear the story anyway.

Jan: If you must know, it was during my time as a mobile turnip vendor.

Mazzy: Jan, though I respect you, I must say that you are quite infuriating.  Please desist, we have things to accomplish.

Jan: Twice a week I’d head out to the country to pick up my product.  The turnip fields were owned by my Uncle Scratchy.  Interesting fellow, by the way.  Remind me to tell you about him some time.

Mazzy: Are you even listening to me?

Jan: Each trip I made, I would stop to talk to the hafling lass that worked in Uncle Scratchy’s potato operation.  The girl had had a very difficult life.  She lost her parents to an orc attack when she was just a girl.  She’d been a slave for the foul beasts until Aunt Petunia freed her.  The girl told me that, now matter how much evil she saw or had been inflicted upon her, the simple pleasure of honest work and the feel of the earth beneath her feet always reminded her of how lucky she really was.  Her outlook was not unlike your own, dear Mazzy.  

Mazzy: A noble tale in the end, Jan, though I’m continually puzzled by your need to inflict 20 minutes of inane yarns on your listeners before getting to the point.

Jan: And that, lassie, is why you are not a consummate tale-spinner.  Don’t worry, I’ll teach you yet.

Mazzy: Jan, I find you to be quite the enigma.  This adventure has yielded us a crop of useful magical items and yet you turn your considerable powers to the never-ending quest to create the perfect turnip peeler.  How can someone who’s so clever be so shortsighted?

Jan: Well, Mazzy you’re really asking two questions there.  My shortsightedness was passed on to me by my dear departed father.  I was born with the condition and I’ll thank you not to stare!  As to your other question, it takes me back to my days as a carefree deckhand on a turnip merchant galleon.  We sailed for Waterdeep, we did, braving foul seas, foul tempers and a band of foul turnip pirates.

Mazzy: You are mentally incapable of answering a straight question, aren’t you gnome?

Jan: ‘Twas on a cold winter’s night near the beginning of the Great Underwear Shortage when we set sail. I danced naked on the poop deck, which was the custom at the time.  Well, my nose and other extremities were getting frosty so I gathered up the tatters of my poor, abused, underwear and headed to the crow’s nest.

Mazzy: Shutup, shutup, shutup, shutup!!!

Jan: Well, I never!  You did ask, after all.

Mazzy: SHUTUP!!!!

*TOB*

Jan: Mazzy, dear ... have I ever told you about my dear Aunt Petunia the ranger?
Mazzy: Yes, Jan.  I have already heard that tale, thank you.

Jan: Really?  Are you quite sure?  This is the one where she ...

Mazzy: Yes, that’s the one.  One of your best, but I have heard it before.

Jan: Well then, let me regale you with tales of my years as a ...

Mazzy: I have heard that one as well, Jan.

Jan: But I didn’t even say anything!  Ah, here’s one I KNOW you haven’t heard.  Back when I was ...

Mazzy: I am sorry to disappoint you, Jan, but I have already heard that one, too.

Jan: A-HA!  I made up that one just to test you, Mazzy!  There is no such story.

Mazzy: You mean to say that you have been telling us falsehoods this whole time, Jan?  I am so very, very disappointed in you.  Since you admit to your dishonesty, I can no longer in good conscience listen to your stories ever again.

Jan: Huh ... that really didn’t go the way I expected.
Minsc
Jan: Minsc!  Look out!  Behind you!

Minsc: Where?  He who sneaks on Minsc loses teeth!

Jan: C’mon Boo!  Quickly, to Jan!

Minsc: Stop it!  Boo is not for you, tiny!  You’ll hurt him!

Jan: He likes me.  Gnomes are far cuddlier than oafish humans.

Minsc: No, I know best when talking of Boo.  If you could hear his wishes would agree, but you cannot.  The words of Boo are for Minsc alone.

Jan: You can’t fault a fellow for trying.

Minsc: I can and will.  And another thing; no more sneaking Boo crackers.  He is getting rather portly, and the crumbs make for an itchy bedroll.

Jan: Ah, Minsc!  ‘Tis truly a beautiful day, no?  

Minsc: Weather is nice, maybe.  

Jan: It is day to get out into the world, breathe the fresh air.

Minsc: (grunt)

Jan: Too bad, though ...

Minsc: What is too bad?

Jan: It’s too bad that I won’t live to enjoy it.

Minsc: What do you mean?

Jan: Haven’t you heard, old friend.  I’ve got the Calimshan itch.  Alas, poor Jan! (sob, sob)

Minsc: An itch?  Can you not scratch it?

Jan: Only death will cure this itch.  I shall not live out the day.  Oh, terrible powers of the heavens!  Why will you let me die without granting me a final wish?  Cruel, cruel fates!

Minsc: What can Minsc do to help?  A tragedy this is!  I will slay those who need slaying!

Jan: I do have one final wish ... no, no.  I do not wish to burden my companions with my death.  My teensy-weensy wish is unimportant.  Travel on, Minsc.  Carry the torch and so forth.

Minsc: It is only fair, big-nosed little one.  We will do all that we can to aid you.

Jan: Truly, it is a small thing.  As a child I had a pet hamster, named Spanky.  Those were the only pure days in my life.  Every day was perfection.  Oh, the pain!  If I could just hold a hamster while I die, perhaps I could capture the innocence of my youth and die a happy gnome.

Minsc: You will not steal Boo from me!  I know your tricks!

Jan: Tis no trick.  (cough, cough) Nevertheless, you are correct about one thing, my oafish friend.  I do not deserve happiness.  Please, leave me to my excruciatingly painful death.  I am close now ... Spanky, I miss you!

Minsc: Boo shall comfort the dying gnome for a moment.  Only a moment!

Jan: Ah, thank you, Minsc.  May I have a moment alone?  

Minsc: Alone?  No, I draw the line ... hey!  Stand still!  I warn you!

Jan: At last Boo is mine!  I cannot believe this stupid trick worked.  Come, noble hamster, a life of frivolity awaits.

Minsc: I’ll throttle with own arms if you do not return him this instant!  This is no longer amusing!  It was never amusing!  I am not laughing!

Jan: Alright, alright.  I was only a jest, Minscy.  I meant no harm.  

Minsc: That’s right, you apologize!  It’s hard enough keeping Boo’s roaming in check without you stealing him.  Bad Jan!  There will be a booting if this happens again!
*TOB*

Jan: Oh my, my, my ... I had the strangest dream last night, Minscy.  I dreamt a wizard snuck into our camp, and cast a spell that made you and I switch identities.

Minsc: Such a thing would be a nightmare indeed - Minsc could not even fit into your tiny clothes!  I have no wish to walk naked through these strange lands ...

Jan: Just our minds were switched, Minscy.  You were me and I was you.  Oh my ... what if it wasn’t a dream?  What if it was real?  What if you’re really me, and I’m really you?  Suddenly I feel sort of funny ... HAMSTERS AND RANGERS AND HEROES TOGETHER!

Minsc: What is this?  The puny gnome speaks with the wrath and rage of a Rasheman warrior?  Boo, I am confused ...
Jan: I AM FED UP WITH YOUR WILY TRICKS YOU uh ... uh ... PIPSQUEAK!  GIVE ME BACK MY HAMSTER OR uh ... uh ... OR FEEL THE WRATH OF MY uh ... uh ...THE WRATH OF MY MIGHTY uh ... BOOT! (Yes, that will do).

Minsc: Can this be true?  Am I but the sneaky little gnome inside Minsc’s great, big body? ... No!  This is not right!  Minsc is not Jan ... Minsc is Minsc!  Minsc is Minsc, Boo is Boo, and you are a naughty, naughty gnome!
Jan: Okay Minscy, settle down.  You win.  Just a little existential prank is all - no hard feelings I hope.  (Hmmm ... I really thought that would work ...)

Minsc: Your trick may have worked, tiny one, had Boo not saved me from confusion.  Boo thinks, therefore I am.  Remember that before you tempt my wrath by trying to steal my hamster again!
*TOB*

Minsc: Boo?  Boo ... where are you?

Jan: What’s the matter, Minscy?  Did you lose (snicker) ... lose (giggle) ... lose something?

Minsc: You!  The tiny, tricky gnome!  Minsc knows it was you who stole Boo!  You cannot fool Minsc!  What is that bulge moving about within your trousers?  

Jan: This bulge here?  Why that’s (ha-ha) that’s nothing.  I’m just happy to see you, Minscy.  (giggle) Oh, those tiny feet tickle so.

Minsc: I hear Boo’s tiny squeaking!  Ho-ho!  He is growing angry, little man.  Release Boo from his little drawers lest his sharp teeth nibble on your naughty bits in his outrage!  

Jan: Boo would never do such a thing ... uh, at least I hope he wouldn’t.  Actually, now that I think about it, that’s a chance I’m not willing to take.  Here you go, Minscy - Boo’s yours again, safe and sound.

Minsc: Ah, Minsc and Boo together again!  Jan, you are not worthy of having a miniaturised giant space hamster scampering loose in your pants.

Jan: Ah, I suppose there are precious few of us indeed who are truly worthy of that particular honor.
Nalia
Nalia: All this travelling is beginning to wear on me ... I can’t remember the last time I walked so much in a single day.  Hah ... it’s something my Aunt should try, I think, instead of being hauled about in her gilded carriage.

Jan: Nalie, dearie, you remind me so much of Cletus Bifflelips, my second cousin, thrice removed.

Nalia: I don’t think that I could be very much like a person named Cletus.

Jan: You wouldn’t think so, yet here we are.  You see, Cletus had a propensity for bouts of violent projectile vomiting.  We’d call him, Cletus the Room Clearer Bifflelips.

Nalia: Please, Jan!  This is too ridiculous, even for you!

Jan: Now just bear with me for a moment, Nali.  You see, it was after one such bout that Cletus, feeling ill, took a painful stroll down to the local witch-woman, in the vague hope that she might have a cure for his problem.  After paying the 1000 gold piece consulting fee and vomiting in the proffered bucket, the witch gave Cletus an herbal tea, which he was to drink twice per day for a score of days.  Drinking it everyday on schedule, yet failing to notice any change in his condition, Cletus began to worry.  Upon finishing his final cup of tea, Cletus vomited.

Nalia: This is disgusting, Jan.

Jan: No need to force your ridiculously high standards on poor, deceased Cletus.  

Nalia: I’m sorry.  His illness killed him, did it?

Jan: Actually, he’s not dead.  I made that part up.  Well, needless to say, Cletus was somewhat angry so he went back to confront the witch.  She had, of course, taken the money and left town.  But in her haste to escape the vomiting wrath of Cletus Bifflelips, the witch left behind her belongings.  Cletus, at the height of his anger, swiped her entire collection of novels written by noted folklorist, Nalia de Bouche.  I’ll be the first to admit that revenge was not Cletus’ forte.  

Nalia: Honestly, Jan, that is the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard.  

Jan: Well, they can’t all be gems.  ‘Tis one of my favorites, however.  

*TOB*

Jan: Nalia, my dear, you’ve been positively morose of late.  Probably from studying all those scrolls.  You remind me of Gorion ... prior to his addiction to poppy seed muffins, of course.

Nalia: Jan, I’m really not in the mood for any silliness.  W’ere here with a purpose.

Jan: Exactly!  And I’ve been recording (CHARNAME)’s adventures in a suitably epic story.  Ending’s not clear but the rest is dynamo.  Maybe you can help me come up with a title?

Nalia: (sigh) Why not just call it, ‘adventures of (CHARNAME)’ or something like it?  I’m no writer, Jan, I probably can’t help you.

Jan: Nonsense!  You just need the proper inspiration.  Hmm ... maybe, ‘The Bhaal Cabal’?  How about ‘Fall of the Bhaal Cabal’?

Nalia: Yes, fine.  Use that.

Jan: How about, ‘Fall of the Bhaal Cabal Hall’?  Oo!  I know!  ‘Fall of All the Bhaal Cabal from the Tall Wall of the Hall.’  Yes!  Yes, perfect!

Nalia: (giggle!) You’re incorrigible, Jan.

Jan: Now *there’s* a smile I like to see!
Sarevok
*TOB*

Jan: You know, Binky, I’ve been considering this plan of yours that you had with the Iron Throne and all that.  Interesting ideas ... but flawed.

Sarevok: Binky? You had best not be addressing me, gnome.

Jan: For instance, whose idea was it to put impurities in the iron?  Sounds like the lame idea of some yes-man underling who didn’t know when to quit.  No doubt you had him flogged.

Sarevok: I will not have my past commented upon by the likes of you, churl.  Quiet yourself, lest you experience worse than mere flogging.  

Jan: Speaking of a good flog, I’m brought to mind of poor Aunt Sara.  She, too, had a master plan to take over the Sword Coast, you know.  Although hers was considerably less dramatic and involved the use of tasty recipes for turnip pie and some mind-altering herbs that Auntie Sara had bought from a rather disreputable Turmish mage.

Sarevok: Are you listening to *nothing* I say!?  Desist or suffer the consequences!

Jan: Do you think she would listen to use.  You can trust a Turmish mage as far as you can kick him ... and even then it’s not a bad idea to carry around a good thumping stick.  But, alas, Auntie Sara just cackled on in her most villain-like way and was determined to carry on with her plan to hypnotize the whole Sword Coast.  Alas, she was completely undone by an over-the-top exposition she gave to a spy that she had captured ... and who subsequently escaped, of course, before she could have him killed.  It’s what villains do, I understand, when they’re not busy defiling iron.  

Sarevok: I will not be mocked, gnome!  This is your last warning!

Jan: Of course, they say that Duke Eltan had already had a bit of Auntie’s pie and enjoyed it immensely.  Rather than become hypnotized, he just became rather pleasantly obsessed with silken undergarments.  This, of course, led to the first Great Underwear Shortage.  It’s also known as the Three-Year-Wedgie, but that’s another story completely.  

Sarevok: AUUUUGHHH!!  How maddening!  How can you put up with such impudence, (CHARNAME)!!
*TOB*

Sarevok: I’ve been thinking, gnome ... about a certain trading deal my stepfather made several years ago.

Jan: Your stepfather, eh?  Was he a megalomaniac as well?  Must have been quite a merchant.  Was he into crate building, perchance?  Everywhere I look I see crates ... business must be lucrative.

Sarevok: My stepfather was with the Iron Throne.  He once negotiated for a very lucrative land deal with a gnome named Count Turnipsome, as I recall.

Jan: Ah, yes.  I know the fellow.  Handsome young gnome, apple of his mother’s eye.  Wealthy, debonaire, beloved by all.  Your stepfather was a fortunate man to have met him.

Sarevok: I wouldn’t say the game.  The land the Count sold him turned out to be useless swampland overrun by umber hulks and bugbears.  My stepfather was almost ejected from the Iron Throne as a result.

Jan: Now that sounds like quite a tragedy.  Tsk.  There are some mighty crooked people out there.  Gnomes, even.  Just terrible.

Sarevok: I swore that I would take instant revenge on that gnome if I ever saw him.

Jan: Well, it’s ummm ... it’s a good thing for him you never have, hm?

Sarevok: No doubt.  I’ve been saving some rather excruciating torture techniques for the occassion.  

Jan: Uhh ... yes, yes.  I see.  (ahem!)  I’ll just go stand by (CHARNAME) for a while.  Nothing personal, I just felt the wind change.  
Valygar
Jan: So Valygar, how do you like being a ranger?
Valygar: You are going to tell me another of your insipid stories, aren’t you?

Jan: Well if you’re asking, then yes.  It happens that my Aunt Petunia is a ranger, don’t you know?

Valygar: No, I wasn’t aware that your aunt is a ranger. (sigh)

Jan: She had the standard followers: a hydra, a shadow dragon, and a solar.  She had the dragon trained to roll over, play dead and fetch dwarves.  She called him Blackie I believe.  Loved to run and play and lie in the sun.

Valygar: Of course.

Jan: Long and far she’d roam, with Larry the Solar always at her side, fighting evil, mocking druids and the like.  

Valygar: Mmm hmm.

Jan: Anyway, my point is that Petunia and Larry were out for a stroll in the woods.  She was wearing her fruit armor at the time, which was the style at the time, you understand.  Aunt Petunia always kept up with style.  

Valygar: It goes without saying.

Jan: Larry had a nasty case of the plague ...

Valygar: Oh, is it that time now?  I’m afraid I have to take point now.  You know how (CHARNAME) is about keeping on schedule.
Jan: Very well.  We’ll continue this story at the next opportunity.

Valygar: I can’t wait.

Jan: Hmm.  You know, all of this reminds me of my dear old mother.  Did I ever tell you of my mother, Valygar?

Valygar: I’ve no interest in hearing of your mother, gnome.  Or any mother, for that matter.

Jan: Oh, come now, surely it can’t all be that bad?  Mothers are the most benevolent force in the world, caring for you and cradling you from birth until death.  What could be wrong with a story about dear old mother?

(I could see Valygar’s outburst a mile away)

Valygar: Let me tell you a story, Jan, about MY mother.  She fell to our family curse young, toying with magic, sinking half our family fortune into ancient texts and scrolls.  She was obsessed with it.  Even my father could barely drag her away from her studies.  She practically ignored me from the day I was born.  

Jan: Er ...

Valygar: She didn’t regret her neglect until after my father died.  She became so anguished she reanimated him, and went insane trying to lavish attention on his zombie.  Ultimately she entered undeath with him, and I was forced to destroy them both lest they do more harm.  I was crying as I did so.  So how is that, gnome?  Is that the kind of story you were thinking of?  Does it compare to the wonderful story of your mother?  

Jan: Ah, no, no.  I think that is quite sufficient, thank you.

*TOB*

Valygar: You look as though you have something to say to me, Jan. (sigh) You might as well say it ... the sooner we get this over with the better.

Jan: I was just thinking how much you remind me of my cousin Gabber.  Ironic name his parents gave him, never said a word till the day he died.  Caught a case of the Tethyr Tongue Gout from eating an unwashed turnip when he was a babe.  Poor little Gabber’s tongue shrivelled up like an honest Amnian merchant’s purse.  Turned him into the strong, silent type ... kind of like you, Valygar.  

Valygar: There is nothing wrong with my tongue, gnome.  I just choose not to tire it out with a constant stream of pointless stories.  

Jan: My stories aren’t pointless!  Now where was I?  Oh, that’s right, Gabber.  His tongue was nothing but a long, skinny piece of flesh by the time the disease was done with it.  But Gabber was determined to learn to talk.  He did tongue exercises and tongue stretches everyday, and his tongue kept getting longer and more nimble the more he worked with it.  They say he was able to pick locks with his unusual appendage, though I have never had the privilege of witnessing that feat myself.  By the time he was a young man he could flick that thing a full two feet in front of his face and make the tip twirl like a Calim veiled dancer.  Too bad he came to such a tragic ending.  Gabber wasn’t much of a looker, you know, and he couldn’t say a word with that freakishly long tongue of his.  But for some inexplicable reason the ladies loved him.  In the end, that was what did him in.  Nomis Stormfingers, and extremely large and jealous village smith, found my cousin in a compromising position with Mrs. Stormfingers.  Nomis reached inside Gabber’s tongue, yanked that long lingua out, looped it around his throat and strangled him with it.  Lynched him with his own tongue, if you can believe it.  

Valygar: I have no idea what you expect me to say after such a ridiculous story.

Jan: Of course not!  That’s why you remind me so much of Gabber - you’re both tongue tied.

Valygar: *groan* Excuse me, Jan I have to ... uh, I need to ... I just have to go far away from you now.

Viconia
Jan: So, Viconia, I suppose you must be a drow, eh?

Viconia: Speak not to your betters, surface slave.

Jan: My brother, Elgar Buttercup, had skin the shade of charcoal, too.  Well, technically it WAS charcoal.  He died in a nasty fire, you see.  

Viconia: You do love the sound of your own voice, don’t you gnome?
Jan: My own voice?  Heartless wench!  Do you not know?  I am deaf!  I have never heard the sound of my own voice.  I read lips ... (sob) ... only lips.
Viconia: Deaf?  Truly?  In the Underdark the deaf are killed or used in pain threshold experiments.

Jan: I heard that!  In fact, it reminds me of the time I was eaten by an avatar of Lolth.  I was stuck inside her stomach with a miserable drow called Biffle Chump for days.  Of course, I was forced to eat him.  A matter of survival, you understand.  Nothing personal.  He tasted a bit like chicken.

Viconia: (CHARNAME), how is it that you travel with such a wee buffoon?

(CHARNAME): Hey, don’t look at me!  You got him started.

Jan: What I would have given for just a pinch of pepper!

Viconia: I refuse to listen to this.

Or
(CHARNAME): Truthfully, it all goes back to the time that Jan’s cousin, Plooty paladin-piper, got caught in a nasty flesh golem eating contest ...

Jan: Aye, Plooty had a way of attracting golems.  Brilliant, really.  You start with a saucer of milk - golems are suckers for milk ...

Viconia: I refuse to listen to this.

*TOB*

Viconia: Jan.  While I would be tempted to let this situation play itself out, perhaps it is best if I warn you now.

Jan: Yeeeessss, my dusky little margarita?  What warning would that be?

Viconia: You have a venomous spider on your neck.  A lovely creature, known to cause an agonizing, blood-curdling death within moments of injecting its nerve poison.  

Jan: You know, this reminds me of the time Uncle Scratchy laid me flat with the handle of a horseman’s flail.  ‘Look behind you!’, he says.  ‘Why?  What’s behind me?’, I say.  ‘A Tiberian Dung Beetle!’, he cries, looking frantic.  So of course I scream in terror and look behind me ... and lost a bag of the most scrumptuous turnips to ever come out of Scornubel.  Ma Jansen was furious and the lump was more painful than six weeks with the Calimshite Itch.  

Viconia: Oh, look.  There it goes down the back of your shirt.

Jan: And then there was that time I took a drow at his word.  ‘Bifflechips’, says I, ‘you had better be telling the truth.’  And, of course, he swore up and down that he was.  Needless to say, not four weeks later I was stewing in the lower intestines of a giant cave wyrm without even so much as a torch or a sense of irony.  I would have been a goner if gnomes weren’t known for causing severe bouts of intestinal gas.  

Viconia: I wouldn’t squirm about so much, you foolish jaluk.  You’re likely to anger it, and I have no spells to counteract its particular poison.  

Jan: Now, if I had a copper for every time - eh, wait a second.  I feel something ... who’s behind me?  What *is* that back there?

Viconia: Did I not try to tell you?  No doubt it is sinking its fangs into your gamey flesh as we speak.  

Jan: What?  But I -ouch!  AHHHH!  AHHHH, NOOO!  I’M TOO YOUNG A GNOME TO DIE!!  HELP ME, SOMEONE!  AN ANTIDOTE, AN ANTIDOTE!!  PAIN GIVES ME GAS!  AHHHH!!  I DON’T WANT TO - eh?  Wait a minute, that’s a fly.  A dead fly.  You mean I ripped off my own shirt for nothing?

Viconia: Ha ha!  Sometimes life has its little rewards.  Even for the drow.

Jan: You’re a cruel, cruel woman, Viconia.  Garl help me, but I am so turned on right now.

Viconia: Alright, now I’m leaving.

Yoshimo
Yoshimo: Excuse me, good gnome.  I’ve a question that I’ve been meaning to ask for some time.  These flash-bombs of yours ... 

Jan: Yoshimo!  Please!  ‘Jan Jansen’s Flasher Master Bruiser Mates!’  They have a name!

Yoshimo: Of course.  These ‘Bruiser Mates’ that you construct ... might I learn how to use them?

Jan: I won’t lie to you, Yoshimo.  There’s an excellent chance that you’ll lose both your arms.  Perhaps even your face.

Yoshimo: If one is not willing to take the risks than one is not much of an adventurer.

Jan: Well said!  As Aunt Kylie use to say, ‘Yeah, it’s risky!  But they’ve got gelatinous cubes!’  I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to have you try your hand at a few.  Here, give the dial a twist and throw it.  

Yoshimo: Mmm ... perhaps I shall wait to perform such a feat.  This ... bomb ... looks most unstable.  I am surprised they do not explode in your pack, good gnome ... 

Jan: Bite yer tongue!  This is my best and most potent recipe I’ll have you know.  Aunt Kadie, herself, helped me mix this batch up, and I’ll not have you disparaging her good name.

Yoshimo: I meant no disparagement, Jan ... but I think I’ll leave the bombing to you, for now.

Yoshimo: Jan, I have heard that you are an adventurer of sorts.  Where do your interests lie in the field?

Jan: I’m open to all creative muses.  Lately I’ve been working on a turnip peeler.  A magical device, of course, designed to peel 100 turnips a minute.  I’m really quite close to a breakthrough.  Naturally, however, it does cost well over 100 pieces of gold per day to run.  But think of the uses?

Yoshimo: Why, turnip peeling, for one.

Jan: Exactly!  You’ve got a knack for logical thinking, Yoshi.  You could go far in the service of Gond.
KELDORN
Aerie

Aerie: Coming back here seems so strange, Keldorn.  One moment it makes me happy and ... and the next moment it just makes me sad all over.

Keldorn: They say homecomings are like that.

(If Keldorn’s wife left him)

Aerie: I ... I suppose you would know, wouldn’t you.  I - I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to bring it up that way.

Keldorn: ‘Tis a pain I live with, a truth I know.  Speaking of it airs the soul.

Aerie: Do you still lover her?

Keldorn: Aye ... I always have and I always shall.  That is the way of it, I guess.

(Otherwise)

Aerie: How about you, do you have a ... a place to come home to?

Keldorn: My faith is my home and... and by the will of Torm, I take it with me where I go...
Aerie: Keldorn, do... do you have a moment?

Keldorn: Of course I do, Aerie.  What is it?

Aerie: I - Quayle taught me to be a cleric but ... but I know so little of the world ... He taught me to worship Baervan Wildwanderer, God of Gnomes...

Keldorn: Baervan Wildwanderer: the Masked Leaf, the Forsest Gnome.  I have heard of him, but know little.  I have dedicated my studies to the human pantheon, I fear.

Aerie: I remember a few of the elven gods but ... oh, it was so long ago.  And here I am, neither elf nor gnome nor human in my beliefs, but a - a hodgepodge of them all ... Am I wrong to be that way, Keldorn?

Keldorn: Wrong?  No, to some you be the ideal.  You have dedicated yourself to the church in all its forms and in its purest form: your heart.

Aerie: My heart?

Keldorn: We all have a tendency to divide the pantheons, to pray to the deities that are the easiest to appease or have the greatest impact on us and then ignore the rest...  Your life has not been easy, Aerie, but it has taught you much, in its own way.

Aerie: Oh, thank you Keldorn...  One of these days, you’ll have to teach me all of the things you say I’ve learned.

Anomen
Keldorn: Young Anomen, it seems to me that you have been too long away from the fold.  Perhaps this is time to continue your lessons.

Anomen: I assure you, noble Keldorn, that I am well-versed in the statutes and moral-laws of the Order.

Keldorn: I doubt it not.  However, perhaps it is time to re-memorize the virtues of chivalry and honesty.

Anomen: I know what you’re about, Keldorn.  Let me worry about training and you may worry about your own affairs.

Keldorn: I am not ‘about’ anything.  I have no ulterior motive outside of the betterment of a squire.  Best you listen to the wisdom of those who have gone before you.

Anomen: I shall take, Sir Keldorn, what path I deem appropriate.  I have not bothered you so I find it rude that you find the time to bother me.

Keldorn: Very well.  I see that you are not prepared to learn.

Keldorn: Squire Anomen, it is time that I had a word with you.  I must say that you do not always act in a manner befitting a squire of the Order.  You must learn to show deference to your leaders and elders.

Anomen: Sir Keldorn, I thought that I had made it clear the last time that you brought this, I have no need of further lessons ... especially from you.  I near my knighthood now.

Keldorn: Anomen, you are a brash youth.  I you learn to curb these outbursts you shall be an excellent knight.  You are brave and strong.  Do not fool yourself into believing that your time of learning is over.  All of life is a school of sorts.

Anomen: If that is so then there is no reason that you need to be my teacher.  Life will take care of it for you.

Keldorn: In this you are correct, I need not be your teacher.  Learn the lesson where you will, but learn it.  If you do not, the future will be unlike you envision it.

(If Anomen fails his test)

Keldorn: Do not let your removal from the Order color your choices, Anomen.  There is a lesson to be learned from this.

Anomen: Shut up, dog!  I’ve listened to your pompous teachings all my life and it’s gotten me nowhere.  Self-righteous preacher!  You’ve never known a day of hardship in your life and yet you think you know it all!  To the hells with you, Keldorn!

Keldorn: Already it begins.  Anomen, I am on your side.  I wish to be your friend and help you turn your life around.  Do not refuse aid in your hour of need.

Anomen: There is nothing wrong with my life that hasn’t been caused by your ilk!  I should kill you for treating me like a child.

Keldorn: In time you will see, boy, that you act like a child.

Anomen: Your words hold no meaning to me.  Save them, ere I take mind to shove them down your throat.  

(and again)

Keldorn: Anomen, please remain calm.  What I say I say for your benefit.  You are turning away from your god, Helm, and slipping down the path of evil.  I cannot let you do this.  Put aside your bitterness, Anomen, and talk to me.

Anomen: You are pathetic, Keldorn.  You are a hypocrite and a liar.  Why should I believe anything you say?  I’d spit in your face, but you aren’t even worth that.  

Keldorn: You approach a line that you do not want to cross, Anomen.  Step back, before it’s too late.

Anomen: The line was crossed when your cursed Order dumped me like useless garbage.  Stand and fight, maggot!  I’ve been pushed too far!

Keldorn: Don’t do this, Anomen.

Anomen: Die, you bastard!

(Keldorn and Anomen fight)

(If he passes the test)

Keldorn: Your fate has arrived, Sir Anomen.  You are a squire no longer but have become a knight.  Well done, young man.

Anomen: My thanks, Sir Keldorn.  You are a fine example of chivalry and honor.  I feel I must apologize for being rude to you before.  The brashness of youth, as you said.

Keldorn: Worry not, young knight.  You are well along the righteous path, now.  Torm has forgiven all.

(If he passes his Test)

Anomen: I wish to thank you, teacher ... for all your help in the past.  I do not think I have ever said such to you before, Keldorn.  

Keldorn: Teacher, now, is it?

Anomen: Aye, Keldorn ... They say the best teachers are those with the patience to instruct the foolish ... I know I have not always been the easiest of students.

Keldorn: Nor I the wisest of instructors.  

Anomen: I suppose that is true.  Thank you ... for everything.

* TOB *

Anomen: Sir Keldorn, as an initiate of the Order, I have heard many a story of your courage and prowess.  At one point, Sir Cassius made a reference to your heroism on Giant’s Plain.  He stopped abruptly and, with a dark look, would say no more.  What happened there?

Keldorn: Heroism he said?  Cassius gives me more credit than I deserve.  The days on Giant’s Plain were dark days and the deeds, darker still.  We were captured in an ambush by Grinning Rath after being betrayed by Sir Taerga.  Grinning Rath caught us in a strand of deadfall as we picked our way through, leading our horses.  The archers made short work of the horses and nearly half my men.  Stumbling about in the deadfall in full plate, we had no chance.  Rath stripped us naked, dead or living.  I had an arrow through my shoulder.  His ogres were kind enough to tear it out along with a great chunk of flesh before the Dance.  It pains me still.

Anomen: The Dance?

Keldorn: The Dance was Grinning Rath’s signature.  Each living knight was bound to a dead companion, head to head, hand to hand, and foot to foot.  He drug us to the open plain and tied us thus so that we could not move save dancing with the dead.  We lay there ‘neath the blazing sun and, as our friends began to rot, my men began to die of exposure.  I manage to grind through the bonds one wrist using stone that stuck from the ground.  I saved those that could be saved, Cassius included.  Some of the men had died during the Dance, some had lost their wits as the flesh of their friends melted in the sun.  I tracked Rath, snuck into his camp and killed him and all who participated in the atrocity.  There was no heroism Anomen, only slow death and grim deeds.  We shall speak no more of this.

Cernd
Cernd: Ah, fair Talltrees.  Look at this city, Keldorn, and learn.  No bricks or mortar, no temples of polished marble and stone.  If only Athkatla could be like this, I would not despise it so.

Keldorn: If Athkatla were like this, we would swing from the trees by our tails and have barely enough wit to lash a stone onto a fallen branch that it might be called a hammer.  Nay, Cernd, I want not the lowly barbarism you espouse.  

Cernd: But don’t you see?  What you call civilization is a cancer, expanding like a fungus on a corpse.  It is a world out of balance and it can only result in decay.  But what you call barbarism is, in truth, a harmony.  Man with beast and with plant and with the earth that bears them all.  There need be no discrepancy.  

Keldorn: The very gods placed us here and Ao placed the races that they might flourish and be fruitful.  It is a destiny made manifest, druid.  Civilization is a right, a privilege, and a duty.  Only through it and through faith can we transcend the brutal savagery of our past.

Cernd: Well, you have proven one point, at least.

Keldorn: What is that?

Cernd: That there is nothing more aggravating than arguing with a theologian.

*TOB*

Keldorn: Cernd, I would like to ask you a question as I may.  You strike me as a good man.  Yet you refuse to follow the rules of Law ... I find this paradox quite vexing.

Cernd: Beauty and nature are not bound by rigid laws, my stalwart friend.  You see chaos and confusion as your enemy, but they are part of the natural order.  You must learn to embrace them as you have learned to embrace law.

Keldorn: You will not convert me to your wild woodland ways, Cernd.  Though often difficult, the path of law and order is the path of true virtue.  

Cernd: By refusing to acknowledge the necessity of a balance between law and chaos you only make your life more difficult, Keldorn.  What a ridiculous, impractical belief system you cling to!

Keldorn: Are you mocking my values?  You dare scorn everything I hold dear and everything I stand for?  Do not be such an ass, Cernd.

Cernd: Err ... are paladins even allowed to say ‘ass’?

Keldorn: My code of honor dictates my actions.  It does not dictate my speech.  But I will waste no more words on you - not even the word ‘ass’.

Cernd: Forgive me, Keldorn.  I only asked because as a druid I am restricted in certain uses of the word ‘tomato’ ... I thought perhaps you were under a similar sort of prohibition.

Keldorn: What?  Why would you be prohibited from speaking of some vegetable?

Cernd: Well, you see, there you’ve gone and hit on the crux of it.  A tomato is a fruit, after all.

Keldorn: That’s ridiculous.

Cernd: Perhaps.  But one must be sensitive even to those of the vegetative or fruity persuasions amongst us, my dear paladin.

Keldorn: Enough.  I said I would speak no more to you, druid, and now I am doubly determined to.

Cernd: As you wish.  I had no idea fruits would be such an issue for you.

(If Valygar is in the party)

Cernd: As you wish.  I had no idea fruits would be such an issue for you.  Perhaps this would be a discussion better suited for Valygar.

Valygar: Back off, druid.  I’m not in the mood for your insinuations today.

Cernd: My, my.  Everyone is very sensitive today.

Edwin
Edwin: So Keldorn, as the disciple of a crooked deity, do you find solace in the same secret histories, books of lies and subversions that the rest of the miserable sheep in your horde do?

Keldorn: Wizard, you’ve only a brief respite before I put your head in a bag and your body in the ground!

Edwin: Let cooler heads prevail, Keldorn, I was only baiting hooks.

Keldorn: Judgement will be swift and pure upon thee, Edwin.  Your manner says that the cruel are weak, and that kindness is to be expected only from the strong and just.  

Edwin: Whatever lets you sleep, paladin.  (I’ll dine on your eyes, cloistered coward ... soon.)

Edwin: Back away, ye obsequious fool.  

Keldorn: What is the concern, wizard?  I have done nothing to aggravate you.  

Edwin: I shall not wait for you to stab me with your righteous daggers, knight!  I have no wish to suffer your poison!  (Insolent and dirty, insolent and dirty.)

Keldorn: Whatever poison there be here is in your head, Edwin!  By the gods I should club you to put you out of your misery!  

Edwin: I’ll show ye some misery, knight!

(Edwin and Keldorn fight)

HaerDalis’
HaerDalis’: Keldron, my faithful hound ... how is it that you came to be a paladin, anyhow?

Keldorn: I must say, ‘twas only practical.  My mother was of noble birth and my father a ranking cleric.  I might have followed in his pages but it lacked the appeal of holy warrior.

HaerDalis’: Ah, the old codgers’ tale be true, then: ‘What is bred in the bone shall out in the flesh.’ You charge ahead, of valor born, the best of your parental blood comingled here within you, their very destinies made true by your every righteous act!  Alas, where be an inkwell and some papyrus when I need it?

Keldorn: Ho, HaerDalis’, your poetry enables me far beyond my worth.  I am a simple man and by simple decisions, I had made my way about this earth.  I you wouldst write of me, write of me as I wish to be remembered.

HaerDalis’: Aye, but then where go would the poetry, good knight?  Ah, but come ... (CHARNAME) seems impatient with our chatter.  Let us put it off, then.

Keldorn: I must say, ye bard, that I find the use of your musical abilities during combat to be most effective.  Plan on, I say.

HaerDalis’: Aye, and ye can stride up to the forefront, ye hound.  I’ll just hang around in the back awhile, truly enough.

Keldorn: I’d hardly thought to see you timid, HaerDalis’.  

HaerDalis’: More bored than timid, Lord Keldorn.  With your blade a’glittering in the sun like that, you leave few foes for me to challenge.

Keldorn: Nay, good man, they flee not from the brightness of my sword but from the wretchedness of your playing!

HaerDalis’: Ha!  ‘Twill be music to my ears to wrap this lute around your head, someday, my aging hound.  Now go out there with your blade once again and make yourself useful, aye?

*TOB* 

HaerDalis’: My great and noble hound, I sense your spirit is heavy.  What troubles the mighty paladin?

Keldorn: Your observation is most astute, my good bard.  I am indeed troubled by our current course.

HaerDalis’: But shall your shining example not lead us down the proper path, Sir Keldorn?

Keldorn: I am not the leader of this group ... though if I were I do not know if it would make any difference.  No matter what path (CHARNAME) chooses, I fear it will be a journey awash in blood.

HaerDalis’: Aye, we are but players in this tragedy, reading our lines from a grim and heavy script.  Though I myself still hold out hope for a happy ending.

Keldorn: As do I.  But life does not always imitate art, and I fear this may be one of those times.  Speak of this no further ... I do not want to upset the others.

Imoen
*TOB*

Keldorn: Imoen!  What ... are you pawing at me yet again?  Do you think I do not notice.  You are trying to pickpocket me, aren’t you!?  

Imoen: Well, no ... I just ...

Keldorn: Just what?  Out with it girl.  I won’t have a party member stealing from me.

Imoen: No, no, that’s not it!  I ... I was just ... I was just trying to find out if you’re as muscular under your armor as you look.

Keldorn: Eh?  What’s this?

Imoen: Oh, I know that you’re married and all that, Keldorn ... but do you have *any* idea how good you look?  I ... I can’t help myself, I just want to touch you all the time!

Keldorn: Imoen!  I ... I have a daughter the same age as you!

Imoen: I don’t know what it is, Keldorn ... maybe it’s the Bhaal essence in me.  I just want to run my fingers through your hair and nibble on your ears!  Oh, Keldorn, you drive me so wild!

Keldorn: By Torm, no!  This is terrible!  I ... I had no idea I had this effect on you ...

Imoen: Oh, get over yourself, Keldorn!  Sheesh.  (giggle!)  Here’s your ring back.  I won’t take it again, I promise.  

Jaheira
Keldorn: So, this is home to your mysterious Harpers, is it?

Jaheira: Less and less mysterious with every day of your scrutiny, Lord Keldorn.  Had I my choice, I would rather none but me were here at all.

Keldorn: Then I thank the gods you do not have your choice more often.  Your opinions run often towards the brash, my dear.

Jaheira: I am Harper, Keldorn, I am discreet when I wish.  I just find other methods to be ... more effective.  Now, may I suggest you keep your next thoughts to yourself?

Keldorn: Ah ... yes ... aye, m’lady.

(Jaheira below 15 hit points)

Jaheira: My injuries mount, and I will need treatment soon.  But it is all worth it, for our battles have dispatched many ne’er-do-wells to the nether planes.  No quarter ever given or deserved, right paladin Keldorn?

Keldorn: Am I to judge by your tone that you are sympathetic to our enemies?

Jaheira: Not in the least, although I do entertain the thought that they might not all be irredeemable.  

Keldorn: In theory perhaps, though I see no hesitation on your part in battle either.  Do you claim to chastise me while doing the same yourself?

Jaheira: Not within battle, no, but I gather your white and black views extend well beyond that.  There is grey as well.

Keldorn: Grey?  Grey is not a color, but the blurring of another.  Grey is indecision, and I have no time for it.  

*TOB*

Jaheira: Keldorn?  You look pensive.  Are you well?

Keldorn: I am well enough, Jaheira, though our circumstance gives me reason to pause.

Jahiera: Hmm.  I have been thinking as well.  It is hard to draw a line in the sand and say, ‘this side represents balance, and this side does not.’

Keldorn: Balance?  Would that balance was the worst of our worries.

Jaheira: Ah.  Having trouble with the black and white aspects?

Keldorn: That would be an understatement.  I am quite certain of what evil lies ahead, but I am finding problems with identifying the ‘good’ path around it.

Jaheira: I’m not sure what to say.  We do what we can when the opportunity presents itself.

Keldorn: That would be all that can be asked.  Torm guide us, we need his wisdom.

Jan Jansen
Keldorn: One must maintain constant disciple and remember the four principles of virtue ... that is my motto and everlasting burden.

Jan: Virtue, eh knighty?

Keldorn: Indeed, little one.  ‘Tis not virtuous to refer to me as ‘knighty’.

Jan: Another human with his shorts in a knot.  But I digress.  Anyway, Keldy, my mother wrote a book on virtue.  

Keldorn: Did she?  

Jan: Oh yes, a book on the virtues of erotic love.  “Sins of the Flesh Golem”, it was called.  Excellent sales in the paladin’s spouse market.  

Keldorn: A wholly inappropriate jest, Jan.  You should be ashamed.

Jan: It is no jest.  I’ll send you a copy, if your wife does not already have one.

Keldorn: Never speak of my wife, gnome.  Your lack of respect is appalling.

Jan: Ah, now I see. One of THOSE.

Keldorn: It is not your place to judge my affairs.  You must learn to respect your leaders.

Jan: I do respect my leaders.  This has nothing to do with them.  This reminds me of the chapter where the paladin first makes passionate love to the flesh golem.  What a beautiful scene ...

Keldorn: Begone, gnome, lest my honor demand that I perform acts that you shall regret.

Jan: “Fleshy, honey,” the paladin said.  “Yes, baby?” the golem said ...

(After Jan is resurrected)

Jan: Greetings, everyone.  No gifts or souvenirs this time, but I’ll keep you all in mind the next time I’m gone.  Oh, Keldorn: the gods say ‘hi’ and that you should wash your underwear more thoroughly.  Everyone ready?  Let’s go adventuring.  

Keldorn: Master Jansen, are you so absolutely incapable of acknowledging the seriousness of our situation?!

Jan: Acknowledged and accounted for - as serious as a turnip blight in winter.  Nasty rotten thing that is ... Keldorn, have you ever considered renting out your services as a turnip healer?  You would be more than popular, I assure you.

Keldorn: The abilities granted to be by my faith are not for sale, especially not for something as foolish and as - as vegetal as a - a turnip!

Jan: You remind me of a top my great-uncle on my father’s side made for me as a child.  You just wound it up and let it go - it was as if it had an ‘auto-wabble’ setting or some such thing.  So, are we ready for adventuring, everybody?

Keldorn: Oh, never mind.  I’ll stand elsewhere, gnome, lest your constant talk put me to sleep.

*TOB*

Jan: So Keldorn, while we’re on the subject of adult diapers, you’re getting on in years, aren’t you?
Keldorn: What in the blazes are you about, Jan?  We were on no such topic!

Jan: Well, it’s just that as Uncle Stinky was nearing your age he was prone to a terrible diaper rash.  I thought you, too, might be suffering in noble knightish silence.  No man should face diaper rash alone.

Keldorn: ‘Uncle Stinky’? (sigh) He was called this because of the diapers, I suppose?

Jan: No, ‘twas the fish heads that earned him that moniker.  Real name is Rooctal or Sloobal or something.  I can’t recall.  Why, as Pappy used to say, “If you can’t join ‘em, take your boot and -
Keldorn: Gods! (CHARNAME), do I strike you as a stupid man?

(CHARNAME): Why do you ask?

Keldorn: I continue to be conversationally pummeled by the gnome.  He’s still talking isn’t he?

(CHARNAME): Yes.

Jan: - which is really the reason I had the donkey to begin with.  Good luck with the rash.

Or
(CHARNAME): Well, you did walk into that one.  You should have ignored him.

Keldorn: He’s still talking isn’t he?

(CHARNAME): Yes.

Jan: - which is really the reason I had the donkey to begin with.  Good luck with the rash.

Korgan
Korgan: Fer a muddled longlimb, Keldorn, ye doth wield a clever blade indeed.

Keldorn: As do you, Korgan.  But alas, blades be far too lengthy for the vertically challenged, I hazard a guess.

Korgan: I need no narrow stick of steel to render a foe asunder.  I prefer the axe to split the difference.  Allies, aye, fallen too, if need be.

Keldorn: Your axe has claimed a few close to you, I know.  I’d not put a visit to the same impulse past you.  

Korgan: Its nay brutal, only reasonable, force.  Ye pick yer battles big enough to matter, and small enough to win.  They all had it comin’.  All of em.
Keldorn: We all do, Korgan.  Our Lord makes this world a vale of tears and sorrow.  And, alas, few are saved.  Infinitely more are damned.    

Mazzy
*TOB*

Keldorn: Mazzy, my girl, you are a halfling of most extraordinary courage!  I am proud to serve beside you!

Mazzy: Sir Keldorn, I have idolized you since I was a girl!  You don’t know how much it means to hear you say that!

Keldorn: You are too kind but thank me not.  You deserve all praise.  You have earned it!

Minsc
(Minsc goes Beserk)

Minsc: All will fall before the might of Minsc and Boo!  Evil all about!  All will ... RRRAAAGHHHGHG!!!

Keldorn: Minsc!  Stand down and calm yourself!

Minsc: I will fight!  Minsc fights and evil falls!

Keldorn: And you have fought well and true as a warrior should, but the battle is won!  Let the fury pass, Minsc.  

Minsc: I will ... I ... Keldorn?

Keldorn: Well fought, Minsc.  Your righteous fury is a sight to behold, but do not let is consume you.  

(again)

Minsc: RRRAAAGGHH!!!!  KILL, SAYS BOO!  KILL, DOES MINSC!

Keldorn: Let is pass, Minsc!  The fight is won and we have survived, but do not let your rage defeat you!  

Minsc: Raagh!  Ra ... Minsc ... Minsc is ... better now.  Boo calms as we speak.  Thank you, paladin.  

Keldorn: The righteous must sometimes descend to the methods of the brutal, but do not let it destroy you from within.  Fight when you must, but let it end when done.  

Minsc: Minsc is calm.  Boo is calm.  You are wise in your words, and bear your weapon well.  Would that you could hear Boo’s praise, for my own words do not suffice. 


(again)

Minsc: Who wants some of Minsc?!  Who?!  Evil will die here!  Enemies everywhere!

Keldorn: Calm your fury, Minsc!  The battle is over!  Let your friends tend to you!  

Minsc: Friends ... my friends ...

Keldorn: There now, with enemies gone it is time for reflection.  Those of evil intent will fear you when the time comes, no need to posture for those that already know.  

Minsc: Minsc calms ... you are right ... Thank you Keldorn.  You are ... an inspiration to me.

Keldorn: Lead by example, for the individual knows what is right and true.

Minsc: You bear the wounds of battle well, Keldorn.  A warrior of your ability would be well respected in my home of Rasheman.  
Keldorn: I take no pride in my wounds, only in the battle won.  That I have the opportunity to sacrifice my body for what is right, that does not mean I wish to.  The best example is of good remaining strong in the defeat of evil.  I will give my wounds no acknowledgement.

Minsc: This, Boo, is a hero of legend!  Minsc is honored to fight at your side, Keldorn!  

Keldorn: Do not take honor in fighting with my presence.  Take honor in that you fight for good, for that is my source of strength.

(Minsc’s hit points below 20)

Minsc: Yet more scars that show Minsc’s prowess in battle!  All great warriors wear such marks!  Keldorn, you must wear a great many scars that are your medals of combat!  Do you wear them proudly, as I do?  

Keldorn: My battles won unscathed are my greatest pride.  When I have served the cause of righteousness without a mark to prove my deeds I know I am acting for the greater good, and not just for my own foolish ego.

Minsc: I did not think of it that way, though scars are my proof that I will fight evil to the last.  It places fear in the hearts of the enemy.  

Keldorn: Evil musn’t know where opposition can come from, only that it will.  If a villain doubt my intent then he is at a disadvantage when I take up arms against him.  

Minsc: I can respect that, though I prefer my enemies know where I am coming from and there is little they can do.  

(His hit points below 20 a second time)

Minsc: Ungh!  Oh Boo, where are you, Boo?  Let the good knight know that I have hit my head.

Keldorn: Aid is on its way, Minsc, stand firm!

Minsc: No, Boo.  The knight, I said ... not all these pesky birdies ...

Keldorn: Oh, ye gods, shelter this loving madman while ye may ...

Minsc: Minsc doesn’t get mad, Minsc gets eve ... no, wait, Minsc gets mad ... 

(Keldorn dies)

Minsc: No!  For such a warrior to fall here is an abomination!  And I do not even know the word! All will feel my boot to head for this!

(Keldorn resurrected)

Minsc: Your legacy did not die!  You are with us again!  Ooh, Boo is positively vibrating with happiness!  I will not let such evil claim you again!

Keldorn: There is no sorrow if I fall in battle.  I am glad to be alive, but if my sacrifice inspires others than it is worth my passing.  I have no doubt that your rage over a lost friend inspires you onward, does it not?  

Minsc: I do not like to those I have lost as gone.  I may not speak of them much, but they are in each swing of my sword as I avenge them!

Keldorn: As it should be.  If I can contribute to that then all is not lost when I am.

(Minsc resurrected)

Minsc: Minsc ... Minsc breathes!  Boo, where is Boo?  There you are, you did not leave me!  A miracle this is!

Keldorn: That it is, Minsc.  Do not waste it, for life anew is not a right, but a privilege granted.  I need not tell you to rededicated your life to fighting the good fight.  I imagine there is little else you would choose to do.  

Minsc: And Boo would have it no other way!  Minsc lives, Beware evil!

*TOB*

Minsc: Keldorn, yet again Boo and I are in awe with how deeply you plant the bootprint of justice on the villainous buttocks we encounter so often!

Keldorn: And as always, Misnc, you have fought with the righteous strength of many knights.

Minsc: And hamsters!  Let us not forget Boo and his furry fury.

Nalia
(In the Noble Order headquarters)

Nalia: So this is the guildhouse of the infamous Noble Order of the Most Radiant Heart, is it?

Keldorn: Infamous?  Miss Nalia, we members of the Radiant Heart pride ourselves on bringing a little good into this dark world.  Only the brightest, most upstanding members of all the Holy Orders are ever granted the privilege of membership.  

Nalia: Such as yourself, Keldorn?

Keldorn: Humbly, Ma’am, yes.

Nalia: And the Order pays for your estate?

Keldorn: My lady Nalia, understand this: any soul of any social rank may join the Holy Orders and therein be judged by the purity of their heart, male or female. ... unlike some who take it upon themselves to criticize, we were not born into wealth and luxury.  

Nalia: And yet these halls and all your sacred vows are only reserved for us humans ... Believe what lies you wish, Keldorn, but it shan’t make them any truer.  

*TOB*

Nalia: Keldorn, tell me ... you have served in the order for a very long time.  Do you still believe that what they do is truly relevant?  That it’s worthwhile?

Keldorn: Of course I believe that is the case.  I could not serve if I lacked the faith that that is so.  Why do you ask such a thing?

Nalia: It ... just seems so pointless to me?  I don’t mean to offend, but it seems that no matter how much evil gets vanquished, there is still so much horror in the world.  It doesn’t get  better.

Keldorn: Aye.  Sometimes it is enough to make the soul grow weary, child, just to think of it.

Nalia: And some of the worst acts are committed by those who aren’t even considered evil.  Nobles and, clergy for instance ... gross injustices against people who don’t know any better.

Keldorn: True.  The Order can only do what it can, Nalia.  We try.  And perhaps the fact that we try and do not give up is just as important as the good we accomplish.  

Nalia: I ... I suppose.  It just seems hopeless sometimes. Like nothing will ever change.

Keldorn: T’is only the impatience of youth, Nalia.  Things will change, in time.  But only if truly good folk such as yourself do not despair and give up hope completely.  The world needs your courage.

Nalia: Th-thank you, Keldorn.  I think I needed to hear that.

Sarevok
*TOB*

Keldorn: I doubt you’ll care much for anything I have to say, Sarevok ... but have you considered this new life of yours to be a second chance of sorts?

Sarevok: You are right, paladin.  I care not a whit for anything you have to say.  

Keldorn: Spit your bile in my direction if you must, but consider that it was your own mechanitions which caused your first death.  Fail to learn from that and you will die again with as little meaning.  

Sarevok: Death has no meaning, fool.  It was simple chance, no judgement by any god.  I could just as easily have been victorious in another circumstance.  

Keldorn: Then you learned nothing in death?  What a short, precious thing life is?  The ultimate uselessness of grasping for things like wealth and power?  How did they serve you in the Abyss, Sarevok?  

Sarevok: My will and my desire served me well in the Abyss. Nothing else.

Keldorn: I have known many good, honest men with powerful will.  I know they will not be in the Abyss when they perish.  

Sarevok: I ... could care less if I return to the Abyss or not, old fool.  Once I am dead I am dead and nothing matters.  

Keldorn: I am old, but I am no fool.  I don’t believe you really believe that.

Sarevok: I ... begone old man.  Make your precious speeches for those who may still be redeemed.  It is far too late for me.

Valygar
Keldorn: I must say, Valygar, that I have watched you fight and have found you to be a most extraordinary warrior.  How is it that you have not pursued something more important with your life?

Valygar: More important?  What do you mean?

Keldorn: More important ... such as joining one of the Royal Orders.  Or perhaps earning a career in the military.  Serving your lord or your god, as it were.

Valygar: I was in the army, once, as a scout.  It wasn’t for me.  

Keldorn: What about serving your god, then?

Valygar: But I have no god, paladin.  Whom would I serve?

Keldorn: You have no god?!  Do you speak truly?  How could one live a life devoid of such faith?!

Valygar: I live it according to my heart.  I defend the natural against the unnatural, and that is important enough for me.  

Keldorn: Well spoken, Valygar.  You’re a good man, if godless.  I meant no offense.
Valygar: None taken, Keldorn.  Were that all people were of as true of purpose as yourself.  
Keldorn: I understand that congratulations are due to you, Valygar.

Valygar: Congratulations?  What for?

Keldorn: You have fulfilled your family’s oath.  A vow lived up to is a rare thing, my friend.  Even rarer a vow that stretches back 500 years.  

Valygar: Yes ... I see.  My family’s vow to kill Lavok.  It ... does not feel as I think it should.

Keldorn: How so?  Your family would be proud of you.  

Valgyar: Would they?  I doubt most of my family would even remember the oath?  And I am sure none of them knew Lavok.  

Keldorn: It hardly matters, I think.  The necromancer was evil, and even if he regretted his evil in the end, he still had to accept penance.

Valygar: I am not so sure, Keldorn.  What disturbs me is my readiness to believe him as some kind of absolute evil.  Things are not quite so black and white, I think.  

Keldorn: Perhaps you are right, Valygar.
Valygar: You’re a man of the church, Keldorn.  How you stay so calm amidst such a constant display of magic in this group?  I feel most unsettled at the sight of it.

Keldorn: Hm ... I know it has not been the case in your experience but not all magic is there to serve the darker gods or circumvent the good.
Valygar: I find it hard to believe that anything tainted with the scent of lichdom or Lavok’s necromancy can lead to anything good.

Keldorn: But don’t we extend life, and even return the dead to living with faithful incantations?  Magic, god-borne or otherwise, is a tool.  The user alone must be judged.
*TOB*

Keldorn: Valygar, I have no wish to offend you, but I can remain silent no longer.  You are a great warrior and a defender of what is moral and right ...

Valygar: Why should that offend me, Keldorn?

Keldorn: I think you jest, Valygar ... though with you I am never sure.  Of course those words will not give offense.  But these may: I have once again been pondering your atheistic beliefs.

Valygar: Keldorn, do not waste your breath trying to convert this heathen.  I respect what you stand for, but I have no need of a God to serve  ... even one as worthy as Helm.
Keldorn: So you say, but your actions say otherwise.  You defend righteousness and justice as nobly as any knight of the order.  Perhaps you serve the will of Helm despite your protests to the contrary.  

Valygar: I will take your words as a compliment, Keldorn ... and not as a high handed condemnation of my own beliefs.  I you find comfort believing that I unwittingly serve the will of Helm, I shall not object.

Keldorn: And since you take comfort denying you serve - though your actions say otherwise - I shall no longer let it bother me, friend.  I am glad we had this discussion.

Valygar: As am I, Keldorn.  As am I.
Viconia
Viconia: My Mistress of the Gray Waste is not deserving of her reputation.  There are no hatreds so petty, Keldorn, as to compel forgiveness.  As I’m certain you’re well aware, all pains are hidden.  The mandate of your loyal order is deception and ruse, so misery is just another disguise for your gang of holy thugs agena is my guess.  Yes?

Keldorn: Shar is a perverse travesty, drow.  Her cult is seething with evil and bitter yield.  She’s a coven for the morose and the pathetic.  Add another slight to the Order and you’ll not reckon her secrets in the world of the living.  Do you understand me, witch?  Not another word in my direction.  EVER.

Viconia: Stay your hostility, paladin, I seek no conflict with you or your order.  I’ve witnessed your sargh and steeaka firsthand.  My humblest apologies, suliss.

Keldorn: I urge you to reconsider the sheltering of this drow!  However desperate be our mission, we make it worse by sheltering a demon such as she!

Viconia: Do you have a problem with my presence, male?

Keldorn: Aye, I do, drow.  And if you last another day with this party, I shall do us all a favor and spit you on my blade.

Viconia: I look forward to your attempt ... and to turning it against you.

Keldorn: You time is done, drow.  I gave you your warning.  

Viconia: How noble ... and how foolish.

(Keldorn and Viconia fight)
Yoshimo
Yoshimo: Most Holy Paladin, vengeance of the righteous gods, you are a married man are you not?  What of your family?  I’ve never heard you speak of them.  

Keldorn: Truly, I am married.  I’ve a beautiful wife and two daughters.  They are the joy of my life.  

Yoshimo: Are they?  It is strange that you have not mentioned them before this.

Keldorn: I assure you that they are.  My wife is a charming woman, and my daughters are becoming likewise.  That is all I will discuss of my family, thief, so be gone.

Yoshimo: A question to you, Keldorn: Do good knights ever find cause to sing bawdy songs or tell ribald tales around a campfire, or is dourness an inarguable tenet of the Order?

Keldorn: Ha.  There are countless books in our Holy Libraries where bored and dreamy scribes have penned petty blasphemies into the margins.  When I was younger, I used to sing a little song that would make the brothers laugh ... how did it go now, I wonder?

Yoshimo: You’re not seriously going to sing it, are you?

Keldorn: “I knew a girl from a distant world,

across the planar deep,

and to her place, to see her face,

across the void, I’d creep,

Through time ... through time ...”

Oh, how did the second verse go?  It’s been so long, I’m surprised I remembered that much.

Yoshimo: “Though time went by and long I tried

to satisfy my lust,

no matter where I touched, ‘twas not enough

to please my succubus.”

Is that it?

Keldorn: Yes, yes, however did you know?

Yoshimo: Well, I was doing a little theological reading of my own before I met up with (CHARNAME).  Found it in the margins ...

Keldorn: Oh dear, I hope I didn’t write that one down for posterity!  Heh ... you should be proud of yourself, Yoshimo: you’ve just made an old knight blush.  Now get a move on, scalliwag, before I call on the gods to turn you into a lowly pumpkin of some sort.
KORGAN
Aerie
Korgan: Aerie! Aerie!  Cease yer whining!  I’d swear on me father’s coalcart ye were one of o’ them fey elves with all the blasted cryin’ coming from ye.
Aerie: Eek!

Korgan: Outta my way, brat!  

Aerie: Eek!

Korgan: You there, elf-girl.  I be tired of yer constant mis-castin’ of magic while we be in the heat of battle.  Can’t ye do anything right, girl!?

Aerie: I - I tried my - my best, sir.

Korgan: Well it ain’t good enough, now is it!

Korgan: Quit yer’ whinin’, wench.  So you be tired, we care not.  Sleep when death takes hold o’ ye, which would be a welcome respite for the rest of us.

Aerie: You’re a filthy and horrible little man, Korgan!  If he’s - if he’s still with us this time tomorrow, I’m going back to the circus!

Korgan: Aye, we’ll miss ye like a good club to the head, won’t we, (CHARNAME)!  Har har har!

Korgan: Looka the sky, missy.  Yer day’s up and I’m still ‘ere.  Ol’ (CHARNAME) didn’t e’en break it to ya gently.  Take the hint and head back to yer little circus, girlie.

Aerie: F - fine!  I’ll go!  If (CHARNAME) has a ... has a thug like you around, then there’s no need for me, is there!?

(Aerie leaves)
*TOB*

Korgan: Aerie, ye wingless freak!  Ye better spend some time practisin’ yer spells afore the next battle!  I won’t put with anymore of yer screw-ups!

Aerie: Leave me alone, you brute.  I’m in no mood for this today.

Korgan: Aye, yer never in the mood for nothin’ but weepy sentimentality!  Stop playin’ adventurer and crawl back to yer cage in the circus!  At least if people pay a copper or two to see yer gangly, misshapen form ye might be worth somethin’!

Aerie: I can look after myself, you vile little man!  (CHARNAME) knows I can hold my own when the rough stuff starts!

Korgan: Yer nothin’ but a scrawny, whinin’, stump-backed, miscastin’ mage wannabe!

Aerie: I’m sick of your insults, you bastard!  You’re worth less than the feces of an unwashed kobold!  You’re stupid, bigoted, mean, small minded and small membered!  Now leave me alone or I’ll cast a spell of withering on that pathetic excuse for a manhood you’re always scratching at between your legs!

Korgan: Aye, that’s I been waitin’ for!  You’ll be blushin’ fer a week when ye calm down and realize what y’eve said, lassie!  My work here is done - Har, har, har!
Anomen
Anomen: I have been watching you in combat, Korgan ... you fight well for one of the unblessed.  Perhaps the blood sacrifices that you make to your primitive gods work well after all.

Korgan: Yer idiocy is surpassed only by yer unskilled floundering on the field of battle.  

Anomen: Do not insult my faith, short one.

Korgan: Why not?  All that I am has been gained through my own strength.  You’ve naught but that but which is doled out to you by a frolicking godling.  

Anomen: Tis obvious, dwarf, that you speak out of jealousy.  So, too, would I, in your position.

Korgan: Hypocrite.  You’ve no faith beyond that which brings you personal pleasure.  A pig in filth.  Wallow elsewhere, boy.  

Anomen: I shall not stand here and listen to this dwarven self-loathing any longer.  Truly you are the one who wallows, though in self-pity.

Korgan: I be lookin’ at ye’, Anomen, and I be pleased that at least I be no hyprocrite.  There nay be a heart so holy the Devil nay make a nest of black twigs in it.  I’ve seen the clay feet yer crusade stands on, paladin, and no lies can keep it from collapsing.  Y’ere hellbound like me.  Only a matter of the hourglass.

Anomen: Heresy is a devil’s bellow, dwarf.  My service is to my lord.

Korgan: Yer reputation don’t know yer character.  Ye lay falsehoods where ye need to, cleric, but I’ve read yer story on the faces of the dead and all’ nay written yet.

Anomen: My god has a face and a name, heretic.  He leaves me free to draw his grand design on the souls of the lapsed and faithless.

*TOB*

(If Anomen failed his test).

Korgan: Ach - you there.  Prretty boy.  Aye, I mean ye, Anomen.  Ye look a might down today.

Anomen: Down?  I believe you are mistaken, dwarf.  I am in fine spirits.

Korgan: Truly?  I find that a might surprisin’.  With yer’ sister rottin’ in her grave and yer life’s ambition to join the Order of the bleedin’ Heart forever lost I figured ye just might be somewhat surly.

Anomen: I try not to dwell on the past, Korgan.  I am trying to put those events behind me ... though you bringing them up again does little to help the situation.

Korgan: Ach - that’s what I’m here fer!  To open old wounds and to pour in a big bag o’ salt!

Anomen: I suggest you choose another target to torment, dwarf.  Or maybe after the next battle I will treat your physical wounds with the same callous disregard you have shown for my emotional scars.

Korgan: ‘Twas merely a jest, my surly cleric.  Since ye cannae take a joke, I’ll leave ye be.

Cernd
Korgan: Rain-maker, use yer mumbo-jumbo and make sure it don’t rain when we’re travelling in the outdoors!  It makes me armor rust, me clothes damp and me feet slosh about in me favorite boots.  

Cernd: I’m afraid not, Korgan.  It is not within my sphere of influence, nor is it my place to do so.

Korgan: Bah!  Tree-hugging dirteater!  If yer god lived on Faerun I’d break his windows!  Good fer nothin’!  Go pluck mistletoe and frolic naked in the glades!

Cernd: Trying to make me repentant for the ways of the storm will prove no more fruitful than whistling down the wind.  A selective sun may choose to prolong your damp, but who can say.  

Edwin
Edwin: So tell me, Korgan, what do you think of character and adversity?  It seems to me that this party is long on squawk and short on character.

Korgan: The harder yer conflict, the more glorious be yer triumph, I reckon, spellchucker.  What ye obtain too cheaply, ye esteem too lightly.

Edwin: How true, how true.  As a gallant warrior-born, I correctly assumed you to be a student of warfare and a master of battle.

Korgan: Aye.  The best battler is he who can smile in troubles deep, gather his strength from distress and grow brave in reflection.

Edwin: Dwarf, you speak the truth.  A warrior without peer, like you, must be an affront to nature.  The strongest in the most peril ... strange how Fate weaves her tapestry.

Korgan: Survival of the fittest be the term, and that be the puzzle of Life.  The life of adventurers.  Now shut yer yap. 

Korgan: Ye know, Bag of Tricks, ye and I are nay so different.  Ye fetch awe with eye of newt and tongue of salamander.  I with battleaxe and bloodlust.

Edwin: A rather bold conjecture don’t you think, Korgan?

Korgan: Nay, not so bold.  The rest of these backpeddlers ‘aven’t a clue.  Ye and I, we know the longlimb’s capacity fer the horrible and the severe, eh friend?  We know.

Edwin: You’re an odd little fellow, Korgan.  I’m not sure what to make of you and your chagrins.

*TOB*

Korgan: It’s been a grand fight, eh mage?  Can you better cap a life betwixt the toes and the flames of hell itself!  Ha!

Edwin: Would someone get this bile-soaked freak away from me?

Korgan: What?  No stomach for the cleavings of me axe?

Edwin: I do not fault the need for frontline offense, but I fail to see why you find it necessary to stink a blade to your elbows.  Bah!  Mages!  Ye’ll blast away from yer mothers’ windows but catch yer scatter-willys at the thought of blood.  It’s called follow-through!  Feh!

HaerDalis’
HaerDalis’: There not be enough critters in all the world to stain me axe nearly enough.  I’ve killed aplenty already, an’ I yearn yet for more.  Come, then, and face this dwarf!  Aye, come!

HaerDalis’: My hound, my hound, my dog of war ... do not invite death to come knocking at your door.  I am sure that there be plenty of diversions awaiting the keen edge of yer blade, anon.

Korgan: If there be more of ye out skulking in the shadows, then show yerselves!  I have to have some fun ... I cannay go about feeling tough and unfeeling all the time!

HaerDalis’: You do have a certain invective creativity, Korgan.  Now, if only you could direct your inventiveness to something more cerebral, less bravado.

Korgan: Cease yer jabber, fool!  Blasted actors!  Even nay a script or play and still ye need to be the center of all!  Strewth!

Korgan: Baldurdash, imbecile! I’ve more than a fair mind to tear ye a new dirtchute, ye lying swindler!  Faerun would be none the poorer, with ye pushin’ up daisies.  Ye’d be wise to skulk about in the shadows and pick yer dainty locks, else yer time be up.  Hear me, scoundrel?

HaerDalis’: I hear you plain enough, dwarf.  I seek no quarrel with your prowess.

Korgan: So the snakebelly ain’t as dumb as he looks.  There’s a lad.

Imoen
*TOB*

Korgan: Hhmp.  Imoen, yer an o’er-lame excuse fer a member o’ this party and I be tired of exertin’ meself to protect ye!  Next time I let ye perish, screamin’ like a ninny as ye does!

Imoen: The last time I saw you exert yourself over anything was the last slab of pork in an inn.  If you could keep up with me with that beer gut of yours I’d be amazed.

Korgan: Beer gut?!  Why, ye stinkin’ wench, how dare ye!  Keep up with me axe as if flies toward yer head, more like!  Though it’d be like splittin’ a hair, skinny as ye are!  

Imoen: I’d be started if a drunk dwarven oaf like yourself could hit the broad side of barn with your axe.  And while we’re talking about stench, let’s talk about the last time you passed out in your own vomit.

Korgan: An outrage!  Yer be a canker on me backside and the world best be rid of ye!  Loathsome mongrel she-dog!  

Imoen: Brutish pig!  You’re nothing but a boil needing lancing!

Korgan: I’ve seen harlots wi’ less open sores than ye, ye pimple-faced, whining gutter-snipe!

Imoen: You cantankerous, foul-mouthed excused for a gully dwarf!

Korgan: Gully dwarf?  Har har!  Ye know how to hit low, ye does!  Har har!  Yer a fine, fine lass, ye are, Imoen.  That Gorion of yers would be proud!  

Imoen: Aw, gee.  Thanks, Korgan!

Jaheira
Korgan: That’s quite a fine wooden staff you’ve got there, woman.  Tell me, ye crack acorns with it?  Or call some rarebit friends to frolic with ye?

Jaheira: Nature’s servant makes no judgement on the woodlands.  Your tone betrays you, Korgan.

Korgan: Perhaps ye could summon a horde of squirrels to take the day, or make some lovely leaf stew?  

Jaheira: A great many things are lost to you, I would think.  

Korgan: Yer eyes wander all over me back while I battle.  Do I meet yer approval?  I hope not; I find yer nuts and berries approach to be quite feeble.  

Jaheira: What does it matter what I would think of you, if at all?  You could scarcely care less.

Korgan: Aye, that is true enough, but I’ll not have ye at me back and thinking me ill.  I’d sooner gut ye here and now, and let your bile fertilize yer precious plants.

Jaheira: Ah, you have quite the way of inspiring comrades.  Such an act would let you sleep soundly at night.  Your ‘friends’ will ... watch over you intently.

Korgan: Ehh, such a sleep be akin to death, may even become it.  So walk on, wench o’ the wood, but do so ahead of me!  

Jan Jansen
Korgan: Hahahaha!  Marvelous tale, gnome.  Well told, well told.  Only blight on ye is that trimmed beard and that loathsome pointy pickle hanging off yer face.

*TOB*

Jan: Korgy old pal, have I ever told you how much you remind me of my uncle, Uriah Twin-Hammers? 
Korgan: Watch yer step, gnome.  If ye make me angry, I’ll bury the head of me axe so far up yer backside yer breath will smell like magic metal!

Jan: That’s exactly the kind of thing Twin-Hammers would say.  He was a ruthless, savage, bloodthirsty outlaw who would kill anyone or anything that got in his way.  He used to repeatedly terrorize a certain gnomish village he frequently wandered through in his neverending quest for profit and bloodshed.  

Korgan: A man after me own black heart!  Carry on, gnome ... ye got me blood stirrin’!

Jan: Of course, all good things come to an end.  Fed up with Uriah’s antics, the village hired a hero to protect them and enforce the law - the legendary Clint Hackman (so named for his habit of chopping his foes to little bits).  With the townsfolk peering from their windows the outlaw and the famous lawman stared each other down in the center of the dusty, deserted street.  Cold as ice, Uriah said: ‘I’ve killed women and children.  I’ve killed everything that walks or crawls on this earth.  And now I’m here to kill you.’  Alas, Uriah met his end on that street.  With his first blow he broke his hammer on Hackman’s shield, and that was it.  Weaponless, he wasn’t much of a match for the mighty Clint.  If my uncle had only been named Two-Hammer because he carried two weapons he still might be alive today.  But Uriah got his nickname for the mighty hammer he carried in his belt and the even mightier ... uh, ‘hammer’ he had *beneath* his belt, if you get my drift.  A fine instrument to have, but not much good in a fight.  

Korgan: HAR! HAR! HAR!  ‘Tis a good thing ye know yer audience, gnome ... me axe stays in my belt.

*TOB*

Korgan: ‘Tis been far too long since our last battle.  Jan, ye runty windbag, tell me a story to ward off the boredom ... and if ye know what’s good for ye, it’ll be about dwarves!

Jan: Ah, finally someone who appreciates my tales!  A tale about dwarves, eh?  Let me see, of course - my cousin Kimble.  Not a dwarf himself per say, but Kimble always was of peculiar tastes for a gnome.  He fell in love with a dwarven lass.  She was stout and stocky, with a gruff voice and a soft, supple beard ...

Korgan: Ah, gnome, ye know how to paint a lovely picture ... such a beauty she must ha’ been!

Jan: Oh yes, she was a fine looking woman ... to Kimble’s eyes at least.  She cast a spell on him far stronger than any sorcerer could have.  But she wouldn’t have anything to do with my cousin - she had dwarven princes and clan lords after her calloused hands, and she couldn’t be bothered with a dirt poor turning farming gnome.  But Kimble’s heart wouldn’t be denied ... he left his own family to follow this bewitching character back to her clan home.

Korgan: Yer losin’ me gnome, I don’t want no weeping love story.  I want killin’ and death!  Give me blood!

Jan: You wanted a story about dwarves, and this is the only one I’ve got.  I just can’t make up a life, you know ... that would be an affront to the grand tradition of storytelling in my family!  Now, where was I?  Oh yes, Kimble.  My cousin followed the lovely dwarven lass to her clan home in the Alimir Mountains, and started a turnip farm there.  He had a rough go of it at first, let me tell you ... taxes, levies, zoning restrictions.  It was almost like the dwarves didn’t want him and his farm there.  But they never had turnips, so they didn’t really know what they were missing.  One of those turnips started to sprout things, changed in a hurry.  Turns out the dwarves of that particular clan LOVED turnips.  Fried, baked, boiled, pureed, mashed - you couldn’t find a meal of the day they didn’t have turnips with.  Turnips became so fashionable they began to wear clothes made from turnips.  Never did a dwarf look so snazzy (or smell so appetizing) as when he dressed up in a turnip top hat and turnip tails, with turnip skin shoes to complete the ensemble.  And with his turnip business booming, Kimble had more wealth than he knew what to do with.  Just walking around his house was an effort, what with all the mountains of gold spilling out of every door of every room.

Korgan: All that gold got me attention, gnome.  But the happy ending isn’t doin’ much for me.

Jan: Happy ending?  I never said any such thing.  Kimble was rich, true enough - but it turns out his dwarven love didn’t share her clans’ fondness for turnips.  In fact, she was deathly allergic.  She did her best to avoid the lethal vegetables, but as popular as Kimble’s crops were it was only a matter of time before she accidentally ate one.  It killed her, of course.  Heartbroken, Kimble tried to return to his own people.  But the dwarves just weren’t going to let him and his turnips leave.  They threw him in prison and demanded he reveal the secrets of turnip farming, but that isn’t something you can just teach.  You either have the gift or you don’t, and dwarves don’t.  In the end Kimble’s frail body succumbed to the dwarves’ torture and interrogation and he left to join his beloved in the afterlife.  And that particular dwarven clan discovered that turnip farmers were almost as tasty as turnips themselves.  Or so I’ve heard.

Korgan: HAR! HAR! HAR!  A great tale, gnome.  Ye done yerself proud!

Keldorn
Korgan: Fer a muddled longlimb, Keldorn, ye doth wield a clever blade indeed.

Keldorn: As do you, Korgan.  But alas, blades be far too lengthy for the vertically challenged, I hazard a guess.

Korgan: I need no narrow stick of steel to render a foe asunder.  I prefer the axe to split the difference.  Allies, aye, fallen too, if need be.

Keldorn: Your axe has claimed a few close to you, I know.  I’d not put a visit to the same impulse past you.  

Korgan: Its nay brutal, only reasonable, force.  Ye pick yer battles big enough to matter, and small enough to win.  They all had it comin’.  All of em.
Keldorn: We all do, Korgan.  Our Lord makes this world a vale of tears and sorrow.  And, alas, few are saved.  Infinitely more are damned.  
Mazzy
Korgan: Be aware, Mazzy, I’ve something long, hard, and low to the ground y’ere free to touch and fondle.  Child, no need to glare!  ‘Twas me axe I was referring to.

Mazzy: Your sense of humor has no sense in it, Korgan.  Quite tasteless, and I’d appreciate it if you would keep it to yourself!

Korgan: Were ye aware, Mazzy, that despite my gruff bearing and taciturn manner, I am also trained in the erotic arts?

Mazzy: Please, Korgan, if I wanted to know the nature of your leisure time, I’m sure I would have asked.  Perhaps your smarm impresses the brazen strumpets at the Coronet, but you have to do better than that with this girl, beardly.

Korgan: Ahhh, Mazzy, the sweetest flowers always resist the plucking.  The fire doth burn most brightly in ye for ol’ Korgan ... I can see that plain as day.

Mazzy: What’s in your wineskin, bellybuilder?  A potion of delusion is my guess.

Korgan: Ye know, Mazzy, I’m a poet of fair reknown back home.  Here’s a mere trifle:

“Hold fast to dreams, for if dreams die, life be a broken bird that cannae fly”

Mazzy: That’s delightful, Korgan.  Not lengthy, but effective.

Korgan: Aye.  Wrote it after a liquor-induced dervish o’temper, whereby a tavern was flattened and me helm dented.

Mazzy: Any other masterpieces of prose lying anywhere?

Korgan: Aye ... carved this one on the wall of the lav at the Red Sheaf Inn, reckon it still causes an uproar each time a bowler uncoils his business.  “I w’ere her, alas I’m gone, left me name, to arouse thee on, They who know me, know me well, those who don’t can ride me stinking dump, straight to Hell!”  Haha!  Masterpiece!

Mazzy: I’m sure your mead-bellied kin would appreciate that lowbrow nonsense, but I don’t.  And here I thought you might have some values or sense.

Korgan: I’ve an elf-knot in me neck from straining to admire the whole of your beauty, Mazzy.  Calf’s skin suits your form mightily, girl.

Mazzy: Must you be so urgent and clumsy in your one-handed courting, Korgan?  Perhaps your time could be best spent elsewhere?

Korgan: The cruelest of weapons and the gentlest of touches, milady, that’s what the words that leave yer lips be to me.  It’s no secret I’ve nay the longest beard, nor the most comely countenance, but the Bloodaxes ‘ave charm when need be, and ye are deserving of me flattery, Mazzy.

Mazzy: If I hadn’t heard it myself, Korgan, I’d have doubted it steadfastly.  Perhaps a heart does beat beneath that armored chest, not a daub of stone.

Korgan: Don’t let word get about.  I’ve a reputation to protect, girl.  Ye’d ruin it twiceover.  I’ve a terrific elf-knot strangling me ... right here.  Can ye help me with those nimble fingers and delicate manner?

Mazzy: Only if it will cease your fawning.  Stand still and I’ll work that kink from your neck ... but if you breach the rules of chivalry and I’ll wring it while I’m there.

Korgan: Longlimbs!  Look at ‘em!  Like grubworms scurrying away from the light of day.  All avoiding day, on the prowl fer pleasure.  Nay facing uncertain futures.  Best all dead, I reckon.

Mazzy: Korgan, I know not whether to berate you for your unsolicited comments or for your mantra of genocide.

Korgan: I did nay know ye were within earshot, girl.  Twas a wee pondering, nothin’ more.  I enjoy making fun of the big folk.

Mazzy: No one likes to be insulted, least of all tall folk.  You just seem too preoccupied with violence to get along with people, to notice beauty about you.

Korgan: I know of what ye speak, Mazzy.  I nay blind to it entirely.  Treachery, theft, plunder.  Hatred here, killing there.  Nay respect fer heritage or the way.

Mazzy: What are you talking about Korgan?

Korgan: What do I talk of?  Clan against clan, oceans of bloodshed, rivers of tears.  And fer what?  A tunnel or two.  A vein of gold or silver.

Mazzy: I’m .... I’m listening ...

Korgan: Me mam were murdered.  Nay by troll or giant, but by kindred, by one of me own.  Pa had to cut me from her while she heaved her death rattle.  Five harvest one he were killed too, right in front o’me.  I built his pyre, and black smoke showed me I were alone.  So ye’ll forgive me bad manner where the true nature of beasts is reckoned on.

Mazzy: I’m sorry to hear that, Korgan, but as pained as the past may be, try to be civil while we are travelling through human civilization.  They didn’t make your past.  

Korgan: With due respect, Mazzy, ‘tis not civil.  Longlimbs be victims of passion far more than me.  The brief lifetimes, I reckon, be the core of their rage.  Be wise to this: if there be corruption in me, Mazzy, ‘tis only the cost of sleeping amongst’ the enemy.

Mazzy: We are all responsible for ourselves.  I sorrow at the pain of your youth, but you could defeat your anguish.  You’ve no claim to self-pity.

Korgan: Lady Mazzy, sorry for any offense, truly, but I’ve cradled too many dying comrades and nay amount of resolve can keep the darkness at bay.  Ye must roar into the darkness, wage war with fear and battle pain.  ‘Tis the only way when carnage be yer crown of thorns.

Mazzy: Then why don’t you save your rage for the evil beasts that plague us ll, be we human, dwarf, or halfling.

Korgan: Out of respect for ye, I shall try.
*TOB*

Korgan: Ahhhh, Mazzy.  We have travelled together, you and I’, fer such a length o’ time.  Ye know it’s just a matter of time before we end up together, aye?

Mazzy: Don’t be ridiculous.  I know of no such thing. 

Korgan: Ye may deny it, lass, but I see the fire burnin’ in yer eyes.  Ahhh, it shall be a glorious thing indeed when ye gives in to yer heart.  

Mazzy: The only thing in my heart, Korgan, is disgust.  Disgust at your lack of manners, your lack of civility and, yes, your lack of basic decency.  You are nothing like Patrick.  

Korgan: Eh?  An’ this be a bad thing?  Who be this Patrick o’ yers?

Mazzy: I will not speak of him to you, Korgan, except to say he was good and decent in all ways that you are not.  He died nobly fighting the Shade Lord and I shall honor him forever in my heart.  

Korgan: Ach!  I cannae be expected t’ compete against a ghost, lass!  
Mazzy: Indeed, you cannot.  And I do not expect you to.

Patrick: He were a lucky man, then, Mazzy, to have such a loyal lass as ye!

Mazzy: He ... I ... thank you, Korgan.  I miss him.  Now let us speak no more of this.

*TOB*

Korgan: I’ve a small question for ye, lass, if ye’ll be so kind as t’ not run off on me this time.

Mazzy: (sigh) I’ll promise not to run, Korgan, but if this is just another base attempt at flattery ...

Korgan: Nay, nay, lass.  It be just a small question.  

Mazzy: Then ask. 

Korgan: I need to know, Mazzy.  If it were not for this Patrick fellow ye mentioned ... if ye did nay know th’ man at all ... would I even have a chance with ye?

Mazzy: Korgan, this is outrageous!  Of all the -

Korgan: I be completely serious!  I just have t’ know!  Just answer th’ bloody question!

Mazzy: (sigh) Well ... if it will help assuage your bruised ego.  If Patrick did not exist, and had not died nobly at my side ... 

Korgan: Aye? Aye?

Mazzy: And if you weren’t a cruel bastard and a complete oaf with barely enough redeeming qualities to count on one hand ... 

Korgan: Aye?  Yes?

Mazzy: Well then, perhaps.  I might give you a chance.  A small one.

Korgan: YES!! A-HA!!  She loves me, she does!  The bloody dwarf hasn’t lost it!  The girl be MINE!!

Mazzy: But ... I just ... (groan) Oh, never mind.  I’ve developed a bad head-ache suddenly ...  
Minsc
Korgan: Yer combat prowess is a sight to behold, Minsc.  Ye certain no dwarven blood runs through ye?

Minsc: Boo points, I punch!  It is a simple relationship, but it is effective.

Korgan: That rodent?  Yer at the beck and call of vermin?

Minsc: Boo is a find friend, and powerful in ways you don’t let yourself see!  To insult Boo is to insult all things small that try hard.  Oh, and Minsc as well.

Korgan: Warrior, perhaps chasing windmills be best left to ye.
*TOB*

Minsc: Korgan, Boo tells me that you have been staring at him.  I fear your gaze is making him quite angry ... see how his tiny body trembles with fury?  

Korgan: Ach, the little bugger’s probably just cold.  I’ll fire up a pot o’ boiling water to warm his wee bones, and ye just toss ‘im right in.  An’ then it’s hamster stew fer everyone!

Minsc: Minsc knows you are just joking.  If Boo was in your belly he would forget the ‘miniature’ part of his giant space hamster size.  Ho-ho!  That would be a messy end to your jests!
Nalia
Korgan: Nalie, ye’re overtall, beardless, long-limbed, and lack strength.  Ye disgust me.
Nalia: What provoked this hostility, Korgan?

Korgan: Ye deserve the full wrath of my ire, weakling!  Ye deserve it because ye’re a coddled, priviledged imbecile, a sad, little, nobleman’s offspring!  With what grout ye’ve left, never quest what I’ve to say, else each night upon the morn ye awake screaming for fear of what I may do to ye!

Nalia: I’m sorry, Korgan.  I seek no conflict and wish only to be left alone.  Forgive my slights, if I made any.

Korgan: Ye quiver and wither like all the others.  Ye’re a gutless coward.  And so ye’ll stay.
Sarevok
Korgan: Ach, Sarevok!  Yer a bloody killin’ machine, ye are!

Sarevok: Violence has always come easily to me.  It seems little has changed.

(If he’s still evil)

In the cold nether realm, while I waited to be reborn, I sorely missed the crimson spray and the hot tang of death on my tongue.  

Korgan: Aye, well said me armor plated friend!  Welcome back to the land of the living, where the chance to reap a gruesome slaughter lurks around every corner.  Har-har-har!

(If he changed alignment)

Even after my resurrection, violent rage pollutes my tainted blood.  As (CHARNAME) can surely attest, it is a constant struggle to keep our bloodlust in check.

Korgan: Don’t be turnin’ all moral and weak on me, Sarevok!  If yer gonna get prissy about killin’, we cannae discuss this any more!

Sarevok: I kill when I have to, Korgan.  But I no longer take such pleasure in it as you do.

Korgan: Bah!  If that’s yer new attitude, then (CHARNAME) would have been better off leavin’ you dead!

*TOB*

Sarevok: I see you eyeing me, dwarf.  Are you looking to test your metal against mine?

Korgan: I just be tryin’ to come to a reckoning about yer nature, ye walkin’ ghost.

Sarevok: Truly.  And what have you concluded, Korgan Bloodaxe?  Am I friend or foe?

Korgan: Yer handy enough in a fight, but I kill something I want to know it’s going’ to stay dead.  Sarevok: Unless you plan on killing me as I sleep, dwarf, that is not your concern.

Korgan: Aye, that be true enough, I guess.  Yer strange return to the land o’ the livin’ matter not.  As long as yer throwin’ yer blade into the mix, yer not hurting our group none.

Sarevok: And I could say the same about you.  We are done here, dwarf.

Valygar
Korgan: Valygar!  Ye indeed be a dervish!  If I didn’t know better, I’d swear there were a dwarf 
hiding in the woodpile nine months before yer mam birthed ye!

Valygar: Thank you for the compliments, dwarf.
*TOB*

Korgan: Ach, I be wonderin’ if I might talk to ye, Valygar.  Just to pass the time, ye know.

Valygar: I doubt we have much in common to talk about, dwarf.

Korgan: Ye might be surprised, ranger.  I understand ye killed yer family - we have that much in common.  Aye, that we do.

Valygar: You ... were also forced by circumstances to spill the blood of your kin?

Korgan: ‘Twas inevitable.  When my father died there was barely enough inheritance to go around fer me and my three brothers.  I had to protect my future, ye understand.

Valygar: We have nothing in common, you vile murderer!  When I killed my mother it was to cleanse the world of her evil necromancy, not for selfish personal gain!

Korgan: Killing is killing, and dead is dead, my lanky friend.  Ye can sugar coat it all ye want, but when we go to our family reunions we both stand alone, aye?

Valygar: I did what I had to do, Korgan.  No more, no less.  But you ... you are an animal!  You kill for pleasure.  It is a sickness on your soul, and I want no part of it.  Speak to me no more.

Korgan: Hhmph - fine, ye prissy.  I’ll leave ye alone.  But when the fightin’ start ye’ll be glad Korgan and his ‘sickness’ are by yer side splittin’ the skulls of yer enemies! 
Viconia
Viconia: Korgan, I’m interested in whether your clan has ever had interaction with House De’Vir.  It seems to me, if memory serves, that our sphere of influence was quite close to your Bloodaxe clan’s stronghold near Talthalra Wern’nt Szithla Har’oloth.

Korgan: Nay speak that vile tongue to me, blackskin.  If it moves, I’ve killed it, but if it be drow, I’ve tortured it fer days, first.  As fer that house of yers, I burned it and relieved meself on the dead and embers.  And the necklace of darkelf ears fetched me a king’s ransom in Waterdeep.
*TOB*

Viconia: By the grace of Shar, what is that foul stench? *gag* Korgan, could you not have the decency to stand downwind of me?

Korgan: The only time I stand downwind of a dark elf is when I’m looking to add to my collection of drow ears!  But dannae worry, ye dark witch, yer time will come.

Viconia: Toss your idle threats elsewhere, hargluk.  I tolerate your presence for the same reason my kin tolerate your kind in the Underdark ... you are a useful servant.  But servants are easy to replace.  

Korgan: Ye think yer healin’ powers make ye indispensable, drow?  I wonder, can ye raise yerself from the dead if I slit yer dusky throat?  

Viconia: And why have you not already done so, Korgan?  Like all your kind you lack the courage to act when you fear the consequences of failure.  That is why the drow use your kin as slaves.  Ah ... the wind has shifted.  I now have no reason to continue this discussion, dwarf.  

Korgan: This ain’t over, wench!

Viconia: Yes, Korgan ... it is.
Yoshimo
Yoshimo: Friend Korgan, you are truly a paragon of dwarven ill-humour.  Can you find no joy in being alive?  The smell of the morning dew and the feel of the free air?

Korgan: Aye, I feel pleasure the sound of an inquisitive thief’s neck-bone breakin’ between me hands.
Yoshimo: They could write a book about you.  ‘Irritable Dwarven Responses’, they’d call it.  It would be a best-seller amongst the smelly-old-drunk market.  What say you?

Korgan: Mayhaps ye should, only ‘Pleasures of the Dwarven Bed-Chamber’ is a more pleasing and accurate subject.

Yoshimo: Ho!  Is it, now?  How about, ‘The Unbathed Adventurer: Travels with Korgan?’  

Korgan: Worry not, thief.  There’s naught wrong with yer idea that a sharp blow to yer idiot skull wouldn’t fix.  Here is yer title and argue with me gauntlets if ye dare, ‘Tall-Folk Scourge: Yoshimo Beware!’  Now shut yer mouth and get to writing.
MAZZY
Aerie
Mazzy: Aerie, dear, I see that you begin to feel more confident in this world ... which is undoubtedly quite strange to you.  You are learning what it is like to live and thrive here.

Aerie: Yes, civilization is - is still a bit frightening, though.

Mazzy: Sometimes I am frightened by what I see as well.  You are right to be.  There is corruption everywhere.  You must constantly challenge yourself to remain pure.

Aerie: Challenge myself?

Mazzy: You are good by nature, Aerie, but perhaps a little naive.  Devious people will try to take advantage, especially in mercenary settlements like Athkatla.

Aerie: How can you tell who to trust, Mazzy?

Mazzy: Seek those who value honor.  Observe before you accept, especially in times of adversity.  Watch companions in conflict, and you will see them as they truly are.

Aerie: I - I’ll do what I can, Mazzy ... I know I can always trust you.

Mazzy: Thank you, Aerie.  You are a truly beautiful soul.

(Area 902)

Mazzy: Ah, my spirit always flies so free in this place.  

Aerie: Really?

Mazzy: It rides the skies with the solars, Aerie ... One day I shall be a paladin atop a white griffon, and you will be a valiant flying squire.  Wouldn’t that be wonderfull?

Aerie: I ... I don’t have my wings anymore, Mazzy, and ... and I’m never going to get them back.

They’re gone.

Mazzy: Dream a little, girl, especially here where the gods are listening.  Faith is such a beautiful thing to hold on to, Aerie.  

Aerie: But it won’t give me wings ...

Mazzy: No, it probably won’t ... But it gives you a chance to dream, at least, doesn’t it!?  Look, an imaginary griffon beats an old nag any day and ... a friend like you beats any halfwit squire who would stoop so low as to help a halfling on her horse ... You see?

Aerie: I - I see, Mazzy ... And - And, thank you.

Mazzy: I thought you might ... Now come, we’ve got a world to face, don’t we girl!?

* TOB *

Aerie: Mazzy?  Do you think you’ll ever become a true Paladin for Arvoreen?

Mazzy: I am a true sword for my God, Aerie.  That is as close as I can expect to come.  To hope for otherwise would be foolish and naive of me.

Aerie: Yes, but I was told of a time when halflings were rogues only ... that you would never find one that was a cleric or even a warrior such as yourself anywhere.  

Mazzy: That’s true, if unfortunate.  But that was a long time ago, Aerie ... things have changed since then.

Aerie: But maybe things could change again?  Maybe your people could become paladins and rangers and even mages one day, without limitation.  Wouldn’t that be exciting?

Mazzy: Yes, yes, and maybe my people will become skinny, wear shoes, and have big, long skulls.  Really, Aerie, you needn’t keep your head in the clouds ALL the time.  

Aerie: Well, it was just a thought.

Mazzy: And it wasn’t a bad one.  But it’s not likely that the gods are going to revamp the halflings and come out with a ‘third edition’, as it were, now is it?

Aerie: Oh, you never know.  The gods do strange things, sometimes.

Anomen
Anomen: In truth, when the Order sees my worth, I’ll no longer need to travel with lowly folk such as you there, halfling.  

Mazzy: It does not befit an aspiring knight to speak in such a manner.

Anomen: Never will I heed a lowly halfling!  Hold your tongue lest I cut it from your cursed mouth.

Mazzy: Listen you must, Anomen, if you hope to learn.  You are only a youth, so I shall let your insults melt away.  I say only what a paladin would say in my place.  

Anomen: Your implication is correst.  You are no paladin nor shall you ever be.  Learn your place, for I shall suffer your delusions no longer.

(CHARNAME): Enough!  Silence yourself and fall behind me now!  We haven’t the time to waste on these pointless arguments.  

Anomen: We have greater responsibilities, so I shall fall behind you.  But do not accustom yourself to ordering me about like a common peasant.  

Mazzy: No knight would speak such things.

( or )

(CHARNAME): No more bickering, we are a party and should act as such.

Anomen: As you will have it.  I shall hold back my blade for now.

Cernd
Cernd: Truly, mankind was never meant to scurry beneath the earth as a weasel or mole.  We have not the eyes for such delving.  It is a task better suited to dwarven folk.  

Mazzy: Surely, Cernd, your companions shall stand by you as we descend into the bowels of the earth.

Cernd: Worry not, Mazzy, my discomfort is minor.  I stumble now and then, but bats find their way on a simple screech, and I do find on a simple ‘help’ on occasion.

Mazzy: There is no shame in admitting your fears.  It is the only way that you might face them.

Cernd: There is truth to what you say, but I hesitate only because I prefer to face my fears in the light of day.  I feel uncomfortable away from open skies.

Mazzy: Then I shall be the staff that you lean upon in your time of need.

Cernd: Ah, Mazzy, what a gentle soul you have.  I shall always to be pleased to have you by my side, but you needn’t worry so about me.  Others will have more need of the stave you offer, but I will walk by your side without leaning.  Lead on, stalwart halfling, I shall follow without fear!

* TOB *

Cernd: I must say, Mazzy, you are proving to be quite unique among the halflings I have met in my experience.

Mazzy: How do you mean?

Cernd: I meant no offense, of course.  You have certainly found your own balance within yourself, despite how far that deviates from traditional beliefs.

Mazzy: I do not think of that much.  I just felt that there was something I had to do with my life.  The hearth still calls to me but ... but ...

Cernd: Regrets?  I should hope not.  Your are a shining example.

Mazzy: Thank you for that.  But sometimes ... ah well.  We could all have been something else.  Someone else.

Edwin
Edwin: Mazzy, your beauty and exuberance are a sheer delightful waste.  I enjoy you in your own right.  For someone so short, you are quite a delightfully comely lass.

Nalia: Damning me with faint praise, Edwin?  I’m flattered that the man who taught Elminster magic and Drizzt how to fight would stoop so low as to notice little old me.

Edwin: I do stoop to conquer, and lay down to indulge.  My bedroll always has extra room, Mazzy.  Too much of a decadent thing is wonderful.

Mazzy: And so it shall always be vacant, wizard.  When science finally locates the center of the planes, I’m sure you’ll be taken aback to find that you’re not it.

Mazzy: Listen carefully, mage.  I have noticed you launch your spells in battle without first making sure one of is not in the way.  If you hurt anyone, I will kill you.  Is that clear enough?

Edwin: (No doubt my kneecaps are in some danger).  Halfling, here you stand still living thanks to the use of my magic.  Question me not.

Mazzy: I shall never need that kind of assistance in a battle.  You threaten us as much as our enemies with your carelessness.  Your recklessness will not be tolerated.  You have been warned, Edwin.  Do not think to test my resolve, I will act for the good of the group.

Edwin: Quite a mouthful for one of a servant race.  I understand your warning and take it for what it’s worth.  Begone!

Jaheira
Jaheira: Oh omnipresent authority figure, what are your commands now?

Mazzy: Jaheira, there is a level of sarcasm in your tone that is perhaps unnecessary.  We have a leader that honestly tries to anticipate our needs ...

(CHARNAME): Heed Mazzy well, Jaheira.

Mazzy: As I was saying, (HE or SHE) has enough trouble keeping this rag-tag group together.  Perhaps it would be better to be more constructive and less ...

or
(CHARNAME): ‘Tries’, Mazzy?

Mazzy: Excuse me.  (HE or SHE) IS a good leader, and it is difficult enough to keep this group together.  Perhaps it would be better to be more constructive and less ...

Jaheira: Bitchy?

Mazzy: If that is how you wish to put it, yes.

Jaheira: Worry not for the feelings of (CHARNAME), small one, as (HE or SHE) and I go far back and have an understanding of sorts.  

Mazzy: As you will.  It was only a humble suggestion.  I’ve no wish to intrude upon your relationship with (CHARNAME).

(Jaheira below 15 hits points)

Jaheira: My injuries sting, but I think it mostly my pride that hurts.  But we did well enough in our last battle, did we not?  I’ll wager we may outlive the season if we are careful.

Mazzy: That we might, though this was surely but a small scuffle.  Our battles will loom larger as we garner more enemies.

Jaheira: You do not seem worried at this prospect.

Mazzy: Our virtue will guide the way.  We shall not falter.

Jan Jansen
Mazzy: All of the evil in the world cannot keep one from admiring the beauty of the earth.

Jan: Very true, lassie.  You must work with potatoes.

Mazzy: How might one make that assumption?

Jan: Hmm?  Oh, I thought it was obvious.  Never had you pegged for a slow one, but you never can tell.  Allow me to spell it out ... you see, about 15 years ago I was employed by a mage of no small caliber.  Golodon the unmanned was his name.  Good teeth.  Nice smell.  Vicious streak a mile wide.  

Mazzy: This is not making any sense, Jan.

Jan: He couldn’t have any children, course.  Nasty cone of cold accident, you see.  Regardless, his tower wasn’t far from Athkatla and I managed to gain employment with the old elf for a while.  Mondays were particularly amusing.  He would start the day off by summoning an imp.  He’d usually spend 3 or 4 hours making it run around the room barking like a dog.  But, as it was with Golodon, he soon tired of the sport.  He had a beautiful mastiff named Buffy.  Her diet consisted almost entirely of imps.  Imp doesn’t taste half-bad when it’s fried with a bit of garlic and butter.  Goes well with turnips, too.

Mazzy: What, pray tell, does this have to do with the presumption that I work with potatoes?

Jan: Oh, right.  So anyway, Golodon’s ex-wife lived no more than 200 paces away from the mage’s tower.  My primary job was poisoning her food, though occasionally I’d have to clean up Buffy’s excrement.  She managed to build quite the resistance to mandrake.  Golodon’s ex-wife that is, not the dog.  It was truly a magical time in my life.  I haven’t been as happy poisoning somebody since then.  I was also, of course, poisoning Golodon on his ex-wife’s behalf.  She did pay handsomely.  Word has it that Golodon has finally kicked the bucket, if you get my drift.  Died of malaria complicated by a fireball down his throat.  Apparently, Golodon’s old nemesis returned.  Dradu or Dradeen or some such name.  The old bastard would occasionally mention this enemy when he was particularly drunk.  The two of them had stolen some valuable artifacts from the gibbering twelve.  Golodon blackjacked poor Dradunce and split with the magic.  He later realized that he should have killed Dreedle and, cold-hearted fool that he was, sent assassins to finish the job.  Drafeel disappeared, though his body was never found.  It worried Golodon to no end.  

Mazzy: Perhaps we should be concentrating on our journey, good gnome.

Jan: I can’t find it in my heart to feel sorry for him.  He did fire me after all.  Do you know why?

Mazzy: I neither know nor care.

Jan: That was a bit rude.  I take my potato comment back, missy!

Mazzy: Where in the heavens did this potato remark arise in the first place?

Jan: I don’t know if I’m talking to you anymore.

Mazzy: Fine, fine!  I’d rather not hear the story anyway.

Jan: If you must know, it was during my time as a mobile turnip vendor.

Mazzy: Jan, though I respect you, I must say that you are quite infuriating.  Please desist, we have things to accomplish.

Jan: Twice a week I’d head out to the country to pick up my product.  The turnip fields were owned by my Uncle Scratchy.  Interesting fellow, by the way.  Remind me to tell you about him some time.

Mazzy: Are you even listening to me?

Jan: Each trip I made, I would stop to talk to the hafling lass that worked in Uncle Scratchy’s potato operation.  The girl had had a very difficult life.  She lost her parents to an orc attack when she was just a girl.  She’d been a slave for the foul beasts until Aunt Petunia freed her.  The girl told me that, now matter how much evil she saw or had been inflicted upon her, the simple pleasure of honest work and the feel of the earth beneath her feet always reminded her of how lucky she really was.  Her outlook was not unlike your own, dear Mazzy.  

Mazzy: A noble tale in the end, Jan, though I’m continually puzzled by your need to inflict 20 minutes of inane yarns on your listeners before getting to the point.

Jan: And that, lassie, is why you are not a consummate tale-spinner.  Don’t worry, I’ll teach you yet.

Mazzy: Jan, I find you to be quite the enigma.  This adventure has yielded us a crop of useful magical items and yet you turn your considerable powers to the never-ending quest to create the perfect turnip peeler.  How can someone who’s so clever be so shortsighted?

Jan: Well, Mazzy you’re really asking two questions there.  My shortsightedness was passed on to me by my dear departed father.  I was born with the condition and I’ll thank you not to stare!  As to your other question, it takes me back to my days as a carefree deckhand on a turnip merchant galleon.  We sailed for Waterdeep, we did, braving foul seas, foul tempers and a band of foul turnip pirates.

Mazzy: You are mentally incapable of answering a straight question, aren’t you gnome?

Jan: ‘Twas on a cold winter’s night near the beginning of the Great Underwear Shortage when we set sail. I danced naked on the poop deck, which was the custom at the time.  Well, my nose and other extremities were getting frosty so I gathered up the tatters of my poor, abused, underwear and headed to the crow’s nest.

Mazzy: Shutup, shutup, shutup, shutup!!!

Jan: Well, I never!  You did ask, after all.

Mazzy: SHUTUP!!!!

*TOB*

Jan: Mazzy, dear ... have I ever told you about my dear Aunt Petunia the ranger?
Mazzy: Yes, Jan.  I have already heard that tale, thank you.

Jan: Really?  Are you quite sure?  This is the one where she ...

Mazzy: Yes, that’s the one.  One of your best, but I have heard it before.

Jan: Well then, let me regale you with tales of my years as a ...

Mazzy: I have heard that one as well, Jan.

Jan: But I didn’t even say anthing!  Ah, here’s one I KNOW you haven’t heard.  Back when I was ...

Mazzy: I am sorry to disappoint you, Jan, but I have already heard that one, too.

Jan: A-HA!  I made up that one just to test you, Mazzy!  There is no such story.

Mazzy: You mean to say that you have been telling us falsehoods this whole time, Jan?  I am so very, very disappointed in you.  Since you admit to your dishonesty, I can no longer in good conscience listen to your stories ever again.

Jan: Huh ... that really didn’t go the way I expected.

Korgan
Korgan: Be aware, Mazzy, I’ve something long, hard, and low to the ground y’ere free to touch and fondle.  Child, no need to glare!  ‘Twas me axe I was referring to.

Mazzy: Your sense of humor has no sense in it, Korgan.  Quite tasteless, and I’d appreciate it if you would keep it to yourself!

Korgan: Were ye aware, Mazzy, that despite my gruff bearing and taciturn manner, I am also trained in the erotic arts?

Mazzy: Please, Korgan, if I wanted to know the nature of your leisure time, I’m sure I would have asked.  Perhaps your smarm impresses the brazen strumpets at the Coronet, but you have to do better than that with this girl, beardly.

Korgan: Ahhh, Mazzy, the sweetest flowers always resist the plucking.  The fire doth burn most brightly in ye for ol’ Korgan ... I can see that plain as day.

Mazzy: What’s in your wineskin, bellybuilder?  A potion of delusion is my guess.

Korgan: Ye know, Mazzy, I’m a poet of fair reknown back home.  Here’s a mere trifle:

“Hold fast to dreams, for if dreams die, life be a broken bird that cannae fly”

Mazzy: That’s delightful, Korgan.  Not lengthy, but effective.

Korgan: Aye.  Wrote it after a liquor-induced dervish o’temper, whereby a tavern was flattened and me helm dented.

Mazzy: Any other masterpieces of prose lying anywhere?

Korgan: Aye ... carved this one on the wall of the lav at the Red Sheaf Inn, reckon it still causes an uproar each time a bowler uncoils his business.  “I w’ere her, alas I’m gone, left me name, to arouse thee on, They who know me, know me well, those who don’t can ride me stinking dump, straight to Hell!”  Haha!  Masterpiece!

Mazzy: I’m sure your mead-bellied kin would appreciate that lowbrow nonsense, but I don’t.  And here I thought you might have some values or sense.

Korgan: I’ve an elf-knot in me neck from straining to admire the whole of your beauty, Mazzy.  Calf’s skin suits your form mightily, girl.

Mazzy: Must you be so urgent and clumsy in your one-handed courting, Korgan?  Perhaps your time could be best spent elsewhere?

Korgan: The cruelest of weapons and the gentlest of touches, milady, that’s what the words that leave yer lips be to me.  It’s no secret I’ve nay the longest beard, nor the most comely countenance, but the Bloodaxes ‘ave charm when need be, and ye are deserving of me flattery, Mazzy.

Mazzy: If I hadn’t heard it myself, Korgan, I’d have doubted it steadfastly.  Perhaps a heart does beat beneath that armored chest, not a daub of stone.

Korgan: Don’t let word get about.  I’ve a reputation to protect, girl.  Ye’d ruin it twiceover.  I’ve a terrific elf-knot strangling me ... right here.  Can ye help me with those nimble fingers and delicate manner?

Mazzy: Only if it will cease your fawning.  Stand still and I’ll work that kink from your neck ... but if you breach the rules of chivalry and I’ll wring it while I’m there.

Korgan: Longlimbs!  Look at ‘em!  Like grubworms scurrying away from the light of day.  All avoiding day, on the prowl fer pleasure.  Nay facing uncertain futures.  Best all dead, I reckon.

Mazzy: Korgan, I know not whether to berate you for your unsolicited comments or for your mantra of genocide.

Korgan: I did nay know ye were within earshot, girl.  Twas a wee pondering, nothin’ more.  I enjoy making fun of the big folk.

Mazzy: No one likes to be insulted, least of all tall folk.  You just seem too preoccupied with violence to get along with people, to notice beauty about you.

Korgan: I know of what ye speak, Mazzy.  I nay blind to it entirely.  Treachery, theft, plunder.  Hatred here, killing there.  Nay respect fer heritage or the way.

Mazzy: What are you talking about Korgan?

Korgan: What do I talk of?  Clan against clan, oceans of bloodshed, rivers of tears.  And fer what?  A tunnel or two.  A vein of gold or silver.

Mazzy: I’m .... I’m listening ...

Korgan: Me mam were murdered.  Nay by troll or giant, but by kindred, by one of me own.  Pa had to cut me from her while she heaved her death rattle.  Five harvest one he were killed too, right in front o’me.  I built his pyre, and black smoke showed me I were alone.  So ye’ll forgive me bad manner where the true nature of beasts is reckoned on.

Mazzy: I’m sorry to hear that, Korgan, but as pained as the past may be, try to be civil while we are travelling through human civilization.  They didn’t make your past.  

Korgan: With due respect, Mazzy, ‘tis not civil.  Longlimbs be victims of passion far more than me.  The brief lifetimes, I reckon, be the core of their rage.  Be wise to this: if there be corruption in me, Mazzy, ‘tis only the cost of sleeping amongst’ the enemy.

Mazzy: We are all responsible for ourselves.  I sorrow at the pain of your youth, but you could defeat your anguish.  You’ve no claim to self-pity.

Korgan: Lady Mazzy, sorry for any offense, truly, but I’ve cradled too many dying comrades and nay amount of resolve can keep the darkness at bay.  Ye must roar into the darkness, wage war with fear and battle pain.  ‘Tis the only way when carnage be yer crown of thorns.

Mazzy: Then why don’t you save your rage for the evil beasts that plague us ll, be we human, dwarf, or halfling.

Korgan: Out of respect for ye, I shall try.

*TOB*

Korgan: Ahhhh, Mazzy.  We have travelled together, you and I’, fer such a length o’ time.  Ye know it’s just a matter of time before we end up together, aye?

Mazzy: Don’t be ridiculous.  I know of no such thing. 

Korgan: Ye may deny it, lass, but I see the fire burnin’ in yer eyes.  Ahhh, it shall be a glorious thing indeed when ye gives in to yer heart.  

Mazzy: The only thing in my heart, Korgan, is disgust.  Disgust at your lack of manners, your lack of civility and, yes, your lack of basic decency.  You are nothing like Patrick.  

Korgan: Eh?  An’ this be a bad thing?  Who be this Patrick o’ yers?

Mazzy: I will not speak of him to you, Korgan, except to say he was good and decent in all ways that you are not.  He died nobly fighting the Shade Lord and I shall honor him forever in my heart.  

Korgan: Ach!  I cannae be expected t’ compete against a ghost, lass!  
Mazzy: Indeed, you cannot.  And I do not expect you to.

Patrick: He were a lucky man, then, Mazzy, to have such a loyal lass as ye!

Mazzy: He ... I ... thank you, Korgan.  I miss him.  Now let us speak no more of this.

*TOB*

Korgan: I’ve a small question for ye, lass, if ye’ll be so kind as t’ not run off on me this time.

Mazzy: (sigh) I’ll promise not to run, Korgan, but if this is just another base attempt at flattery ...

Korgan: Nay, nay, lass.  It be just a small question.  

Mazzy: Then ask. 

Korgan: I need to know, Mazzy.  If it were not for this Patrick fellow ye mentioned ... if ye did nay know th’ man at all ... would I even have a chance with ye?

Mazzy: Korgan, this is outrageous!  Of all the -

Korgan: I be completely serious!  I just have t’ know!  Just answer th’ bloody question!

Mazzy: (sigh) Well ... if it will help assuage your bruised ego.  If Patrick did not exist, and had not died nobly at my side ... 

Korgan: Aye? Aye?

Mazzy: And if you weren’t a cruel bastard and a complete oaf with barely enough redeeming qualities to count on one hand ... 

Korgan: Aye?  Yes?

Mazzy: Well then, perhaps.  I might give you a chance.  A small one.

Korgan: YES!! A-HA!!  She loves me, she does!  The bloody dwarf hasn’t lost it!  The girl be MINE!!

Mazzy: But ... I just ... (groan) Oh, never mind.  I’ve developed a bad head-ache suddenly ...  

Keldorn
*TOB*

Keldorn: Mazzy, my girl, you are a halfling of most extraordinary courage!  I am proud to serve beside you!

Mazzy: Sir Keldorn, I have idolized you since I was a girl!  You don’t know how much it means to hear you say that!

Keldorn: You are too kind but thank me not.  You deserve all praise.  You have earned it!

Minsc
Minsc: Minsc has had the pleasure of standing next to many a warrior in battle, but I swear I have not been impressed as I am with you, Mazzy.

Mazzy: And what follows now?  A comment of how grand I am for one so small?  Your compliments are insults lightly veiled.

Minsc: Minsc does not insult those who fight with honor on the side of right!  You may not be as big as Minsc, but very few are.  Besides, Boo would nay speak for a week if I were to pick on the tiny.  I am not good with words, but will fight by your side at a hat’s drop.

Mazzy: You speak plain and true despite your battles with language.  I apologize for thinking your tone a harsh one.  

Minsc: You are a sight in battle, young Mazzy!  Boo has keen interest in the small, and Minsc takes great joy in the honor of combat, so you are doubly worthy of our company.

Mazzy: I never know if I can take your words as they are, Minsc, or if they carry some hidden meaning or riddle that must be solved.  I trust you are approving of my skills then?

Minsc: I could not be more so!  Don’t look for subtle messages, I keep nothing hidden.  I help the weak and leave evil in my bootprint.  You are similar ... Boo can tell.

Mazzy: Ahh yes, Boo.  Your animal companion and guide.  I have had friends with such attachments before, but never have I met someone so ... absorbed in the relationship.  Still, you seem all the better for it.

Minsc: Arrgh, Minsc could use a healing touch.  Poor Boo, the sight of blood does make him tremble so.

Mazzy: With Arvoreen’s blessing such a touch may come to me, but for now we had best get your wounds dressed by another.  

Minc: You would seek the path of a Paladin?  A difficult road, and you will find many barriers that swords will not break.  

Mazzy: Through acts of kindness and by living the example, I see no reason I should be denied this.  Do you think me not fit because of my parentage?

Minsc: Ahh, Boo, Minsc has placed his feet where his head should go once more.  No, Mazzy, I meant only that it is a path that is difficult regardless.  I could not do it, despite my hunt of all things evil.  I don’t think anyone suspect but ... but I am not the smartest person.

Mazzy: (snicker) No, Minsc, rest assured that I did not suspect such a thing.  Your heart is pure though, and that will see you through.

Minsc: You are more like Boo than Minsc.  Boo is small, but he is more than people would   believe.  Evil will see you like they see Boo, and that will help you in the end.

Mazzy: Minsc, you are a constant surprise to me.  And Boo is just the cutest little fuzzy wuzzy. Fuzzy wuzzy wuzzy.

(If Mazzy dies)

Minsc: NOOOOO!!!!  Such a vile act will not go unpunished!  Minsc will see this paladin’s heart avenged!  Boo shall burrow through your black little souls!

Nalia
Nalia: Look at how these people squander their wealth.  Children lie starving in the streets while the wealthy concern themselves with acquiring the latest Calimshan silks.

Mazzy: You are angry, my friend.  This I understand implicitly.  Injustice and indifference have always been the banes of our society, and pose more of a danger to us than any dragon ever could.  But will all things, there are two sides.  Oppose injustice, but do so wisely.  Some rich may act in their lives as they do because they are told or even forced.

Nalia: Ignorance has always been a convenient excuse for the rich to live out their lives in comfort.

Mazzy: The trappings of one’s family and past are not easy to throw away.  It takes more than a glimpse of poverty to bring an epiphany to someone.

Nalia: It can be done.  My noble birth does not affect my actions today, but I agree that most nobility will not understand poverty until they suffer it themselves.

Mazzy: That may be true, but by casting the rich down, are we not merely creating a new impoverished class?

Nalia: For a time, yes.  But the poor understand what it’s like to be trampled on.  They would show compassion.

Mazzy: Nalia ... no offense, but you are not poor; your children will not starve.  You empathize, but you may be blinded by the romance of saving the impoverished,  Allow me to tell you a tale.  In a distant barony there was a village, lorded over by a Baron given to excesses of body and spirit.  Comely lasses of the village were taken for his personal harem, and he taxed heavily to pay for his pleasures.  His guards kept strict order under threat of death.  Now, it came to pass that a man named Kalos fell in love with a woman named Dana.  A marriage was set for after harvest.  Kalos and Dana were filled with joy.  Soon after, the Baron came to the village collecting taxes.  He saw the beautiful Dana, and he had his guards take her so that he could posses her.  When Kalos heard that Dana was gone, he and his friends took up what arms they could.  They stormed the Baron’s manor unthinking, like men gone beserk.  Kalos himself killed the Baron, and holding Dana, his rage passed.  Then he saw the richness of the manor, and the thought of how unfairly and how poorly he had lived.  He took the golden chain of rank, placed it on his head, and sent his young men out to collect the taxes, for was he not now the Baron?  Anyone can be weak, Nalia.  We like to hope that the oppressed never become the oppressor, that we would behave better than those above.  Alas, it is not always so.

Nalia: Perhaps this is something that I should think upon, but I still say there is no excuse for the actions of some.  

Mazzy: That is all I can ask, Nalia.  In the meantime, as I have heard it said, we be adventurers, let us adventure.

*TOB*

Nalia: Ow!  What was that for, Mazzy?  Why did you bump me?

Mazzy: To remind you to keep your eyes on the road ahead.  You were far away from here, Nalia, and in our current life that can mean death in an instant.  

Nalia: I was *not* day-dreaming, Mazzy.  I was going over several spell-incantations ... spells which might serve to save you, someday, I might add.

Mazzy: I didn’t say you were day-dreaming.  But there is little difference.  

Nalia: But there is *plenty* of difference.  I am no longer the dreamy, pathetic girl who could barely put together a cantrip.  I’m an archmage!

Mazzy: You needn’t prove anything to me, Nalia.  You were never pathetic, and I know how powerful you are now.  

Nalia: It takes a lot of work!  I have to be careful with spells of this magnitude!

Mazzy: I know.  But do you know, Nalia, that you weren’t responsible for the death of your father?  Just because you weren’t powerful enough, then?

Nalia: I ... I *wish* ... 

Mazzy: So do I.  But there’s nothing to be done.  I am a much greater warrior now ... I might have saved Patrick had I been greater, then.  But it wasn’t to be.  Learn to reconcile that.  Keep your eyes on what lies ahead ... it’s the only way to find peace within yourself.

Nalia: I suppose you’re right.  You’re a good friend, Mazzy.

Valygar
Mazzy: Goodman, Valygar!  I tire.  When we stop to rest, would you please prepare my bedroll and fetch extra wood for the fire.  There seems to be a chill in the air.

Valygar: Uhm ... as the lady wishes.

Mazzy: My equipment needs a measure of cleaning as well.  If you are through with your own preparations, would you see to this?

Valygar: Mazzy, I have honored your requests as any gentleman would, but this is too much.

Mazzy: I did not intend to burden.  Indeed, I thought the role would flatter.  Every knight needs a squire; I had hoped you would be honored.

Valygar: Well, I suppose I am in way, but I wasn’t aware that I had been chosen.

Mazzy: Perhaps I should have made a formal request, but ... I am new to this as well ... There is none other fit to my squire.  You are a gentleman ... a friend.

Valygar: It’s not that I’m not flattered, Mazzy, but it’s just that ...

Mazzy: Have I erred?  Just what?

Valygar: Ahhh ... nothing.  Nothing at all ....

Mazzy: Oh, Valygar!  You’ve been wounded!

Valygar: Tis but a flesh wound, mistress Mazzy.

Mazzy: To the contrary, it is a serious wound indeed.  We must attend to it immediately.

Valygar: You are very kind, Mazzy.

Mazzy: Truly, I should never have allowed you into harm’s way.  Worry not, friend Valygar, we shall have you healed in no time.

Valygar: I am flattered by your concern and I thank you.  We shall watch over each, for that is truly the task of friends.

Mazzy: I am honorbound to protect you, Squire Valygar.  I will not be derelict in that duty again.

Mazzy: I have been thinking, squire Valygar.  Once this is over, perhaps Waterdeep would be a good place for us to travel.

Valygar: (sigh) I am not your squire, Valygar.  

Mazzy: I’ve heard many fine things about the city, and I would like to see it at least once.  We can stop at Dragonspear on the way.  

Valygar: Why would you want to go to Waterdeep?  It’s a crowded, dirty place filled to the walls with humanity.  I can’t think of anything less appealing.

Mazzy: Well, have you even been there?

Valygar: Well, no, but -

Mazzy: Then there’s no harm in seeing it at least once, is there?

Valygar: I’ve no intention of setting foot inside the place, Mazzy.  And I’ve given no thought to where I’ll go when this is done.  

Mazzy: But ... that’s not how a squire should talk ... not to a real knight ...

Valygar: Mazzy, I (sigh) ... Very well, if you wish to go to Waterdeep then I will accompany you part of the way ... though I would prefer to travel to Neverwinter.

Mazzy: A fair trade!  Thank ... thank you, Valygar.  I am lucky to have your aid.

*TOB*

Valygar: Mazzy?  You and I are close friends, right?  So, I ... hope you won’t take this question the wrong way ... 

Mazzy: Hmm.  To begin with a warning can’t be good ... but I trust you, Valygar.  Ask your question.

Valygar: I’ve seen how you launch yourself into battle.  Headlong, heedless of the danger and putting all others before your own safety.  It’s commendable, Mazzy, of course, but ...

Mazzy: But what?  I should think the actions you describe to be commendable.

Valygar: They are, they are.  Heroic even.  But it strikes me sometimes that you are ... overcompensating, a little?  That you are a little embarrassed ... even, to be a halfling.

Mazzy: What?  How ... how *dare* you -

Valygar: You know me, Mazzy.  I don’t say things idly.  But if you say it is none of my business, I’ll mention it no more.  

Mazzy: There ... *may* be some merit to what you say, Valygar.  It has not always been easy to travel in human lands as I am.  There are so many preconceptions of my kind.  I find it all very offensive.

Valygar: And I just wanted to say that you are the most valiant knight I have ever known, human or otherwise.  I think it’s important that you know that.

Mazzy: Words like that mean ... much coming from one I respect.  Thank you, Valygar.  But ... let’s move on before the others wonder what has happened to us.

Viconia
Mazzy: Listen to me, drow.  Though our leader has made the foolish choice of allowing you to join this foolish party, you shall receive no welcome from me.  Slayer of innocents!  You taint the sun with your evil!  

Viconia: You do not frighten me, tiny pretend-paladin.  I’ve had taller footstools, and am little concerned with whatever brawn you dimunitive form could muster.  

Mazzy: Cruel words will do you little good when your head is on a pike.  Step across the line even once and I will kill you.

Viconia: We shall see when fate plays her hand who shall be the last one standing. 

MINSC
Aerie
Minsc: This land is fine, but I wish I could Boo the fields of Rashemen.  We could run free through the snow, though Boo would look funny in a drift, I tell you.

Aerie: You are from Rashemen?  I had - I had thought such a land was the stuff of fable.

Minsc: No, it is as real as Minsc, though even larger!  It lies far in the direction of the sun at morning.  Ah, but it has been long since I left it.  

Aerie: Why would you ever travel so far from home?  I - I was torn from mine and had no choice.

Minsc: I was on my dajemma, my journey to prove my manhood!  Oh, we were a pair, me and my witch!  I was to watch over Dynaheir and bring her home in ... in safety.  Oh, Boo, I can never return to Rashemen! I am proven unworthy!  I am no man and you are no hamster ... we are lost!  Oh the sorrow!!!

Aerie: Oh, don’t cry.  You and Boo have fought bravely!  Who could count the foes you’ve vanquished!  Dynaheir would be proud of you ... 

Minsc: You have been good friends, you and (CHARNAME) ... Minsc would ask something!  Will you be my witch, Aerie?  Boo and I are nothing without a witch ...

Aerie: If you will be my guardian, Minsc, then I will be your witch.  Your dajemma has not been for nothing and Dynaheir’s death shall not go unavenged.  

Minsc: My sword, my soul, my hamster ... all of these I pledge to ... to Aerie, my witch ... HEAR THAT, EVIL!?  MINSC HAS A NEW WITCH!!  WOE IS YOU!!

(If Aerie is resurrected)

Minsc: Are you okay, Aerie? ... Boo tried his best to save you.

Aerie: You and Boo did all you could, Minsc ... Oh, cheer up, you two, I’m back aren’t I!?

Minsc: Wine, everyone!  Song!  The witch lives!

* TOB *

Aerie: Minsc, why don’t you tell me a little about Rasheman?  You’ve talked about if before, but never described it ... and I’ve never heard anyone else mention it at all.

Minsc: This is because Rasheman is very fars away.  Once Boo kept track for me of the number of steps I have taken since the beginning of my dajemma, but Boo has since forgotten.  Boo claims that the number is very large.  Larger, maybe, than the number of butts that Minsc has deservedly kicked along the way.  I find this hard to believe, though Boo is usually very reliable in these matters.

Aerie: Yes ... so Rasheman is very far away.  But what kind of place is it?  Did you like it?

Minsc: It is a wonderful place with many fields.  It could only be better, maybe, if every ranger of the Berserker Lodge had his very own hamster.  Just think of the implications!

Aerie: But what of the witches?  You said Dynaheir was a witch, right?

Minsc: Yes, Dynaheir was a good Rashemani witch.  But I am not so certain that the witches have need of their own hamsters.  Dynaheir never approved of Boo ... she used to glare so it frightened him sometimes.

Aerie: (giggle) Oh, never mind, you big galoot.

*TOB*

Minsc: Aerie!  Boo has been mulling over a question for you.  Never have I seen a hamster concentrate so!  He has been so very quiet I thought perhaps I rolled over him last night, which caused me great concern.

Aerie: If ‘Boo’ wishes to ask me a question, Minsc, then he should feel free to do so.

Minsc: But Boo’s question is of such a personal nature ... well, the thought of it makes me blush right down to my buttocks.  

Aerie: I ... see.  Perhaps Boo should ask me anyway just to get it off his chest.  We ... wouldn’t want a hamster to bottle up all that anxiety, now, would we?

Minsc: You are very insightful!  Such bottling could lead to all sorts of un-hamster-like explosions!  Well ... Boo wonders why you do not perform all of your duties, since you are our witch?

Aerie: My duties?  I thought you were supposed to protect me ... I didn’t know there were any duties involved.  And what’s so personal about this?

Minsc: Well ... a Rashemani witch accompanies a ranger on his dajemma and teaches him the lore of herbs, among other things.  Well ... Minsc and Boo have discovered a need of some of this lore, maybe.  After frolicking in a bush that we now consider to be of a suspicious nature, both Boo and I have contracted the Calimshite Itch in rather ... private places.  A salve would be most joyously anticipated!

Aerie: I ... I ... I’ll do what I can, Minsc.

Minsc: Many thanks, Aerie! Maybe, soon, Boo can return his little mind to thought of butt-kicking instead of butt-itching, and I for one shall be very relieved!  

Anomen
*TOB*

Minsc: So, Anomen, Boo and I had a question about the lodge that you seem to hold above all else.

Anomen: If by ‘lodge’ you mean the Noble Order of the Most Radiant Heart, I will answer as best I can.

Minsc: Yes, that is the one.  You view it with as much respect as I give the Ice Dragon Beserker Lodge of my homeland.  If they are similar in their intent, we might seek to join.

Anomen: You?  

Minsc: Yes.

Anomen: And your ... hamster?

Minsc: Yes.

Anomen: I ... don’t think you would enjoy it, Minsc.  No, while your heart is certainly good, I think you would chafe within the ... ah ... discipline of the Order.

Minsc: Boo understands the tone of your rejection, though he is confused as to why organizations of good intent must always atop the *ahem* pole of righteousness.  

Cernd
Minsc: Cernd, you are akin to nature as I am.  Why did you not take up the blade to fight?  I do not think I would have the patience you do in battle.  

Cernd: The great oak might crush a building when it falls, but the sapling that seeps its roots through the foundation will stop the building in the first, lest the cellars leak and the fungoids take the builders.  

Minsc: Confused looks from all sides but Minsc understands!

Minsc: Flowers are beautiful, aren’t they Boo?  I wish I could see more.

Cernd: I see you have an appreciation for the small things, Minsc.  You see the power in their simple nature.

Minsc: I don’t understand much that is complicated, but the trees and the flowers are music to my eyes.  Boo prefers the calm of the forest, though he suffers my company.  

Cernd: Ahh, you are his tree amidst the cities and people, and despite your bending and bowing in the wind you are his stability, as I suspect he is yours.

Minsc: No, he is my hamster.  You talk in circles, Cernd, but that’s okay.  Boo runs in them.

Minsc: You are not as serious as many Druids I have met, Cernd.  Some even disapprove of me because I am ... I don’t really know why.  Boo will not tell me either.

Cernd: The great wind that shakes the tree causes many that dwell there to fear for their safety and curse the bluster.  The same wind will cause many a nut to fall, and in this the forest is renewed, providing even more space for those that fear.  

Minsc: You could just say you don’t know.  Boo makes more sense and he does not have thumbs.

Edwin
(While Edwin is a woman)

Minsc: Boo does not understand.  It is not as though the scoundrel will be missed, but where has Edwin gone and who is this woman who wears his clothes?

Edwin: I will not be scrutinized for the sake of your rodent!  Mind your own concerns, you stone-headed oaf!  

Minsc: Such a temperament!  Fire in her belly and not afraid to spit in the eye!  It reminds me of the fighting women of my homeland!  Ah sweet lady, you bring me tears.

Edwin: Tears indeed!  Stand away lest I bring you a fireball as well!  (Such suffering I must endure!  The pain behind my eyes does grow steadily!)

(While Edwin is a woman)

Edwin: What!?  Why do you stare at me so, barbarian!?

Minsc: You bear handsome features, though they are familiar, too.  Edwin’s sister perhaps?  Aye, Boo sees the resemblance?  You are his superior in your manner though.

Edwin: I AM Edwin you fool!  Can you not comprehend this!?

Minsc: I don’t do well with the philosophical.  You are Edwin?  Ah, like Minsc is Boo and Boo is Minsc because we carry each other within.  Do you like hamsters?  Boo likes you.

Edwin: If you do not wish to be the proud owner of a very small rug you will get that hamster away from me.  

Minsc: I see more and more of Edwin in your tone, though you are still better than he.  Boo will forgive you, for now.

Edwin: (I will kill ALL of them.  Slowly.  With ... with HOT pokey things and ... and coals and ... and prods.  Yessss, prods. Many, many prods.)

Minsc: I think she warms to our company, Boo.  See how she looks longingly?   

Edwin: The price of flesh is obsession, Minsc.  I’ve been obsessed, smitten, bewitched and taken 

by many things, but the only rodent in my pants doesn’t squeak when I touch it.

Minsc: Your words are strange.  Stranger still are the thoughts behind them.  Stand back.  Boo has expressed a dislike for your company, and I can’t say I am surprised.

Edwin: The rodent speaks to you?  Verily I’ve a rat in my trousers that speaks a particular dialect as well, usually involving transactions of coin and copious volumes of wine.  You are truly a gift of the ages, Minsc.

Minsc: Your words baffle, though I am certain some insult has taken place.  Keep your distance from this one, Boo, he is definitely unstable.

Edwin: Is the hamster speaking to you know, Minsc?  Are his thoughts entertaining?

Minsc: I am quite used to people mocking Boo.  It no longer bothers either of us.  Laugh if you will, but Minsc hears what you cannot.

Edwin: You wield a formidable blade indeed, warrior.  Tell me, Minsc, what is the opposite of a lesson?  

Minsc: Opposite of lesson ... less one ... more on!  The opposite of less on is more on!  More on?  Do you dare to insults me again?

Edwin: Minsc, what breed of rat is Boo?  A sea faring wharf rat?  The fruit-eating country vole?  The sewer-dwelling city weasel?

Minsc: The Red Wizard risks great harm.  Boo is patient, but this grows tiring.  Keep pressuring and may not just go for the eyes!

Edwin: You threaten with your vaunted combat prowess?  The same esteemed skill that failed miserably to protect Dynaheir from harm’s clutches?

Minsc: You pick at old wounds, wizard!  Continue to pick and I shall make you some fresh ones!

Edwin: She was a timeworn and weatherbeaten barwhore, Minsc.  The lowest class of spent working girl rubbish.

Minsc: You are one step away from wearing your lips as a collar, wizard!  Withdraw your foolish words!  

Edwin: Not likely, cretin.  I observe, not change, the nature of people or their beasts.

Minsc: Then you shall pay the price for your ‘observations’!  Those that speak ill of the dead shall join them!  May you spend eternity with Dynaheir’s foot in your loins!

(Edwin and Minsc fight)
HaerDalis’
HaerDalis’: A question, my hound and hamster ... how is that you come to such rage when we fight?  ‘Tis as if all the furies of the planes were all at once let loose within your veins!

Minsc: Boo says fight hard so I fight hard.

HaerDalis’: Ah, Boo says that, does he?

Minsc: Space hamsters are never wrong!

*TOB*

Minsc: HaerDalis’, are you laughing at Boo and I?  You are smiling after many of our battles.

HaerDalis’: Oh, my dear Minsc, you and Boo are wonderful, make no mistake.  So chaotic, so unpredictable.  Such a fist in the eye of sense and reason.  

Minsc: uh ... but mostly evil, right?

HaerDalis’: HA!  Yes, Minsc, most a fist in the eyes of evil.  Do not let me change a thing you do.

Minsc: Boo, I think this Bard is a little off in the head, no?

Jaheira
Minsc: Ooo, squirrels Boo!  I know I saw them!  Quick, throw nuts!

Jaheira: Minsc, could you please maintain a little grace while in nature’s presence?  Sometimes I simply do not know how you came by your title of ranger.

Minsc: Do you wish me dour and sour like most others?  No, I say not.  The animals run and play without care, and I would too ... if such a thing would not squish Boo flat.  

Jaheira: But your duties are serious things, Minsc.  Do you realize that?

Minsc: I am very serious!  Boo would not let me shirk my duties!  I would not want to shirk anything!  No shirking, no sir!

Jaheira: Admirable, Minsc, but you use that word like you don’t know what it means.

Minsc: Eh, well ... no ... but it sounds sharp and painful and I always reserve such things for freaks that might steal those squirrels’ nuts!  

Jaheira: Good job, Minsc.  You keep it up.

Jan
Jan: Minsc!  Look out!  Behind you!

Minsc: Where?  He who sneaks on Minsc loses teeth!

Jan: C’mon Boo!  Quickly, to Jan!

Minsc: Stop it!  Boo is not for you, tiny!  You’ll hurt him!

Jan: He likes me.  Gnomes are far cuddlier than oafish humans.

Minsc: No, I know best when talking of Boo.  If you could hear his wishes would agree, but you cannot.  The words of Boo are for Minsc alone.

Jan: You can’t fault a fellow for trying.

Minsc: I can and will.  And another thing; no more sneaking Boo crackers.  He is getting rather portly, and the crumbs make for an itchy bedroll.

Jan: Ah, Minsc!  ‘Tis truly a beautiful day, no?  

Minsc: Weather is nice, maybe.  

Jan: It is day to get out into the world, breathe the fresh air.

Minsc: (grunt)

Jan: Too bad, though ...

Minsc: What is too bad?

Jan: It’s too bad that I won’t live to enjoy it.

Minsc: What do you mean?

Jan: Haven’t you heard, old friend.  I’ve got the Calimshan itch.  Alas, poor Jan! (sob, sob)

Minsc: An itch?  Can you not scratch it?

Jan: Only death will cure this itch.  I shall not live out the day.  Oh, terrible powers of the heavens!  Why will you let me die without granting me a final wish?  Cruel, cruel fates!

Minsc: What can Minsc do to help?  A tragedy this is!  I will slay those who need slaying!

Jan: I do have one final wish ... no, no.  I do not wish to burden my companions with my death.  My teensy-weensy wish is unimportant.  Travel on, Minsc.  Carry the torch and so forth.

Minsc: It is only fair, big-nosed little one.  We will do all that we can to aid you.

Jan: Truly, it is a small thing.  As a child I had a pet hamster, named Spanky.  Those were the only pure days in my life.  Every day was perfection.  Oh, the pain!  If I could just hold a hamster while I die, perhaps I could capture the innocence of my youth and die a happy gnome.

Minsc: You will not steal Boo from me!  I know your tricks!

Jan: Tis no trick.  (cough, cough) Nevertheless, you are correct about one thing, my oafish friend.  I do not deserve happiness.  Please, leave me to my excruciatingly painful death.  I am close now ... Spanky, I miss you!

Minsc: Boo shall comfort the dying gnome for a moment.  Only a moment!

Jan: Ah, thank you, Minsc.  May I have a moment alone?  

Minsc: Alone?  No, I draw the line ... hey!  Stand still!  I warn you!

Jan: At last Boo is mine!  I cannot believe this stupid trick worked.  Come, noble hamster, a life of frivolity awaits.

Minsc: I’ll throttle with own arms if you do not return him this instant!  This is no longer amusing!  It was never amusing!  I am not laughing!

Jan: Alright, alright.  I was only a jest, Minscy.  I meant no harm.  

Minsc: That’s right, you apologize!  It’s hard enough keeping Boo’s roaming in check without you stealing him.  Bad Jan!  There will be a booting if this happens again!

*TOB*

Jan: Oh my, my, my ... I had the strangest dream last night, Minscy.  I dreamt a wizard snuck into our camp, and cast a spell that made you and I switch identities.

Minsc: Such a thing would be a nightmare indeed - Minsc could not even fit into your tiny clothes!  I have no wish to walk naked through these strange lands ...

Jan: Just our minds were switched, Minscy.  You were me and I was you.  Oh my ... what if it wasn’t a dream?  What if it was real?  What if you’re really me, and I’m really you?  Suddenly I feel sort of funny ... HAMSTERS AND RANGERS AND HEROES TOGETHER!

Minsc: What is this?  The puny gnome speaks with the wrath and rage of a Rasheman warrior?  Boo, I am confused ...
Jan: I AM FED UP WITH YOUR WILY TRICKS YOU uh ... uh ... PIPSQUEAK!  GIVE ME BACK MY HAMSTER OR uh ... uh ... OR FEEL THE WRATH OF MY uh ... uh ...THE WRATH OF MY MIGHTY uh ... BOOT! (Yes, that will do).

Minsc: Can this be true?  Am I but the sneaky little gnome inside Minsc’s great, big body? ... No!  This is not right!  Minsc is not Jan ... Minsc is Minsc!  Minsc is Minsc, Boo is Boo, and you are a naughty, naughty gnome!
Jan: Okay Minscy, settle down.  You win.  Just a little existential prank is all - no hard feelings I hope.  (Hmmm ... I really thought that would work ...)

Minsc: Your trick may have worked, tiny one, had Boo not saved me from confusion.  Boo thinks, therefore I am.  Remember that before you tempt my wrath by trying to steal my hamster again!

*TOB*

Minsc: Boo?  Boo ... where are you?

Jan: What’s the matter, Minscy?  Did you lose (snicker) ... lose (giggle) ... lose something?

Minsc: You!  The tiny, tricky gnome!  Minsc knows it was you who stole Boo!  You cannot fool Minsc!  What is that bulge moving about within your trousers?  

Jan: This bulge here?  Why that’s (ha-ha) that’s nothing.  I’m just happy to see you, Minscy.  (giggle) Oh, those tiny feet tickle so.

Minsc: I hear Boo’s tiny squeaking!  Ho-ho!  He is growing angry, little man.  Release Boo from his little drawers lest his sharp teeth nibble on your naughty bits in his outrage!  

Jan: Boo would never do such a thing ... uh, at least I hope he wouldn’t.  Actually, now that I think about it, that’s a chance I’m not willing to take.  Here you go, Minscy - Boo’s yours again, safe and sound.

Minsc: Ah, Minsc and Boo together again!  Jan, you are not worthy of having a miniaturised giant space hamster scampering loose in your pants.

Jan: Ah, I suppose there are precious few of us indeed who are truly worthy of that particular honor.

Imoen
*TOB*

Imoen: Minsc, I want a hamster.

Minsc: What?  Well, an admirable decision but Boo is not for sale.

Imoen: No Boo, you goof.  My own hamster.  I just see how calming he is for you, and as a pet he seems very easy to maintain.  I just thought ...

Minsc: OH!  Well then, by all means!  And yes, very little requirements.  Food, shelter, and perhaps the little wheel.  I have heard nothing but good things about the little wheel.  

Imoen: Well, I don’t want one right away.  I doubt I could manage one on the road as well as you do, but once this is done, maybe then.  

Minsc: Of course.  Boo is special among his kind, and quite resilient.  Have I mentioned he is a miniature giant space hamster?  I’m sure I have.  

Imoen: Yes you have, Minsc.  Yes you have.
Keldorn
(Minsc goes Beserk)

Minsc: All will fall before the might of Minsc and Boo!  Evil all about!  All will ... RRRAAAGHHHGHG!!!

Keldorn: Minsc!  Stand down and calm yourself!

Minsc: I will fight!  Minsc fights and evil falls!

Keldorn: And you have fought well and true as a warrior should, but the battle is won!  Let the fury pass, Minsc.  

Minsc: I will ... I ... Keldorn?

Keldorn: Well fought, Minsc.  Your righteous fury is a sight to behold, but do not let is consume you.  

(again)

Minsc: RRRAAAGGHH!!!!  KILL, SAYS BOO!  KILL, DOES MINSC!

Keldorn: Let is pass, Minsc!  The fight is won and we have survived, but do not let your rage defeat you!  

Minsc: Raagh!  Ra ... Minsc ... Minsc is ... better now.  Boo calms as we speak.  Thank you, paladin.  

Keldorn: The righteous must sometimes descend to the methods of the brutal, but do not let it destroy you from within.  Fight when you must, but let it end when done.  

Minsc: Minsc is calm.  Boo is calm.  You are wise in your words, and bear your weapon well.  Would that you could hear Boo’s praise, for my own words do not suffice. 


(again)

Minsc: Who wants some of Minsc?!  Who?!  Evil will die here!  Enemies everywhere!

Keldorn: Calm your fury, Minsc!  The battle is over!  Let your friends tend to you!  

Minsc: Friends ... my friends ...

Keldorn: There now, with enemies gone it is time for reflection.  Those of evil intent will fear you when the time comes, no need to posture for those that already know.  

Minsc: Minsc calms ... you are right ... Thank you Keldorn.  You are ... an inspiration to me.

Keldorn: Lead by example, for the individual knows what is right and true.

Minsc: You bear the wounds of battle well, Keldorn.  A warrior of your ability would be well respected in my home of Rasheman.  
Keldorn: I take no pride in my wounds, only in the battle won.  That I have the opportunity to sacrifice my body for what is right, that does not mean I wish to.  The best example is of good remaining strong in the defeat of evil.  I will give my wounds no acknowledgement.

Minsc: This, Boo, is a hero of legend!  Minsc is honored to fight at your side, Keldorn!  

Keldorn: Do not take honor in fighting with my presence.  Take honor in that you fight for good, for that is my source of strength.

(Minsc’s hit points below 20)

Minsc: Yet more scars that show Minsc’s prowess in battle!  All great warriors wear such marks!  Keldorn, you must wear a great many scars that are your medals of combat!  Do you wear them proudly, as I do?  

Keldorn: My battles won unscathed are my greatest pride.  When I have served the cause of righteousness without a mark to prove my deeds I know I am acting for the greater good, and not just for my own foolish ego.

Minsc: I did not think of it that way, though scars are my proof that I will fight evil to the last.  It places fear in the hearts of the enemy.  

Keldorn: Evil musn’t know where opposition can come from, only that it will.  If a villain doubt my intent then he is at a disadvantage when I take up arms against him.  

Minsc: I can respect that, though I prefer my enemies know where I am coming from and there is little they can do.  

(His hit points below 20 a second time)

Minsc: Ungh!  Oh Boo, where are you, Boo?  Let the good knight know that I have hit my head.

Keldorn: Aid is on its way, Minsc, stand firm!

Minsc: No, Boo.  The knight, I said ... not all these pesky birdies ...

Keldorn: Oh, ye gods, shelter this loving madman while ye may ...

Minsc: Minsc doesn’t get mad, Minsc gets eve ... no, wait, Minsc gets mad ... 

(Keldorn dies)

Minsc: No!  For such a warrior to fall here is an abomination!  And I do not even know the word! All will feel my boot to head for this!

(Keldorn resurrected)

Minsc: Your legacy did not die!  You are with us again!  Ooh, Boo is positively vibrating with happiness!  I will not let such evil claim you again!

Keldorn: There is no sorrow if I fall in battle.  I am glad to be alive, but if my sacrifice inspires others than it is worth my passing.  I have no doubt that your rage over a lost friend inspires you onward, does it not?  

Minsc: I do not like to those I have lost as gone.  I may not speak of them much, but they are in each swing of my sword as I avenge them!

Keldorn: As it should be.  If I can contribute to that then all is not lost when I am.

(Minsc resurrected)

Minsc: Minsc ... Minsc breathes!  Boo, where is Boo?  There you are, you did not leave me!  A miracle this is!

Keldorn: That it is, Minsc.  Do not waste it, for life anew is not a right, but a privilege granted.  I need not tell you to rededicated your life to fighting the good fight.  I imagine there is little else you would choose to do.  

Minsc: And Boo would have it no other way!  Minsc lives, Beware evil!
*TOB*

Minsc: Keldorn, yet again Boo and I are in awe with how deeply you plant the bootprint of justice on the villainous buttocks we encounter so often!

Keldorn: And as always, Misnc, you have fought with the righteous strength of many knights.

Minsc: And hamsters!  Let us not forget Boo and his furry fury.
Korgan
Korgan: Yer combat prowess is a sight to behold, Minsc.  Ye certain no dwarven blood runs through ye?

Minsc: Boo points, I punch!  It is a simple relationship, but it is effective.

Korgan: That rodent?  Yer at the beck and call of vermin?

Minsc: Boo is a find friend, and powerful in ways you don’t let yourself see!  To insult Boo is to insult all things small that try hard.  Oh, and Minsc as well.

Korgan: Warrior, perhaps chasing windmills be best left to ye.
*TOB*

Minsc: Korgan, Boo tells me that you have been staring at him.  I fear your gaze is making him quite angry ... see how his tiny body trembles with fury?  

Korgan: Ach, the little bugger’s probably just cold.  I’ll fire up a pot o’ boiling water to warm his wee bones, and ye just toss ‘im right in.  An’ then it’s hamster stew fer everyone!

Minsc: Minsc knows you are just joking.  If Boo was in your belly he would forget the ‘miniature’ part of his giant space hamster size.  Ho-ho!  That would be a messy end to your jests!
Mazzy
Minsc: Minsc has had the pleasure of standing next to many a warrior in battle, but I swear I have not been impressed as I am with you, Mazzy.

Mazzy: And what follows now?  A comment of how grand I am for one so small?  Your compliments are insults lightly veiled.

Minsc: Minsc does not insult those who fight with honor on the side of right!  You may not be as big as Minsc, but very few are.  Besides, Boo would nay speak for a week if I were to pick on the tiny.  I am not good with words, but will fight by your side at a hat’s drop.

Mazzy: You speak plain and true despite your battles with language.  I apologize for thinking your tone a harsh one.  

Minsc: You are a sight in battle, young Mazzy!  Boo has keen interest in the small, and Minsc takes great joy in the honor of combat, so you are doubly worthy of our company.

Mazzy: I never know if I can take your words as they are, Minsc, or if they carry some hidden meaning or riddle that must be solved.  I trust you are approving of my skills then?

Minsc: I could not be more so!  Don’t look for subtle messages, I keep nothing hidden.  I help the weak and leave evil in my bootprint.  You are similar ... Boo can tell.

Mazzy: Ahh yes, Boo.  Your animal companion and guide.  I have had friends with such attachments before, but never have I met someone so ... absorbed in the relationship.  Still, you seem all the better for it.

Minsc: Arrgh, Minsc could use a healing touch.  Poor Boo, the sight of blood does make him tremble so.

Mazzy: With Arvoreen’s blessing such a touch may come to me, but for now we had best get your wounds dressed by another.  

Minc: You would seek the path of a Paladin?  A difficult road, and you will find many barriers that swords will not break.  

Mazzy: Through acts of kindness and by living the example, I see no reason I should be denied this.  Do you think me not fit because of my parentage?

Minsc: Ahh, Boo, Minsc has placed his feet where his head should go once more.  No, Mazzy, I meant only that it is a path that is difficult regardless.  I could not do it, despite my hunt of all things evil.  I don’t think anyone suspect but ... but I am not the smartest person.

Mazzy: (snicker) No, Minsc, rest assured that I did not suspect such a thing.  Your heart is pure though, and that will see you through.

Minsc: You are more like Boo than Minsc.  Boo is small, but he is more than people would   believe.  Evil will see you like they see Boo, and that will help you in the end.

Mazzy: Minsc, you are a constant surprise to me.  And Boo is just the cutest little fuzzy wuzzy. Fuzzy wuzzy wuzzy.

(If Mazzy dies)

Minsc: NOOOOO!!!!  Such a vile act will not go unpunished!  Minsc will see this paladin’s heart avenged!  Boo shall burrow through your black little souls!
Nalia
*TOB*

Nalia: Minsc, I wanted to take a moment to say something with you.

Minsc: Boo and I always have time to speak with our friends, right Boo?

Nalia: Eh, yes.  Well, I just wanted to say that your unwavering fight against evil has been a good influence on me.  

Minsc: And now you would like a hamster.

Nalia: What?

Minsc: Just a guess.

Nalia: Well, no, I just wanted to let you know that I’m thankful for your example ... perhaps excluding the hamster part of it.

Minsc: As you wish, but I couldn’t imagine a Minsc without a Boo.  We are two peas in a pool, two fists in a face, two feet on the floor, and too much for most villainy.  
Sarevok
*TOB*

Minsc: Eh, so, ‘Sarevok’, if that is your real name, what do you remember of our previous battles?
Sarevok: What are you getting at, ranger?  I remember you well enough.

Minsc: I am not completely convinced that you are who you say you are, standing there saying you are.

Sarevok: And I am too feel bad that I do not have your validation?  No, if my identity is a problem for you then let my actions speak instead.  

Minsc: Boo agrees.  You are welcome beside us if you effectively apply the boots of goodness.

Sarevok: Your deluded comments are unnecessary.  (CHARNAME) directs my wrath as (HE or SHE) sees fit.  

Minsc: A fine choice of mentor, but again, you do not seem like a ‘Sarevok’ to me.  Too much humble, and not enough, ‘RAAAAGH, feel my unholy rage.’
*TOB*

Sarevok: Ranger!  Turn your rodent’s gaze another direction!  I will not be scrutinized as though by some ridiculous divining rod!

Minsc: Boo has an uncanny judge of character, but you ... you give him trouble.

Sarevok: I shall give him more than that if this continues!  I nearly conquered a nation!  I will not be judged by a creature that stores nuts in its cheeks!

(If Jan is in the party)

Jan: Hey!  I resemble that remark.

Sarevok: Trust me, gnome, you do not want to partake in my wrath this day.

(In any event)

Minsc: Food storage aside, Boo controls himself far better than you do.  Do you see him ranting about mere glances?  Let’s look.

Sarevok: What?

Minsc: There, you see?  No rant.  In fact, right now we see him snuffling about for a comfy place to sleep.  Admirable restraint.

Sarevok: I’m still in hell, aren’t I?  This is insanity.  

Minsc: Ah, finally a calming look across your face.  Boo’s handywork, no doubt.  Doesn’t that feel better?

Sarevok: Let’s ... let’s go kill something.  Soon.
Valygar
Valygar: Minsc ... something about you concerns me ...

Minsc: What is this?  I am not hurt.  Boo is not hurt.  What is there to be concerned about?

Valygar: I find it odd that someone who fights so well is not entirely in possession of his senses.

Minsc: I have all the senses needed to put evil in its place, plus the added Boo’s keen hamster eyes.  What else is necessary?  

Valygar: Have you ... considered seeing a priest, Minsc?  Someone who might try to heal your ... uh ... head wound?

Minsc: I have been seen by the best and by the worst, and all have learned that Minsc is Minsc is Minsc.  I do good things for those that need them; why is there a problem?  Enough, Boo tires of this debate.  It is old and stale and pointless.
Viconia
Viconia: Minsc, that tattoo on your face.  Does it have tribal significance or did some nursery’s fingerpainting class assault you with blue pastels?

Minsc: I do not like the tone of your voice, dark elf!  The face I have is the face the ladies love!  
Boo love’s Minsc’s face, too.  Don’t you, Boo?
*TOB*

Viconia: Minsc, I am finding myself unable to deny your effectiveness in battle.

Minsc: Eh ... Boo, was that a compliment?

Viconia: Oh, it was, and your response is the reason for my query.  Just how old is Boo?

Minsc: Boo?  He is young by the standards of his miniature giant cohorts.

Viconia: So he has succeeded the normal lifespan of a normal rodent of his type?

Minsc: I believe he takes offense to the term ‘rodent’.

Viconia: Perhaps be bears examining.  Some form of exploratory dissection.  It was an art in my homeland.  

Minsc: You know, try as he might, Boo just doesn’t get your kind of humour.
Yoshimo
(Minsc’s hit points less than 20)

Yoshimo: Why, Boo!  What a fabulous job you did in battle!  You went for the eyes as fast as any miniature giant space hamster that I’ve ever seen.

Minsc: Boo says that he was just doing his job.

Yoshimo: And a fine job it was.  What a brave little hamster!

Minsc: Boo says Yoshimo did well, too ... for someone who isn’t Minsc.

Yoshimo: Thank you, Boo.

Yoshimo: Do you see that, Boo?  There goes a nice man.
NALIA

Aerie
Aerie: Nalia?

Nalia: Yes, my dear?

Aerie: How come you care so much for people?

Nalia: It has to start somewhere Aerie.

Aerie: What has to start?

Nalia: Love... justice... the rights of people to choose their own destiny in this world.

Aerie: But don’t the gods choose our destinies?

Nalia: Oh, Aerie, with the exception of Gond our gods are not clockmakers.  They have made us living, breathing creatures with minds, emotions, and desires.  Only birth and death are destiny, all else is choice and consequence... Come, the sun is setting and it casts long shadows on our thoughts.

(Aerie below 20 hit points)

Nalia: Could we get a bit of help over here?  Someone in the party is injured and needs attention.  Aerie, are you alright?

Aerie: It - It hurts, Nalia.  

Nalia: We need a cleric here!  She’s injured!

Aerie: It’s alright, I can - I shall heal myself.

(Aerie then casts a healing spell on herself)

Nalia: Alright, Aerie ... but be careful out there.

* TOB *

Aerie: Nalia, I noticed that you have been very quiet of late.  Grim, even.  Is ... something wrong?

Nalia: Just because I don’t feel the need to express every thought that crosses my mind, this is supposed to mean something is wrong?

Aerie: Well, no ... it’s just that you used to be friendlier.

Nalia: I’ve got a lot on my mind, Aerie.  I’m not the same girl desperate to save her castle.  I’m an archmage, now ... I could have handled those trolls myself, now, if I need to.

Aerie: That’s doesn’t mean you have to change, Nalia.  You’re still the same person, aren’t you?

Nalia: When you have the power to disintegrate someone with little thought, it means you have to be more careful, Aerie.  You should know this just as well as I.

Aerie: There’s no need to talk down to me like that.  I know what you mean ... you just used to care more.

Nalia: I do care.  Whining about how things should be better will not change things.  Attaining the power to make real change might, however.  But enough ... we’ve things to do.

*TOB*

Nalia: Aerie?  Do you remember anything about your home?

Aerie: Faenya-Dael?  A ... a little bit.  I remember my mother, mostly.  I remember missing it so much in the circus that my heart ached.  I remember that the avariel used to make these open-aired buildings with great columns of marble.  There were sculptures of glass that would burst with colors when the sun broke from the clouds.

Nalia: Do you ever intend to go back there?

Aerie: That ... that’s a cruel thing to ask.  How could I?

Nalia: There’s no reason you couldn’t.  You’re a powerful mage and cleric both.  Finding it would be no trouble, now, and you deserve their respect wings or no wings.

Aerie: It’s not like that, Nalia.  The avariel ... they would never accept me, like this.  I wouldn’t be one of them.  

Nalia: You could make them accept you.  It isn’t right.  You’ve been through so much ...

Aerie: I ... wouldn’t want to make them do anything.  I don’t belong there anymore.  I belong down here, as I am ... accepting that was far harder.

Nalia: I wouldn’t feel the same way ...  but, then, it’s not my home.  As long as you’re happy, Aerie.

Cernd
*TOB*

Nalia: I have a philosophical question for you, Cernd.  If you’re willing, that is.

Cernd: A challenge, Nalia?  Well, certainly ... I have nothing against more intellectual pursuits, although I do not claim anything like your own acuity.

Nalia: Don’t worry ... this is your territory.  I was simply wondering about your feelings on (CHARNAME)’s place in the balance.

Cernd: Ah.  I have given that considerable thought, actually.

Nalia: And?  What are your conclusions?  Does (CHARNAME) threaten the balance or not?

(If protagonist is evil)

Cernd: Our stalwart leader may be evil, it is true ... but this does not mean that (HE or SHE) threatens the balance.  The balance may be served in the end, even unknowingly ... it is too early to say for certain.  But either way, I would say that the potential for chaos is far greater than I would like.  Hopefully we can influence the amount of chaos with our presence ... that is my hope, anyway.  Why?  What are your thoughts on the matter, Nalia?

Nalia: I’ve a few thoughts on the matter, but I choose to keep them to myself for now.

Cernd: That hardly seems fair.

Nalia: I mean no offense, Cernd.  Thank you for your insight, however.

(If protagonist is not evil)

Cernd: Our stalwart leader may not be evil, it is true ... but there is a significant potential for destruction in (HIS or HER) taint.  The balance could be served ... or harmed ... unknowingly, even.  It is too early to tell.  But either way, I would say that the potential for chaos is far greater than I would like.  Hopefully we can influence the amount of chaos with our presence ... that is my hope, anyway.  Why?  What are your thoughts on the matter, Nalia?

(Remaining dialogue is the same for if the protagonist is evil).

Edwin
Edwin: Nalia, you are aware that adversity has the effect of eliciting talents, which otherwise would have lain dormant?  What are yours, pampered one?  Those talents lay abundantly inconspicuous ...

Nalia: Edwin, I was not pampered, cajoled, or spoiled!  I wanted for little, but yearned for more than wandering about estates.  Is it not true that you are of noble birthright yourself?  Calling the kettle Red, Wizard?  But that sort of comment coming from you is not any surprise, he would rather live on his knees than die on his feet.

Edwin: Ha ha ha ... I see the soft spitfire has a streak of wild child running through her.  Keep living in your sanctified ignorance, Nalia, it is part of your charm.

Nalia: Nothing is more dangerous in this world to me, Edwin, than your stupidity.

Edwin: Nalia, you are aware that adversity has the effect of eliciting talents, which otherwise would have lain dormant?  What are yours, pampered one?  Those talents lay abundantly inconspicuous ...

Nalia: Edwin, I was not pampered, cajoled, or spoiled!  I wanted for little, but yearned for than wandering about estates.  Is it not true that you are of noble birthright yourself?  Calling the kettle Red, Wizard?  But that sort of comment coming from is not any surprise, he would rather live on his knees than die on his feet.

Edwin: Ha ha ha ... I see the soft spitfire has a streak of wild child running through her.  Keep living in your sanctified ignorance, Nalia, it is part of your charm.

Nalia: Nothing is more dangerous in this world to me, Edwin, than your stupidity.

(While Edwin is a woman)

Nalia: An interesting little situation you have found yourself in, Edwin.  I trust you will use it to better learn how others think and feel?

Edwin: No, my dear little wench, I will spend no more time in this body than I must.  You think me a fool?

Nalia: But you could do so much more.  How can you throw away this opportunity to walk a mile in another’s shoes?  I would love such an ... 

Edwin: Would you now?  I would wish it on you if I could, but you do not mean what you say.  You could do as such now, but you do not.  Shed your wealth and harvest the fields.  You walk no more in the shoes of those you pity than I would, and I pity everyone.  The only shoes I wish are my own!

Nalia: But I just thought ... 

Edwin: You thought I would desire to know the thoughts of others, but you were wrong.  I have no such desire.  Whatever the rest you think is irrelevant.  My own thoughts, my own shoes, my own BODY!  These are all that matter!

(While Edwin is still a woman)

Nalia: Edwin, you should learn to walk a little more dignified; carry yourself in a better manner.

Edwin: And exactly WHAT is wrong with my ‘manner’?

Nalia: You, well ... the way you walk about some might think you were ... of little moral fiber.  You should present a more wholesome image if you are to remain like this.  

Edwin: I will not remain like this!  I will not ‘present a more wholesome image’, nor will I acknowledge this form in any way!  I will not be this way for long!

Nalia: Very well then, but if we get too close to the docks you might find the less upstanding members of society getting more ... familiar than you would like.  As well, I would suggest that you treat the party with civility, lest someone arrange for such an occurrence to happen.  Perhaps nearer the zoo.

Edwin: (When the time comes, I must kill her first.  Slowly, but first.)

HaerDalis’
Nalia: I can’t stand seeing all these taverns around the city.  They exist simply to drain the poorer classes of their money and throw them into such a stupor that they can’t even realize their own oppression.

HaerDalis’: Aye, my darling loon, drink is to the poor what theater is to the rich; a costly chance to play out fantasies that may never come true.

Nalia: Don’t patronize me, HaerDalis’, for I have never done the same to you.  

HaerDalis’: Ha, my dear, ‘tis true for had your family patronized me while I was still with the theater, I would be far wealthier than I am today.  
*TOB*

Nalia: HaerDalis’, you are a playwright ... maybe you can answer something for me.

HaerDalis’: Ask, my pretty lark, and I shall do my best to satisfy your burning curiosity.

Nalia: Why is it that so many of the great tragedies have royalty as their central figures, but the great comedies focus on the common people?

HaerDalis’: Ah, that is truly a question for the ages and the sages.  Perhaps tragedy is the noblest of tragic forms, and as such demands a noble subject?  

Nalia: Maybe it’s because most playwrights are common folk, at least in the class structure sense.  Maybe the resent the abuses of the rich and powerful, and see their art as a way to symbolically destroy the upper class.  
HaerDalis’: Your explanation lacks the soaring wings of poetry, dear Nalia.  It is far too rooted in the troubles of the real world.  The stage is our escape from mundane life.  

Nalia: But shouldn’t art be more than an escape?  Can it not also be an instrument of political and social change?  Isn’t that more valuable than mere escapism?

HaerDalis’: Nalia, escapism has its place - as does dramatic social commentary.  But attempting to determine their relative worth is an argument that will last far beyond our lifetimes.

Nalia: True enough, I suppose.  We shall leave this conversation, for now.  Just as well ... we are lagging behind the others.
Imoen
*TOB*

Imoen: Nalia, do you intend to go back to your castle once all of this over?

Nalia: I don’t know.  Perhaps.  If I do, though, things will have to be different.

Imoen: Different in what way?

Nalia: There’d be changes in the law and taxation ... and some real alternations to the system of land ownership.  There’s a base inequality amongst people that I can begin to address in my land.  

Imoen: Wow.  Sounds like you’ve given this some serious thought.  

Nalia: Making changes in my father’s duchy wouldn’t be enough.  I’d have to get onto the Council of Six, as well ... although that plan is a bit more complicated.  

Imoen: That’d be a neat trick, bringing change to all of Amn.  Wouldn’t those Roenalls still be a thorn for you, though?  And what about the Cowled Wizards?  

Nalia: I’m an archmage, Imoen ... just like you.  The Roenalls won’t stop me from doing what I know is right.  And I could always join the Cowled Wizards ... how many of them are as powerful as I?  

Imoen: Okay, somebody’s getting a little scary ...

Nalia: Nonsense.  It’s called growing up.  I have a responsibility as a noblewoman and a mage, both, and eventually I will have to live up to them.

Jaheira
(Nalia below 10 hit points)

Jahiera: You are quite unused to the pain of battle, are you not?  I can see it in your face.

Nalia: It shows, does it?  I hoped I would be of some help to those less fortunate, but I seem to be quite prone to bruising.

Jaheira: You will learn many harsh realities out here, but you will also learn to deal with them.  Or you may die.  One or the other.

Nalia: Thanks for your support ... I think.

*TOB*

Jaheira: Well, little Nalia, you seem to have grown quite accustomed to the power you now wield.  

Nalia: Why do you bring this up now, Jaheira?  You have that tone in your voice again.

Jaheira: ‘That’ tone?  I do not understand what you mean.  

Nalia: Yes you do.  It’s that ‘time for an unnecessary lecture’ tone that means you are about to caution me about the use of the power I have earned.

Jaheira: I see. And what do you think the outcome of such a conversation would be?

Nalia: Well, I believe that I would tell you I have found my true calling, that you should probably butt out, and that I would really prefer you to refrain from calling me ‘little Nalia.’

Jaheira: Determined to do good works no matter what the world thinks, is that the gist of it?

Nalia: Yes, that would be the gist of it.

Jaheira: Then I agree that the lecture would be unnecesary.  I need say nothing.  

Nalia: You ... what?  Thank you, Jaheira.

Jan Jansen
Nalia: All this travelling is beginning to wear on me ... I can’t remember the last time I walked so much in a single day.  Hah ... it’s something my Aunt should try, I think, instead of being hauled about in her gilded carriage.

Jan: Nalie, dearie, you remind me so much of Cletus Bifflelips, my second cousin, thrice removed.

Nalia: I don’t think that I could be very much like a person named Cletus.

Jan: You wouldn’t think so, yet here we are.  You see, Cletus had a propensity for bouts of violent projectile vomiting.  We’d call him, Cletus the Room Clearer Bifflelips.

Nalia: Please, Jan!  This is too ridiculous, even for you!

Jan: Now just bear with me for a moment, Nali.  You see, it was after one such bout that Cletus, feeling ill, took a painful stroll down to the local witch-woman, in the vague hope that she might have a cure for his problem.  After paying the 1000 gold piece consulting fee and vomiting in the proffered bucket, the witch gave Cletus an herbal tea, which he was to drink twice per day for a score of days.  Drinking it everyday on schedule, yet failing to notice any change in his condition, Cletus began to worry.  Upon finishing his final cup of tea, Cletus vomited.

Nalia: This is disgusting, Jan.

Jan: No need to force your ridiculously high standards on poor, deceased Cletus.  

Nalia: I’m sorry.  His illness killed him, did it?

Jan: Actually, he’s not dead.  I made that part up.  Well, needless to say, Cletus was somewhat angry so he went back to confront the witch.  She had, of course, taken the money and left town.  But in her haste to escape the vomiting wrath of Cletus Bifflelips, the witch left behind her belongings.  Cletus, at the height of his anger, swiped her entire collection of novels written by noted folklorist, Nalia de Bouche.  I’ll be the first to admit that revenge was not Cletus’ forte.  

Nalia: Honestly, Jan, that is the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard.  

Jan: Well, they can’t all be gems.  ‘Tis one of my favorites, however.  

*TOB*

Jan: Nalia, my dear, you’ve been positively morose of late.  Probably from studying all those scrolls.  You remind me of Gorion ... prior to his addiction to poppy seed muffins, of course.

Nalia: Jan, I’m really not in the mood for any silliness.  W’ere here with a purpose.

Jan: Exactly!  And I’ve been recording (CHARNAME)’s adventures in a suitably epic story.  Ending’s not clear but the rest is dynamo.  Maybe you can help me come up with a title?

Nalia: (sigh) Why not just call it, ‘adventures of (CHARNAME)’ or something like it?  I’m no writer, Jan, I probably can’t help you.

Jan: Nonsense!  You just need the proper inspiration.  Hmm ... maybe, ‘The Bhaal Cabal’?  How about ‘Fall of the Bhaal Cabal’?

Nalia: Yes, fine.  Use that.

Jan: How about, ‘Fall of the Bhaal Cabal Hall’?  Oo!  I know!  ‘Fall of All the Bhaal Cabal from the Tall Wall of the Hall.’  Yes!  Yes, perfect!

Nalia: (giggle!) You’re incorrigible, Jan.

Jan: Now *there’s* a smile I like to see!

Keldorn
(In the Noble Order headquarters)

Nalia: So this is the guildhouse of the infamous Noble Order of the Most Radiant Heart, is it?

Keldorn: Infamous?  Miss Nalia, we members of the Radiant Heart pride ourselves on bringing a little good into this dark world.  Only the brightest, most upstanding members of all the Holy Orders are ever granted the privilege of membership.  

Nalia: Such as yourself, Keldorn?

Keldorn: Humbly, Ma’am, yes.

Nalia: And the Order pays for your estate?

Keldorn: My lady Nalia, understand this: any soul of any social rank may join the Holy Orders and therein be judged by the purity of their heart, male or female. ... unlike some who take it upon themselves to criticize, we were not born into wealth and luxury.  

Nalia: And yet these halls and all your sacred vows are only reserved for us humans ... Believe what lies you wish, Keldorn, but it shan’t make them any truer. 

*TOB*

Nalia: Keldorn, tell me ... you have served in the order for a very long time.  Do you still believe that what they do is truly relevant?  That it’s worthwhile?

Keldorn: Of course I believe that is the case.  I could not serve if I lacked the faith that that is so.  Why do you ask such a thing?

Nalia: It ... just seems so pointless to me?  I don’t mean to offend, but it seems that no matter how much evil gets vanquished, there is still so much horror in the world.  It doesn’t get  better.

Keldorn: Aye.  Sometimes it is enough to make the soul grow weary, child, just to think of it.

Nalia: And some of the worst acts are committed by those who aren’t even considered evil.  Nobles and, clergy for instance ... gross injustices against people who don’t know any better.

Keldorn: True.  The Order can only do what it can, Nalia.  We try.  And perhaps the fact that we try and do not give up is just as important as the good we accomplish.  

Nalia: I ... I suppose.  It just seems hopeless sometimes. Like nothing will ever change.

Keldorn: T’is only the impatience of youth, Nalia.  Things will change, in time.  But only if truly good folk such as yourself do not despair and give up hope completely.  The world needs your courage.

Nalia: Th-thank you, Keldorn.  I think I needed to hear that.

Korgan
Korgan: Nalie, ye’re overtall, beardless, long-limbed, and lack strength.  Ye disgust me.
Nalia: What provoked this hostility, Korgan?

Korgan: Ye deserve the full wrath of my ire, weakling!  Ye deserve it because ye’re a coddled, priviledged imbecile, a sad, little, nobleman’s offspring!  With what grout ye’ve left, never quest what I’ve to say, else each night upon the morn ye awake screaming for fear of what I may do to ye!

Nalia: I’m sorry, Korgan.  I seek no conflict and wish only to be left alone.  Forgive my slights, if I made any.

Korgan: Ye quiver and wither like all the others.  Ye’re a gutless coward.  And so ye’ll stay.

Mazzy
Nalia: Look at how these people squander their wealth.  Children lie starving in the streets while the wealthy concern themselves with acquiring the latest Calimshan silks.

Mazzy: You are angry, my friend.  This I understand implicitly.  Injustice and indifference have always been the banes of our society, and pose more of a danger to us than any dragon ever could.  But will all things, there are two sides.  Oppose injustice, but do so wisely.  Some rich may act in their lives as they do because they are told or even forced.

Nalia: Ignorance has always been a convenient excuse for the rich to live out their lives in comfort.

Mazzy: The trappings of one’s family and past are not easy to throw away.  It takes more than a glimpse of poverty to bring an epiphany to someone.

Nalia: It can be done.  My noble birth does not affect my actions today, but I agree that most nobility will not understand poverty until they suffer it themselves.

Mazzy: That may be true, but by casting the rich down, are we not merely creating a new impoverished class?

Nalia: For a time, yes.  But the poor understand what it’s like to be trampled on.  They would show compassion.

Mazzy: Nalia ... no offense, but you are not poor; your children will not starve.  You empathize, but you may be blinded by the romance of saving the impoverished,  Allow me to tell you a tale.  In a distant barony there was a village, lorded over by a Baron given to excesses of body and spirit.  Comely lasses of the village were taken for his personal harem, and he taxed heavily to pay for his pleasures.  His guards kept strict order under threat of death.  Now, it came to pass that a man named Kalos fell in love with a woman named Dana.  A marriage was set for after harvest.  Kalos and Dana were filled with joy.  Soon after, the Baron came to the village collecting taxes.  He saw the beautiful Dana, and he had his guards take her so that he could posses her.  When Kalos heard that Dana was gone, he and his friends took up what arms they could.  They stormed the Baron’s manor unthinking, like men gone beserk.  Kalos himself killed the Baron, and holding Dana, his rage passed.  Then he saw the richness of the manor, and the thought of how unfairly and how poorly he had lived.  He took the golden chain of rank, placed it on his head, and sent his young men out to collect the taxes, for was he not now the Baron?  Anyone can be weak, Nalia.  We like to hope that the oppressed never become the oppressor, that we would behave better than those above.  Alas, it is not always so.

Nalia: Perhaps this is something that I should think upon, but I still say there is no excuse for the actions of some.  

Mazzy: That is all I can ask, Nalia.  In the meantime, as I have heard it said, we be adventurers, let us adventure.

*TOB*

Nalia: Ow!  What was that for, Mazzy?  Why did you bump me?

Mazzy: To remind you to keep your eyes on the road ahead.  You were far away from here, Nalia, and in our current life that can mean death in an instant.  

Nalia: I was *not* day-dreaming, Mazzy.  I was going over several spell-incantations ... spells which might serve to save you, someday, I might add.

Mazzy: I didn’t say you were day-dreaming.  But there is little difference.  

Nalia: But there is *plenty* of difference.  I am no longer the dreamy, pathetic girl who could barely put together a cantrip.  I’m an archmage!

Mazzy: You needn’t prove anything to me, Nalia.  You were never pathetic, and I know how powerful you are now.  

Nalia: It takes a lot of work!  I have to be careful with spells of this magnitude!

Mazzy: I know.  But do you know, Nalia, that you weren’t responsible for the death of your father?  Just because you weren’t powerful enough, then?

Nalia: I ... I *wish* ... 

Mazzy: So do I.  But there’s nothing to be done.  I am a much greater warrior now ... I might have saved Patrick had I been greater, then.  But it wasn’t to be.  Learn to reconcile that.  Keep your eyes on what lies ahead ... it’s the only way to find peace within yourself.

Nalia: I suppose you’re right.  You’re a good friend, Mazzy.

Minsc
*TOB*

Nalia: Minsc, I wanted to take a moment to say something with you.

Minsc: Boo and I always have time to speak with our friends, right Boo?

Nalia: Eh, yes.  Well, I just wanted to say that your unwavering fight against evil has been a good influence on me.  

Minsc: And now you would like a hamster.

Nalia: What?

Minsc: Just a guess.

Nalia: Well, no, I just wanted to let you know that I’m thankful for your example ... perhaps excluding the hamster part of it.

Minsc: As you wish, but I couldn’t imagine a Minsc without a Boo.  We are two peas in a pool, two fists in a face, two feet on the floor, and too much for most villainy.  

Sarevok
*TOB*

Nalia: Keep your eyes off me, Sarevok.  I don’t know what you are, but I don’t want you near me.

Sarevok: Ah.  So the sorceress can sense the difference in me, can she?  Do I alarm you, girl?

Nalia: I know that you’re not truly alive, and not undead.  You’re flesh, but not truly alive no matter what (CHARNAME) did to you.  So keep away.

Sarevok: You show curiosity in every other matter related to magic, yet I make you nervous?  Are you sure it is for the reasons you think?

Nalia: What do you mean?

Sarevok: I mean that, to you, I am evil.  I am powerful and forceful and authoritative ... and you fear those qualities within yourself.  

Nalia: That’s not true1 I ... I’m a good person!

Sarevok: And where has it gotten you?  Have you vanquished evil, yet?  What gets results, better, from what you’ve seen?

Nalia: It ... It isn’t like that.  Results aren’t everything.

(If Sarevok is evil)

Sarevok: You mouth words you don’t understand.  Once you get over this delusion you shall see things as I do, girl.  As they truly are.  It is called ‘reality’.

Nalia: You can’t fool me.  I know what it’s called, and where your path ends!  So stop trying to play mind games with me!

Sarevok: As you wish.  You shall see the truth soon enough.

(If Sarevok changed alignment)

Sarevok: Hm.  Perhaps you are right, girl.  But the doubt you show tells me you should watch yourself most carefully.  I’ve known many who started as you did ... and died as I did.

Valygar
Valygar: I wonder, Nalia.  Why is it that you struggle to be so different from what your family asks of you?

Nalia: I am uncomfortable with their wealth, Valygar.  There are so many who live in squalor, and yet we are supposed to hoist ourselves above them because we are nobles?

Valygar: You cannot solve all problems with wealth, Nalia.

Nalia: Tell that to a starving peasant.

Valygar: I do not think that they are as unhappy as all that, really.  Was your father a cruel man, then?

Nalia: Well, no ... of course not.  But that has -

Valygar: My family was afflicted by our curse; I knew little of affection or care.  I would have given up all wealth for the sane, loving parent your father was.

Nalia: I ... I suppose ... 

Valygar: Believe it, Nalia.  One day it will truly be too late.

*TOB*

Nalia: I can feel your steely gaze upon my neck, Valygar.  Does my presence still anger you so much?

Valygar: I would be lying if I said that I was not wary around you, Nalia.  You have become far greater in the arcane arts than all but a handful of mages who have walked the Realms.

Nalia: I thought you had learned to set your unfounded prejudices against mages aside, Valygar.  I am sorry to see I was wrong.

Valygar: I have learned to accept that magic may used for both evil and good, Nalia.  But I have not forsaken my belief that such power can corrupt if a mage is not constantly on guard.

Nalia: I know who and what I am, Valygar.  Magic cannot change that.  And I refuse to spend my life ‘constantly on guard’ against this corruption you feel is so inevitable.

Valygar: That is why I am wary.  I must maintain a vigil against the corruption that you refuse to acknowledge as even possible.

Nalia: And if you see signs of this corruption in me?  What then, Valygar?

Valygar: We must both pray that it never comes to that.  I will leave you be, Nalia.  But my eyes are ever watching. 

Viconia
Viconia: So, Nalia, saved any poor from their impoverished status lately?  Perhaps that peculiar urgency of yours could be put to better use by passing out noonmeats to vagabonds and coins of the realm to every cutpurse, hm?

Nalia: Viconia, it’s simply a matter of even matter of distribution of goods.  There are those whose consumption is a crime against nature, and that injustice should be corrected whenever possible.

Viconia: Your egalitarian streak is an affront to determinism.  The poor remain poor because they are lacking in self-will and determination to seek higher stations.  Your pity and endowments only serve to perpetuate their condition and diminish their motivation to improve their lot.  

Nalia: My kinship with the disenfranchised is my own affair, Viconia.  To deny the help of our fellows is cruel arrogance.  And I am simply not that type of person.  

Viconia: That bleeding heart of yours must cost you a small fortune in laundering.  Child, you’re adrift in denial.
Yoshimo
Yoshimo: Young lovely, we must be wary, here ... any traps we encounter, it is up to us to find and disarm them before they bring harm to the rest of the party.

Nalia: I think that goes without saying.

Yoshimo: But I have seen many traps intricate enough to fool even the most able.  I remember one I encountered long ago ... it worked as a pressure plate via springs set into wood.

Yoshimo: To disarm it, you need to pull the wood back just enough to slip a dagger between the plate and the springs.  It requires finesses and patience, my young one.

Nalia: If I had wanted your tutelage, surely I would have asked for it!

Yoshimo: I can not bear to have you angry with me.  I just do not want to see you hurt.  A friend can do no less.

Nalia: I know, Yoshimo.  I’m not angry with you, really ... I’m just nervous.  I would feel very guilty if I set off a trap by accident.

Yoshimo: You will not, Nalia ... I have confidence in you!

Nalia: I will try not to disappoint. 

SAREVOK
Aerie
*TOB*

Sarevok: What is this I see?  A wingless bird.  How fitting that you should flop along with this group, eager to prove your worth.

Aerie: I’ve already proven my worth.  To everyone as well as myself.

Sarevok: Brave words.  But I think you mouth platitudes you can’t even understand.

Aerie: It ... it doesn’t matter what you think.  I am no frightened elf within the circus, anymore.  I’ve learned enough so that evil like yours makes me only feel pity.

Sarevok: Pity, is it?  You should feel fear instead, girl.  Were (CHARNAME) not your companion and protector, you would be nothing before me.

Aerie: Think what you like.  It is you who are nothing before my god and my faith.  Baevan and Aerdrie Faenye would both sweep you as if you were dust before them.
Sarevok: Bah!  They come at your beck and call to protect your miserable life, do they?

Aerie: They protect me.  But seeing as (CHARNAME) was once enough to defeat you, and that was a long time ago, you shouldn’t go asking for more than you can handle.

Sarevok: Keep thinking that, girl.  You haven’t a clue what true evil is.
Anomen
* TOB *

Anomen: You have changed, Sarevok.  Your new outlook is apparent even to me ... only I wonder if this is not some sort of act to cater to the hopes of our leader.

Sarevok: It is no act, cleric.  It is also none of your business.

Anomen: On the contrary, (CHARNAME)’s safety is my business, and I wonder at your motives.

Sarevok: My motives may not be as blindingly apparent as your own, fool, but they are also not as superficial.  

Anomen: Well, do astound me with you sheer depth, then, Sarevok.  What is it you hope to gain by travelling with (CHARNAME)?

Sarevok: Redemption.

Anomen: Redemption?  You must be joking.

Sarevok: Remption, among other things.  Now begone ... were it not that (CHARNAME) calls you a friend, I would cut you down where you stand for your impudence.

*TOB*

Sarevok: I see your eyes upon me, cleric.  Quit your glares or I’ll pluck your eyes out with my sword, I swear.  

Anomen: You could try, abomination.  I doubt you would succeed.  I merely wonder at how, exactly, you managed to worm your way into the ranks of this group.  

Sarevok: By being useful.  Something you would know nothing about.

Anomen: Well, you blackmailed (CHARNAME) in return for your information, that’s true ... but I fail to see what use you provide, now.  Perhaps (CHARNAME) should simply kill you again.

Sarevok: My use is in my sword and my skill.  I have no whining petulance to draw on, as you do.  And my (BROTHER or SISTER) shall do as (HE or SHE) pleases, so quit your mewling and begone.

Cernd
*TOB* 

Sarevok: I have had enough of your constant flinching druid.  Do you have something to say to me or not?  

Cernd: I ... I apologize.  I know that there are reasons for your presence amongst us, but you seem so unnatural to me that I cannot help but be repelled.

Sarevok: You have encountered many things far more unnatural than me.  How about the spawn of an evil god ... does that not strike you as unnatural in any way?

Cernd: At ... at least it is still birth and life, Sarevok.  It is part of the natural cycle.  Even a Bhaalspawn dies in a natural manner.  You are a dead thing that has risen again.

Sarevok: The same would be true for any undead creature.

Cernd: But you are not undead.  You are as a tree stump, sprouted again into a full oak.  A marvel, perhaps ... but also a living denial of the natural cycle.  I just find it ... disturbing, is all.

(If Sarevok is evil)

Cernd: Get over it quickly then, druid.  The next time you flinch in my presence I shall be forced to run you through.  Then let’s see if you can accomplish rebirth as I did.

(If Sarevok changed alignment)

Cernd: Then we have little to say to each other, druid.  I live again for a purpose and will not fail it ... your disturbances mean nothing to me, so stay out of my way.

Edwin
*TOB*

Sarevok: What is it, mage?  You spare no opportunity to examine me and I would know why.

Edwin: I do not like walking with the enemy.  I can barely stand keeping my allies so close, and yet here I am consorting with you.

Sarevok: Ah, so you are the great loner, ready to assault the world on your own.  Foolish.

Edwin: Is it?  You were no more content as a lowly member of the team than I.

Sarevok: I rose to power by choosing who I followed carefully and surrounding myself with beings of power.  My tactic has not changed, and will be fruitful in the end.  

Edwin: Well, I suppose I should be grateful for being included.  I look forward to being a part of your next defeat.  

Sarevok: You remind me of a younger me, mage, before I was slaughtered and sent to the pits of hell.  Think on that before you burn your bridges.

HaerDalis’
*TOB*

Sarevok: Your sideway glances begin to annoy me, bard.  Say your piece or drag your eyes elsewhere!  

HaerDalis’: Forgive this sparrow’s curiosity, my fierce hound, but my eyes are drawn of their own accord.  You have walked where every mortal must go - though precious few return as you have.

Sarevok: And what of it?  Did you think I learned some great secret there?  The meaning of life, perhaps?  Or some similar foolish notion?  

HaerDalis’: Nay, I am far too busy living life to wonder at its meaning.  But perhaps you could share your experiences with me ... it could make a most fascinating dramatic work.  

Sarevok: My experiences?  Suffering, tiefling ... suffering which you cannot fathom.  Each level of pain worst than the first, each layer of torment bringing new tortures.

HaerDalis’: Such passion in your suffering!  Imagine a story in which you take me, the author, on a journey through these levels of the abyss ... it is the stuff of a literary masterpiece!  Tell me more, Sarevok!

Sarevok: Beneath the suffering is a constant fire.  An incessant, horrible burning - the rage and fury of Bhaal searing my immortal soul.  No!  I will not relive the agony of that inferno for your amusement!

HaerDalis’: Ah, your decision is a great loss to literature.  Should you change your mind, my armor plated hawk, come and find me.  I already have the perfect title for the work: Dalis’ Inferno.  

Imoen
*TOB* If it’s Imoen who donates a piece of her soul.

Imoen: So ... Sarevok.  You’ve had an itty-bitty piece of my soul in there for quite a while now.  What it’s been like?

Sarevok: (sigh) Well other than a slight obsession with my weight and the resurgence of a few pimples, it’s been simply grand.  Now leave me be, girl.

Imoen: No, I’m serious.  Does the fact that you have a little piece of me inside you make any difference at all?  Tell me ... you owe me that much.

Sarevok: What do you wish to know, girl?  What are you curious about?  Perhaps you would be interested to know that I can feel the knives of Irenicus, slicing into my skin, torturing me.  I can feel his hands and his breath, I *know* what he did to you, girl ...

Imoen: Al-alright, stop ... I wasn’t really serious ...

Sarevok: How about the agony you felt as your soul was ripped from you?  The despair at being left only with the cold voices of your tainted heart, discovering what was inside you all along?  How about the hurt you keep deep down within, wondering if you weren’t good enough for Gorion?  How about the loneliness ... the unrequited longing you -

Imoen: Stop!  Enough ... I won’t bother you, Sarevok, just -

(If Sarevok’s still evil)

Sarevok: You are pathetic, girl.  When the true Bhaalspawn come to claim your essence, I hope you bring yourself not to flop onto your back at the first sign of danger!

Imoen: I ... I was enough to help kill you once, Sarevok!  And I’ll stand by (CHARNAME) to the end, just you wait.  It was ... obviously a mistake to talk to you.  Excuse me.

(If Sarevok changed alignment)

Sarevok: I feel many things, Imoen.  And I know that you are stronger than you think you are.

Imoen: I ... thanks, Sarevok.  I guess.  Um ... excuse me ...

*TOB*

Imoen: What ... what was it like to die, Sarevok?  Seeing as you’ve been through the experience repeatedly I can’t help but wonder if you’ve developed some perspective on it.

Sarevok: Do you intend for me to believe that a weakling such as yourself has never needed to be revived by a priest?  Bah!  I imagine this group has obtained a discount at the temple of Helm for you, dear sister.

Imoen: Yeah, but that’s different.  That’s just some blackness and then like, ‘oops, here you go!’  I don’t think that I’ve ever been really, really dead like you have.

Sarevok: Keep prodding me and that could quickly change.

Imoen: Oh, you don’t fool me.  I’m an archmage after all ... and you’re nothing but bluster.  Tell me what I want to know!

Sarevok: The knowledge would do you no good, now, dear sister.  And by the time you need it, it will be too late.  Now leave me be ... your constant chirruping is giving me a headache.

Jaheira
*TOB*

Sarevok: What is that I smell?  A burning rage?  Hatred barely controlled?  Jaheira, your eyes threaten to cut out my heart as I stand.

Jaheira: Walk where you will.  My fight with you is over.

Sarevok: Is it?  I had hoped my last bid for power would have had a more enduring impact.  The memories of the victims are all that remain of it.

Jaheira: You are nothing to me.  You are a phantom, a shadow of an evil already faded.  I will remember your defeat and nothing more.

Sarevok: My ... defeat.  Of course, I understand.  I am nothing because if I AM something, then you failed, didn’t you?  You worry that the avenged will not sleep if their tormentor has returned.  

Jaheira: Your existence is an insult to Gorion and every life you took, so I deny you, just as nature’s cycle has denied you and spat you back upon the surface.

Sarevok: Harsh words, nature’s warrior.  You cut to my soul raising questions of who or what I am, and I have no answer ... But I can *live* with that.

Jaheira: You *exist*, you do not *live*.  You will miss the great mother’s embrace in time.  You are nothing.

Jan Jansen
*TOB*

Jan: You know, Binky, I’ve been considering this plan of yours that you had with the Iron Throne and all that.  Interesting ideas ... but flawed.

Sarevok: Binky? You had best not be addressing me, gnome.

Jan: For instance, whose idea was it to put impurities in the iron?  Sounds like the lame idea of some yes-man underling who didn’t know when to quit.  No doubt you had him flogged.

Sarevok: I will not have my past commented upon by the likes of you, churl.  Quiet yourself, lest you experience worse than mere flogging.  

Jan: Speaking of a good flog, I’m brought to mind of poor Aunt Sara.  She, too, had a master plan to take over the Sword Coast, you know.  Although hers was considerably less dramatic and involved the use of tasty recipes for turnip pie and some mind-altering herbs that Auntie Sara had bought from a rather disreputable Turmish mage.

Sarevok: Are you listening to *nothing* I say!?  Desist or suffer the consequences!

Jan: Do you think she would listen to use.  You can trust a Turmish mage as far as you can kick him ... and even then it’s not a bad idea to carry around a good thumping stick.  But, alas, Auntie Sara just cackled on in her most villain-like way and was determined to carry on with her plan to hypnotize the whole Sword Coast.  Alas, she was completely undone by an over-the-top exposition she gave to a spy that she had captured ... and who subsequently escaped, of course, before she could have him killed.  It’s what villains do, I understand, when they’re not busy defiling iron.  

Sarevok: I will not be mocked, gnome!  This is your last warning!

Jan: Of course, they say that Duke Eltan had already had a bit of Auntie’s pie and enjoyed it immensely.  Rather than become hypnotized, he just became rather pleasantly obsessed with silken undergarments.  This, of course, led to the first Great Underwear Shortage.  It’s also known as the Three-Year-Wedgie, but that’s another story completely.  

Sarevok: AUUUUGHHH!!  How maddening!  How can you put up with such impudence, (CHARNAME)!!

*TOB*

Sarevok: I’ve been thinking, gnome ... about a certain trading deal my stepfather made several years ago.

Jan: Your stepfather, eh?  Was he a megalomaniac as well?  Must have been quite a merchant.  Was he into crate building, perchance?  Everywhere I look I see crates ... business must be lucrative.

Sarevok: My stepfather was with the Iron Throne.  He once negotiated for a very lucrative land deal with a gnome named Count Turnipsome, as I recall.

Jan: Ah, yes.  I know the fellow.  Handsome young gnome, apple of his mother’s eye.  Wealthy, debonaire, beloved by all.  Your stepfather was a fortunate man to have met him.

Sarevok: I wouldn’t say the game.  The land the Count sold him turned out to be useless swampland overrun by umber hulks and bugbears.  My stepfather was almost ejected from the Iron Throne as a result.

Jan: Now that sounds like quite a tragedy.  Tsk.  There are some mighty crooked people out there.  Gnomes, even.  Just terrible.

Sarevok: I swore that I would take instant revenge on that gnome if I ever saw him.

Jan: Well, it’s ummm ... it’s a good thing for him you never have, hm?

Sarevok: No doubt.  I’ve been saving some rather excruciating torture techniques for the occassion.  

Jan: Uhh ... yes, yes.  I see.  (ahem!)  I’ll just go stand by (CHARNAME) for a while.  Nothing personal, I just felt the wind change.  

Keldorn
TOB*

Keldorn: I doubt you’ll care much for anything I have to say, Sarevok ... but have you considered this new life of yours to be a second chance of sorts?

Sarevok: You are right, paladin.  I care not a whit for anything you have to say.  

Keldorn: Spit your bile in my direction if you must, but consider that it was your own mechanitions which caused your first death.  Fail to learn from that and you will die again with as little meaning.  

Sarevok: Death has no meaning, fool.  I was simple chance, no judgement by any god.  I could just as easily have been victorious in another circumstance.  

Keldorn: Then you learned nothing in death?  What a short, precious thing life is?  The ultimate uselessness of grasping for things like wealth and power?  How did they serve you in the Abyss, Sarevok?  

Sarevok: My will and my desire served me well in the Abyss. Nothing else.

Keldorn: I have known many good, honest men with powerful will.  I know they will not be in the Abyss when they perish.  

Sarevok: I ... could care less if I return to the Abyss or not, old fool.  Once I am dead I am dead and nothing matters.  

Keldorn: I am old, but I am no fool.  I don’t believe you really believe that.

Sarevok: I ... begone old man.  Make your precious speeches for those who may still be redeemed.  It is far too later for me.

Korgan
*TOB*

Korgan: Ach, Sarevok!  Yer a bloody killin’ machine, ye are!

Sarevok: Violence has always come easily to me.  It seems little has changed.

(If he’s still evil)

In the cold nether realm, while I waited to be reborn, I sorely missed the crimson spray and the hot tang of death on my tongue.  

Korgan: Aye, well said me armor plated friend!  Welcome back to the land of the living, where the chance to reap a gruesome slaughter lurks around every corner.  Har-har-har!

(If he changed alignment)

Even after my resurrection, violent rage pollutes my tainted blood.  As (CHARNAME) can surely attest, it is a constant struggle to keep our bloodlust in check.

Korgan: Don’t be turnin’ all moral and weak on me, Sarevok!  If yer gonna get prissy about killin’, we cannae discuss this any more!

Sarevok: I kill when I have to, Korgan.  But I no longer take such pleasure in it as you do.

Korgan: Bah!  If that’s yer new attitude, then (CHARNAME) would have been better off leavin’ you dead!

*TOB*

Sarevok: I see you eyeing me, dwarf.  Are you looking to test your metal against mine?

Korgan: I just be tryin’ to come to a reckoning about yer nature, ye walkin’ ghost.

Sarevok: Truly.  And what have you concluded, Korgan Bloodaxe?  Am I friend or foe?

Korgan: Yer handy enough in a fight, but I kill something I want to know it’s going’ to stay dead.  Sarevok: Unless you plan on killing me as I sleep, dwarf, that is not your concern.

Korgan: Aye, that be true enough, I guess.  Yer strange return to the land o’ the livin’ matter not.  As long as yer throwin’ yer blade into the mix, yer not hurting our group none.

Sarevok: And I could say the same about you.  We are done here, dwarf.

Minsc
*TOB*

Minsc: Eh, so, ‘Sarevok’, if that is your real name, what do you remember of our previous battles?
Sarevok: What are you getting at, ranger?  I remember you well enough.

Minsc: I am not completely convinced that you are who you say you are, standing there saying you are.

Sarevok: And I am too feel bad that I do not have your validation?  No, if my identity is a problem for you then let my actions speak instead.  

Minsc: Boo agrees.  You are welcome beside us if you effectively apply the boots of goodness.

Sarevok: Your deluded comments are unnecessary.  (CHARNAME) directs my wrath as (HE or SHE) sees fit.  

Minsc: A fine choice of mentor, but again, you do not seem like a ‘Sarevok’ to me.  Too much humble, and not enough, ‘RAAAAGH, feel my unholy rage.’

*TOB*

Sarevok: Ranger!  Turn your rodent’s gaze another direction!  I will not be scrutinized as though by some ridiculous divining rod!

Minsc: Boo has an uncanny judge of character, but you ... you give him trouble.

Sarevok: I shall give him more than that if this continues!  I nearly conquered a nation!  I will not be judged by a creature that stores nuts in its cheeks!

(If Jan is in the party)

Jan: Hey!  I resemble that remark.

Sarevok: Trust me, gnome, you do not want to partake in my wrath this day.

(In any event)

Minsc: Food storage aside, Boo controls himself far better than you do.  Do you see him ranting about mere glances?  Let’s look.

Sarevok: What?

Minsc: There, you see?  No rant.  In fact, right now we see him snuffling about for a comfy place to sleep.  Admirable restraint.

Sarevok: I’m still in hell, aren’t I?  This is insanity.  

Minsc: Ah, finally a calming look across your face.  Boo’s handywork, no doubt.  Doesn’t that feel better?

Sarevok: Let’s ... let’s go kill something.  Soon.

Nalia
*TOB*

Nalia: Keep your eyes off me, Sarevok.  I don’t know what you are, but I don’t want you near me.

Sarevok: Ah.  So the sorceress can sense the difference in me, can she?  Do I alarm you, girl?

Nalia: I know that you’re not truly alive, and not undead.  You’re flesh, but not truly alive no matter what (CHARNAME) did to you.  So keep away.

Sarevok: You show curiosity in every other matter related to magic, yet I make you nervous?  Are you sure it is for the reasons you think?

Nalia: What do you mean?

Sarevok: I mean that, to you, I am evil.  I am powerful and forceful and authoritative ... and you fear those qualities within yourself.  

Nalia: That’s not true1 I ... I’m a good person!

Sarevok: And where has it gotten you?  Have you vanquished evil, yet?  What gets results, better, from what you’ve seen?

Nalia: It ... It isn’t like that.  Results aren’t everything.

(If Sarevok is evil)

Sarevok: You mouth words you don’t understand.  Once you get over this delusion you shall see things as I do, girl.  As they truly are.  It is called ‘reality’.

Nalia: You can’t fool me.  I know what it’s called, and where your path ends!  So stop trying to play mind games with me!

Sarevok: As you wish.  You shall see the truth soon enough.

(If Sarevok changed alignment)

Sarevok: Hm.  Perhaps you are right, girl.  But the doubt you show tells me you should watch yourself most carefully.  I’ve known many who started as you did ... and died as I did.

Valygar
*TOB*

Sarevok: Valygar, you have not yet condemned my presence.  Is not my very existence here an affront to you?

Valygar: Nay, Sarevok ... I am not troubled by your presence.  Should I be?

Sarevok: I am no longer part of the natural order.  I was resurrected with powerful magics, which you so obviously despise.  My ... unnatural ... existence does not repel you?  You do not see me as an abomination?

Valygar: I see you as a warrior, Sarevok.  You may have a cruel and violent streak, but you are not alone in that fault.  You do not use foul magic; you wield true steel as I do.  We are brothers in arms, Sarevok.

Sarevok: That ... is true.  Your words surprise me, Valygar.  But I thank you for them.

Viconia
*TOB*

Viconia: Sarevok, may I share a whispered word with you?

Sarevok: Yes, drow, what is it you want?

Viconia: I miss the customs of my new homeland, like the breaking in of new pleasure slaves.  The largest and the strongest were the hardest to break, but they were the most rewarding.  Sarevok, I find your great size ... intriguing.

Sarevok: Were you to break me, Viconia, you might find nothing but the chill emptiness of the grave within.

Viconia: That does not repulse me as you might imagine.  We drow are ever eager to broaden our ... experiences.

Sarevok: I orchestrated a war to slaughter thousands.  I have felt the cold embrace of death.  I have witnessed the horrors of the Abyss.  But you, Viconia ... you scare me.

Viconia: Cowards everywhere I turn!  If you find your courage, Sarevok, seek me out.

*TOB*

Viconia: Sarevok, have you had the opportunity to consider my earlier offer?  Untold pleasures await you if you would but submit to me.  

Sarevok: I have considered it, Viconia.  And I must reject you and your ... temptations.

Viconia: A pity your manhood is so lacking.  I am a cruel mistress, but my slaves always found their subjugation to be most satisfying to their own physical desires as well.

Sarevok: When Bhaal held sway over my soul, I reveled in the bloody carnage I wrought.  But my will was not my own.  As captivating as your dominance might be, Viconia, I will not surrender my being to the whims of another ... be they God or drow.

Viconia: Then you are of no further interest to me, rivvel ... though I suspect your dreams will be filled with the dark imaginings of the hedonistic pleasures you have denied yourself.  But even your dreams will be but a pale shadow of my true decadence.

Sarevok: Of that, Viconia, I have no doubt.

VALYGAR
Aerie
Valygar: I cannot understand it, Aerie.  Why this magic ... why from you, of all people?  You are too good and innocent to practice such things.

Aerie: But ... but it is who I am, it is how Quayle taught me.

Valygar: I know, I know, but ... magic corrupts.  The very power of magic twists a mage’s soul a 

little each day.  There’s always one more spell to learn or cast.  Before you know it you’ve spent your life in the library, having never seen the daylight, never truly lived.  Believe me, I know this only too well.

Aerie: But that is how I was was in the circus when I was kept in a - a cage.  It was horrible, Valygar, but Quayle came and healed me ... healed my sores where ... He healed where my wings came off ... He taught ... He taught me magic, and it freed me.  It’s not spells that change people.  Good people do good things.

Valygar: ... I hope you’re right, Aerie.  For your sake and mine ...
*TOB*

Valygar: You know, Aerie ... I should confess something to you.  You didn’t turn out at all like I expected you might.

Aerie: Ha ha!  If I didn’t know you better, Valygar, I think I’d have to take that the wrong way!

Valygar: I suppose it didn’t come out quite like I meant it, did it?  I’m sorry Aerie ... I only meant that all my warnings of your impending corruption by magic have been proven false.  Fortunately.  

Aerie: Oh, I don’t know, Valygar.  This doesn’t mean that I’ll never be corrupted by my magic ... just not yet.  

Valygar: You shouldn’t joke about such things, Aerie.  Your heart is purer than I gave it credit for, and that gladdens me.  But I’ve seen good, honest people turned to greed and hate by magic ... it’s a fate I wouldn’t wish on anyone.

Aerie: I ... didn’t mean to joke about that.  I know about your past ... and I don’t think I could ever be like that.  Magic is a power I can use to help people, and that’s all.

Valygar: That’s good to hear.  Let’s hope it remains that way.
Anomen
* TOB *

Anomen: Valygar, your step seems of particular weight this day?  Perhaps it is your thoughts which burden you so?

Valygar: My thoughts are indeed dark ones, Anomen.  They are also mine alone.

Anomen: It might benefit your heart and soul to speak of your troubles, my friend.

Valygar: How so, sir knight?  Words cannot undo the past, and they cannot change the future.  I prefer to let my actions speak for me.

Anomen: I merely sought to offer my wisdom and guidance, Valygar.  As a member of the Order of the Radiant Heart, I am duty bound to try and ease the misery of all those who suffer.

Valygar: A noble cause, but I suggest you perform your duties elsewhere.  I have learned to handle my suffering well enough on my own.  

Anomen: As you wish, Valygar. I shall bother you no more - though I shall say a prayer to Helm that he may help you bear your burden.

Cernd
Cernd: I’ve noticed, Valygar, that you are quite the adept fighter.  I cannot help but compliment you on this.

Valygar: It’s nothing to be impressed by, old friend.  Something learned after years in the scouts facing off against the wild dangers that nature and magic have thrown at me.  

Cernd: Still, it is a skill that has served you well, no?

Valygar: It has served to keep me alive, Cernd, but otherwise it has not served me at all.  I would rather be a man of peace and nature as yourself.

Cernd: Ah, but even I have been forced to fight on occasion.  And had you not your skill with the sword, you would not have escaped the Cowled Wizards, would you?  

Valygar: I suppose that’s true.

(After Lavok’s death)

Cernd: Valygar, this hatred that you hold inside you is truly unhealthy.  It is akin to a rot in a tree trunk that will only weaken you at a time when you need to be strong.

Valygar: I’ll not let it be, Cernd.  The wizard killed Suna in such an offhand fashion ... he cared not a spit for her life.  Doesn’t he deserve to suffer for it?

Cernd: If your thoughts are only of vengeance, how can they be on the path ahead of us?  There are more immediate dangers.  

Valygar: Well I know it.  And you have no need to worry ... I shall pay the closest attention to every step that brings me closer to that foul mage.

Cernd: We don’t know all there is to know about this, Valygar.  We should not be so quick to jump to conclusions.  

Valygar: He killed Suna!  There is nothing else to know!  

Cernd: Nothing?  Like there was nothing else to know of Lavok?  Your ancestor was not quite what you expected, was he?

Valygar: I ... damn you, druid, just leave me be!

* TOB *

Cernd: All this fighting, this conflict.  Old enemies and new.  Strange times, aren’t they, Valygar?

Valygar: I suppose.  I don’t give it much thought.

Cernd: Really?  Perhaps that is the difference in our duty to nature.  You act and trust in your instincts, whereas I seem to spend many hours in contemplation.

Valygar: Hmm.

Cernd: Nothing to add?

Valygar: Not especially.  This was your chat.

Cernd: Ah.  Yes, I suppose it was, although I didn’t think it would provoke such indifference.   

Valygar: Perhaps it requires more quiet contemplation.

Cernd: Ah, I see.  Perhaps it does, at that.

Edwin
Edwin: Valygar, you are aware that silence is the virtue of fools.  

Valygar: Aim your words elsewhere, mage; I don’t know why you’ve targeted me, but I won’t take your bait today.

Edwin: As blushing may sometimes make a harlot seem a virtuous woman, so might refusal make an idiot seem a man of sense.

Valygar: It is as I have always thought; I can neither appreciate nor understand the mind of a mage, especially one so fond of his own voice.  

Edwin: Your ignorance seems voluntary, woodwalker.  Conversation is not the only vehicle of thought, it is a tremendous and efficient instrument in thinking.

Valygar: Then what’s your excuse for the steady stream of mindless pollution you call talking, Edwin?

Valygar: You remind me more and more as each day passes of what makes magic vile and evil, wizard.  

Edwin: You would do well to be reminded of what makes magic powerful, fool.  I’ve power enough to hold your life in my hands if I choose.

Valygar: Your words do not frighten me, Edwin.  I could slice you to ribbons before the first incantation of your threat was carried out.

Edwin: Indeed?  Your lack of fear for the arcane arts must explain, then, why you cowered before Lavok and the Cowled Wizards.

Valgyar: I cower before nothing!  I merely showed caution before approaching Lavok ... someone possessing far more power than you!

Edwin: You call that caution?  Quivering in a forest?  Lavok could have dealt with you in a second, if he chose.  And it would only take me a second longer.

Valygar: We shall see!

*TOB*

Valygar: What is that in your gaze, Edwin?  You have something to say?

Edwin: It is nothing.  I was just musing on the role of heritage in determining vocation.

Valygar: I see.  It is your assumption that since my family tree has had many mages, I should have been one as well.  Well, I defy that logic each and every day.

Edwin: And you certainly make a fine whatever-you-are, but it is a shame.  Even your casual movements suggest some training as a child ...

Valygar: I am no mage!  You ... you are mistaken in your observations.

Edwin: Yes.  Yes, of course I am.

HaerDalis’
HaerDalis’: So this ancestor of yours, Lavok, he created such beasts as ghouls and skeletons and other wakened dead of that ilk?  

Valygar: I did say that he was a necromancer, didn’t I?  As I understand it, Lavok felt that tampering with the veil that separates life from death was his prerogative. 

HaerDalis’: I see.  I imagine your family must have been exposed to many such things over their time. 

Valygar: The old family was, yes.  They continued to practice Lavok’s magics long after he left, but my particular was not interested in such pursuits.  They left in disgust, watching from afar as the old family crumbled over the years.  And then my family inherited what little of Lavok’s fortune was left.  That fortune ... brought us no end of grief, however.  My family eventually took up his past time, as well, to my sorrow.  I have no greater wish than to see such magic wiped from Faerun.  What’s dead is dead, and that should be the end!  Tampering with life goes against all reason!

HaerDalis’: Aye, hawk, aye.  A truth has been spoken and it’s been spoken from your tongue.

HaerDalis’: Tell me, Valygar, your family was once rich and powerful, yes?

Valygar: Yes ... what is your point?

HaerDalis’: I am simply interested in the story of how they have fallen so far.  Decayed, as it were, over the years until you are the last member of a small and decrepit estate.

Valygar: My family lost its wealth long before I inherited anything of it.  And none of it interests me, anyway.  I’d much rather spend my time in the wild.  

HaerDalis’: And so the family will end completely, then.  How very right and natural that is, then, a cycle having come to completion then.  Hmm.  Yes.

Valygar: I’m glad it amuses you.  I, myself, have had to live through my family’s decline and would rather not discuss it as if it were a point of philosophy.

HaerDalis’: Perhaps I could ask you more about it?  It would make a wonderful story, I think.

Valygar: Mind your own business.

*TOB*

Valygar: HaerDalis’!  Must you insist on plucking away on that blasted instrument?

HaerDalis’: I must keep it in tune, good sir, lest I strike a sour note with my listeners.

Valygar: Every time you open your mouth you strike a sour note with me, bard.

HaerDalis’: A thrust of wit from the dark hawk’s rapier!  I had not thought it in you, dear Valygar.  Have you been practising your verbal exchanges with the trees.  Alas they do not strike back.

Valygar: Cease your barking, bard and leave me alone.

HaerDalis’: ‘Bark’?  ‘Leave’?  Yet more jests building on my tree remark?  Or just lucky puns, like wisdom tumbling from the lips of a fool?

Valygar: It took you long enough to grasp the root of my remarks.

HaerDalis’: Oh mercy, great punsman, I beg thee!  Your life of solitude has done nothing to dull the stinging points of your stabbing words.  I shall retire to a safe distance, and resume my plucking beyond your earshot.

Valygar: Thank you, HaerDalis’.  That is all I asked in the first place.

Imoen
*TOB*

Imoen: So, Valygar ... word on the street is that ya killed your parents.  Is that true?  Sounds pretty horrid, if ya ask me.

Valygar: You consider *this* acceptable casual conversation?  Just walk up and ask someone if they killed their parents?

Imoen: Would you prefer to let the rumor mill have its way?

Valygar: I could care less what people have to say about me.  People have talked about my family all my life.

Imoen: Well, that’s a pretty sour attitude.  You know, they say your face freezes like that.  

Valygar: For someone who supposedly has her soul tainted by the evil of a dead god, you remind me considerably of a chipmunk with a sugar high and a death wish.  

Imoen: Oooh!  Funny!  That’s good!

Valygar: I try my best.

Jaheira
Jaheira: You scan the horizon as a hawk, Valygar, though with such an unnatural threat in your past I cannot say I blame you.

Valygar: Unnatural ... yes.   I struggle to understand the differences in magic that have been presented to me.  How do you feel about it, Jaheira?  Are they not all cut of the same vile shroud?

Jaheira: Magic takes many forms, and only some dare circumvent the cycle of death.  It is a power that draws from all things, and need not be feared simply for being.

Valygar: I suppose not, though there is ample to fear in those who wield it.

*TOB*

Jaheira: I find it surprising that we have so little to say to one another, Valygar.

Valygar: I have little to say to anyone, usually, and that is by my design.

Jaheira: I understand.  Still, we share much as druid and ranger.

Valygar: Yes, we share misconceptions and stereotypes.  You know as well as I that our outlooks differ fundamentally.  

Jaheira: Perhaps.  As a druid, any encroachment of civilization on the wild places is a loss to be mourned.  

Valygar: I have seen communities destroyed because they did not fit the ‘balance’ of a marsh or woodland.

Jaheira: Destroyed?

Valygar: ‘Encouraged’ to relocate, but these are just different words for the same thing.

Jaheira: I’m sure it was a dire circumstance.  

Valygar: Someone thought it was.  Responsible use was apparently not an option.  I bear you no ill-will, Jaheira, but druidic ‘big-picture balance’ can spawn very intimate hardships.

Jaheira: Well, we shall have to agree to disagree.

Valygar: As you see fit.

Jan Jansen
Jan: So Valygar, how do you like being a ranger?
Valygar: You are going to tell me another of your insipid stories, aren’t you?

Jan: Well if you’re asking, then yes.  It happens that my Aunt Petunia is a ranger, don’t you know?

Valygar: No, I wasn’t aware that your aunt is a ranger. (sigh)

Jan: She had the standard followers: a hydra, a shadow dragon, and a solar.  She had the dragon trained to roll over, play dead and fetch dwarves.  She called him Blackie I believe.  Loved to run and play and lie in the sun.

Valygar: Of course.

Jan: Long and far she’d roam, with Larry the Solar always at her side, fighting evil, mocking druids and the like.  

Valygar: Mmm hmm.

Jan: Anyway, my point is that Petunia and Larry were out for a stroll in the woods.  She was wearing her fruit armor at the time, which was the style at the time, you understand.  Aunt Petunia always kept up with style.  

Valygar: It goes without saying.

Jan: Larry had a nasty case of the plague ...

Valygar: Oh, is it that time now?  I’m afraid I have to take point now.  You know how (CHARNAME) is about keeping on schedule.
Jan: Very well.  We’ll continue this story at the next opportunity.

Valygar: I can’t wait.

Jan: Hmm.  You know, all of this reminds me of my dear old mother.  Did I ever tell you of my mother, Valygar?

Valygar: I’ve no interest in hearing of your mother, gnome.  Or any mother, for that matter.

Jan: Oh, come now, surely it can’t all be that bad?  Mothers are the most benevolent force in the world, caring for you and cradling you from birth until death.  What could be wrong with a story about dear old mother?

(I could see Valygar’s outburst a mile away)

Valygar: Let me tell you a story, Jan, about MY mother.  She fell to our family curse young, toying with magic, sinking half our family fortune into ancient texts and scrolls.  She was obsessed with it.  Even my father could barely drag her away from her studies.  She practically ignored me from the day I was born.  

Jan: Er ...

Valygar: She didn’t regret her neglect until after my father died.  She became so anguished she reanimated him, and went insane trying to lavish attention on his zombie.  Ultimately she entered undeath with him, and I was forced to destroy them both lest they do more harm.  I was crying as I did so.  So how is that, gnome?  Is that the kind of story you were thinking of?  Does it compare to the wonderful story of your mother?  

Jan: Ah, no, no.  I think that is quite sufficient, thank you.

*TOB*

Valygar: You look as though you have something to say to me, Jan. (sigh) You might as well say it ... the sooner we get this over with the better.

Jan: I was just thinking how much you remind me of my cousin Gabber.  Ironic name his parents gave him, never said a word till the day he died.  Caught a case of the Tethyr Tongue Gout from eating an unwashed turnip when he was a babe.  Poor little Gabber’s tongue shrivelled up like an honest Amnian merchant’s purse.  Turned him into the strong, silent type ... kind of like you, Valygar.  

Valygar: There is nothing wrong with my tongue, gnome.  I just choose not to tire it out with a constant stream of pointless stories.  

Jan: My stories aren’t pointless!  Now where was I?  Oh, that’s right, Gabber.  His tongue was nothing but a long, skinny piece of flesh by the time the disease was done with it.  But Gabber was determined to learn to talk.  He did tongue exercises and tongue stretches everyday, and his tongue kept getting longer and more nimble the more he worked with it.  They say he was able to pick locks with his unusual appendage, though I have never had the privilege of witnessing that feat myself.  By the time he was a young man he could flick that thing a full two feet in front of his face and make the tip twirl like a Calim veiled dancer.  Too bad he came to such a tragic ending.  Gabber wasn’t much of a looker, you know, and he couldn’t say a word with that freakishly long tongue of his.  But for some inexplicable reason the ladies loved him.  In the end, that was what did him in.  Nomis Stormfingers, and extremely large and jealous village smith, found my cousin in a compromising position with Mrs. Stormfingers.  Nomis reached inside Gabber’s tongue, yanked that long lingua out, looped it around his throat and strangled him with it.  Lynched him with his own tongue, if you can believe it.  

Valygar: I have no idea what you expect me to say after such a ridiculous story.

Jan: Of course not!  That’s why you remind me so much of Gabber - you’re both tongue tied.

Valygar: *groan* Excuse me, Jan I have to ... uh, I need to ... I just have to go far away from you now.

Keldorn
Keldorn: I must say, Valygar, that I have watched you fight and have found you to be a most extraordinary warrior.  How is it that you have not pursued something more important with your life?

Valygar: More important?  What do you mean?

Keldorn: More important ... such as joining one of the Royal Orders.  Or perhaps earning a career in the military.  Serving your lord or your god, as it were.

Valygar: I was in the army, once, as a scout.  It wasn’t for me.  

Keldorn: What about serving your god, then?

Valygar: But I have no god, paladin.  Whom would I serve?

Keldorn: You have no god?!  Do you speak truly?  How could one live a life devoid of such faith?!

Valygar: I live it according to my heart.  I defend the natural against the unnatural, and that is important enough for me.  

Keldorn: Well spoken, Valygar.  You’re a good man, if godless.  I meant no offense.
Valygar: None taken, Keldorn.  Were that all people were of as true of purpose as yourself.  
Keldorn: I understand that congratulations are due to you, Valygar.

Valygar: Congratulations?  What for?

Keldorn: You have fulfilled your family’s oath.  A vow lived up to is a rare thing, my friend.  Even rarer a vow that stretches back 500 years.  

Valygar: Yes ... I see.  My family’s vow to kill Lavok.  It ... does not feel as I think it should.

Keldorn: How so?  Your family would be proud of you.  

Valgyar: Would they?  I doubt most of my family would even remember the oath?  And I am sure none of them knew Lavok.  

Keldorn: It hardly matters, I think.  The necromancer was evil, and even if he regretted his evil in the end, he still had to accept penance.

Valygar: I am not so sure, Keldorn.  What disturbs me is my readiness to believe him as some kind of absolute evil.  Things are not quite so black and white, I think.  

Keldorn: Perhaps you are right, Valygar.
Valygar: You’re a man of the church, Keldorn.  How you stay so calm amidst such a constant display of magic in this group?  I feel most unsettled at the sight of it.

Keldorn: Hm ... I know it has not been the case in your experience but not all magic is there to serve the darker gods or circumvent the good.
Valygar: I find it hard to believe that anything tainted with the scent of lichdom or Lavok’s necromancy can lead to anything good.

Keldorn: But don’t we extend life, and even return the dead to living with faithful incantations?  Magic, god-borne or otherwise, is a tool.  The user alone must be judged.
*TOB*

Keldorn: Valygar, I have no wish to offend you, but I can remain silent no longer.  You are a great warrior and a defender of what is moral and right ...

Valygar: Why should that offend me, Keldorn?

Keldorn: I think you jest, Valygar ... though with you I am never sure.  Of course those words will not give offense.  But these may: I have once again been pondering your atheistic beliefs.

Valygar: Keldorn, do not waste your breath trying to convert this heathen.  I respect what you stand for, but I have no need of a God to serve  ... even one as worthy as Helm.
Keldorn: So you say, but your actions say otherwise.  You defend righteousness and justice as nobly as any knight of the order.  Perhaps you serve the will of Helm despite your protests to the contrary.  

Valygar: I will take your words as a compliment, Keldorn ... and not as a high handed condemnation of my own beliefs.  I you find comfort believing that I unwittingly serve the will of Helm, I shall not object.

Keldorn: And since you take comfort denying you serve - though your actions say otherwise - I shall no longer let it bother me, friend.  I am glad we had this discussion.

Valygar: As am I, Keldorn.  As am I.
Korgan
Korgan: Valygar!  Ye indeed be a dervish!  If I didn’t know better, I’d swear there were a dwarf 
hiding in the woodpile nine months before yer mam birthed ye!

Valygar: Thank you for the compliments, dwarf.

*TOB*

Korgan: Ach, I be wonderin’ if I might talk to ye, Valygar.  Just to pass the time, ye know.

Valygar: I doubt we have much in common to talk about, dwarf.

Korgan: Ye might be surprised, ranger.  I understand ye killed yer family - we have that much in common.  Aye, that we do.

Valygar: You ... were also forced by circumstances to spill the blood of your kin?

Korgan: ‘Twas inevitable.  When my father died there was barely enough inheritance to go around fer me and my three brothers.  I had to protect my future, ye understand.

Valygar: We have nothing in common, you vile murderer!  When I killed my mother it was to cleanse the world of her evil necromancy, not for selfish personal gain!

Korgan: Killing is killing, and dead is dead, my lanky friend.  Ye can sugar coat it all ye want, but when we go to our family reunions we both stand alone, aye?

Valygar: I did what I had to do, Korgan.  No more, no less.  But you ... you are an animal!  You kill for pleasure.  It is a sickness on your soul, and I want no part of it.  Speak to me no more.

Korgan: Hhmph - fine, ye prissy.  I’ll leave ye alone.  But when the fightin’ start ye’ll be glad Korgan and his ‘sickness’ are by yer side splittin’ the skulls of yer enemies! 
Mazzy
Mazzy: Goodman, Valygar!  I tire.  When we stop to rest, would you please prepare my bedroll and fetch extra wood for the fire.  There seems to be a chill in the air.

Valygar: Uhm ... as the lady wishes.

Mazzy: My equipment needs a measure of cleaning as well.  If you are through with your own preparations, would you see to this?

Valygar: Mazzy, I have honored your requests as any gentleman would, but this is too much.

Mazzy: I did not intend to burden.  Indeed, I thought the role would flatter.  Every knight needs a squire; I had hoped you would be honored.

Valygar: Well, I suppose I am in way, but I wasn’t aware that I had been chosen.

Mazzy: Perhaps I should have made a formal request, but ... I am new to this as well ... There is none other fit to my squire.  You are a gentleman ... a friend.

Valygar: It’s not that I’m not flattered, Mazzy, but it’s just that ...

Mazzy: Have I erred?  Just what?

Valygar: Ahhh ... nothing.  Nothing at all ....

Mazzy: Oh, Valygar!  You’ve been wounded!

Valygar: Tis but a flesh wound, mistress Mazzy.

Mazzy: To the contrary, it is a serious wound indeed.  We must attend to it immediately.

Valygar: You are very kind, Mazzy.

Mazzy: Truly, I should never have allowed you into harm’s way.  Worry not, friend Valygar, we shall have you healed in no time.

Valygar: I am flattered by your concern and I thank you.  We shall watch over each, for that is truly the task of friends.

Mazzy: I am honorbound to protect you, Squire Valygar.  I will not be derelict in that duty again.

Mazzy: I have been thinking, squire Valygar.  Once this is over, perhaps Waterdeep would be a good place for us to travel.

Valygar: (sigh) I am not your squire, Valygar.  

Mazzy: I’ve heard many fine things about the city, and I would like to see it at least once.  We can stop at Dragonspear on the way.  

Valygar: Why would you want to go to Waterdeep?  It’s a crowded, dirty place filled to the walls with humanity.  I can’t think of anything less appealing.

Mazzy: Well, have you even been there?

Valygar: Well, no, but -

Mazzy: Then there’s no harm in seeing it at least once, is there?

Valygar: I’ve no intention of setting foot inside the place, Mazzy.  And I’ve given no thought to where I’ll go when this is done.  

Mazzy: But ... that’s not how a squire should talk ... not to a real knight ...

Valygar: Mazzy, I (sigh) ... Very well, if you wish to go to Waterdeep then I will accompany you part of the way ... though I would prefer to travel to Neverwinter.

Mazzy: A fair trade!  Thank ... thank you, Valygar.  I am lucky to have your aid.
*TOB*

Valygar: Mazzy?  You and I are close friends, right?  So, I ... hope you won’t take this question the wrong way ... 

Mazzy: Hmm.  To begin with a warning can’t be good ... but I trust you, Valygar.  Ask your question.

Valygar: I’ve seen how you launch yourself into battle.  Headlong, heedless of the danger and putting all others before your own safety.  It’s commendable, Mazzy, of course, but ...

Mazzy: But what?  I should think the actions you describe to be commendable.

Valygar: They are, they are.  Heroic even.  But it strikes me sometimes that you are ... overcompensating, a little?  That you are a little embarrassed ... even, to be a halfling.

Mazzy: What?  How ... how *dare* you -

Valygar: You know me, Mazzy.  I don’t say things idly.  But if you say it is none of my business, I’ll mention it no more.  

Mazzy: There ... *may* be some merit to what you say, Valygar.  It has not always been easy to travel in human lands as I am.  There are so many preconceptions of my kind.  I find it all very offensive.

Valygar: And I just wanted to say that you are the most valiant knight I have ever known, human or otherwise.  I think it’s important that you know that.

Mazzy: Words like that mean ... much coming from one I respect.  Thank you, Valygar.  But ... let’s move on before the others wonder what has happened to us.
Minsc
Valygar: Minsc ... something about you concerns me ...

Minsc: What is this?  I am not hurt.  Boo is not hurt.  What is there to be concerned about?

Valygar: I find it odd that someone who fights so well is not entirely in possession of his senses.

Minsc: I have all the senses needed to put evil in its place, plus the added Boo’s keen hamster eyes.  What else is necessary?  

Valygar: Have you ... considered seeing a priest, Minsc?  Someone who might try to heal your ... uh ... head wound?

Minsc: I have been seen by the best and by the worst, and all have learned that Minsc is Minsc is Minsc.  I do good things for those that need them; why is there a problem?  Enough, Boo tires of this debate.  It is old and stale and pointless.
Nalia
Valygar: I wonder, Nalia.  Why is it that you struggle to be so different from what your family asks of you?

Nalia: I am uncomfortable with their wealth, Valygar.  There are so many who live in squalor, and yet we are supposed to hoist ourselves above them because we are nobles?

Valygar: You cannot solve all problems with wealth, Nalia.

Nalia: Tell that to a starving peasant.

Valygar: I do not think that they are as unhappy as all that, really.  Was your father a cruel man, then?

Nalia: Well, no ... of course not.  But that has -

Valygar: My family was afflicted by our curse; I knew little of affection or care.  I would have given up all wealth for the sane, loving parent your father was.

Nalia: I ... I suppose ... 

Valygar: Believe it, Nalia.  One day it will truly be too late.

*TOB*

Nalia: I can feel your steely gaze upon my neck, Valygar.  Does my presence still anger you so much?

Valygar: I would be lying if I said that I was not wary around you, Nalia.  You have become far greater in the arcane arts than all but a handful of mages who have walked the Realms.

Nalia: I thought you had learned to set your unfounded prejudices against mages aside, Valygar.  I am sorry to see I was wrong.

Valygar: I have learned to accept that magic may used for both evil and good, Nalia.  But I have not forsaken my belief that such power can corrupt if a mage is not constantly on guard.

Nalia: I know who and what I am, Valygar.  Magic cannot change that.  And I refuse to spend my life ‘constantly on guard’ against this corruption you feel is so inevitable.

Valygar: That is why I am wary.  I must maintain a vigil against the corruption that you refuse to acknowledge as even possible.

Nalia: And if you see signs of this corruption in me?  What then, Valygar?

Valygar: We must both pray that it never comes to that.  I will leave you be, Nalia.  But my eyes are ever watching.  

Sarevok
*TOB*

Sarevok: Valygar, you have not yet condemned my presence.  Is not my very existence here an affront to you?

Valygar: Nay, Sarevok ... I am not troubled by your presence.  Should I be?

Sarevok: I am no longer part of the natural order.  I was resurrected with powerful magics, which you so obviously despise.  My ... unnatural ... existence does not repel you?  You do not see me as an abomination?

Valygar: I see you as a warrior, Sarevok.  You may have a cruel and violent streak, but you are not alone in that fault.  You do not use foul magic; you wield true steel as I do.  We are brothers in arms, Sarevok.

Sarevok: That ... is true.  Your words surprise me, Valygar.  But I thank you for them.
Viconia
Valygar: What a beautiful day.  And what makes it even better is that I am truly a free man.
Viconia: So joyful, ranger?  You find some happiness, perhaps, from the slaughter of a relative?

Valygar: I find some pleasure in being able to walk freely, drow.

Viconia: Ah.  I thought perhaps it was the murder of your uncle ... or whatever he was.  We have similarities in drow culture for such a thing.

Valygar: I’ll not be baited by you, Viconia.  I have no pleasant thoughts about Lavok’s death.

Viconia: Indeed?  You seemed eager enough before.  Perhaps he was not as evil as you thought, hm?  Perhaps he should have had ‘evil’ written across his chest?  

Valygar: I ... I still know evil when I see it, Viconia.  I am just ... just ...

Viconia: Oh, well then by all means, do point it out to me when you see it next.  I would love to hear your interpretation.  

Valygar: Enough!  I see it well enough in you, drow!  Begone!
Viconia: Valygar, do you realize that you have twigs in your hair?  Dirt under your fingernails and mud on your boots?  You’re a filthy mess.  Mmmmm, how can I be discreet?  Take a bath.

Valygar: And your point, Viconia?  We’re all filthy.  We’re all unwashed and tired and hungry.  Shut up and tell someone who cares.
VICONIA
Aerie
Viconia: So, sister of light, they tell me you were of the winged folk.

Aerie: I - I don’t know what you are after, drow.  Stay away from me.

Viconia: But you have lost your wings and fallen ... what a pity.  Perhaps you shall join me below and I shall teach you the ways of the dark goddess.

Aerie: Get away from me, Viconia!  I - I want nothing to do with your type and you’ll not get me down there!

Viconia: It must be crushing to your flimsy spirit that you once soared with eagles on wings crafted by angels and now you’re but a sad urchin, covered in dust of an earth you once rode wind above.

Aerie: Viconia, why are you so cruel?  There’s absolutely no reason to be so foul and petty.  No reason at all.  

Viconia: Stop whining, magpie.  Oh terribly sorry, bird metaphors are forbidden because you can’t fly anymore.
Anomen
(If CHARNAME is male and her romance is in progress)

Viconia: Anomen, tell me what drew such a handsome, powerful and charismatic individual like yourself to the dreary, hectic life of adventuring?

Anomen: Handsome?  Viconia, I’m flattered.  What drew?  What I do is not for whim, prank or jape.  It is not because of duty or allegiance.  I am an instrument of justice, a redeemer of the weak, protector of the righteous and fallen alike.  I do this because I am compelled by forces beyond my ken.  You?

Viconia: Well, noble one, it seemed like a good idea at the time.  And it seemed to me that all the most muscular and attractive men were doing it so ... 

Anomen: Well, Viconia, you don’t have to sleep so far away, next time.  Your hands across these muscles would be more welcome than the brush of canvas, I’d venture.
(CHARNAME): Anomen, snap out of it.  She’s playing you like a cheap violin.

Anomen: Keep your comments to yourself, (CHARNAME).

or
(CHARNAME): Could you two wait until tonight to start talking dirty and whispering sweet nothings?

Anomen: You needn’t be so impudent, child.  The woman is pleasing to the eye and doth stir the loins and I were merely complimenting upon her comeliness.  Your territorial instinct is commendable, but sorely misguided.  A woman’s treats are no cause.

Viconia: Are you jealous, (CHARNAME)?  Poor child, there is no reason to be.  I’ve no interest in this glory-hound, and he’s hardly as handsome as you.

or
(CHARNAME): Hey, Anomen, step aside!  From where I’m standing, it doesn’t look much like Viconia’s buying what you’re selling!

Anomen: I disagree, (CHARNAME).  You’re over there, I’m over here, and Viconia is certainly most interested in what I may have to offer her.  

(CHARNAME): And who would be foolish enough to cast blame?  After all, we are all fully cognizant of this group dynamic, and are equally informed of who the true leader is, (CHARNAME).
Anomen: And what would you do if I don’t move away?  Berate me, coward?  Tell me a story about Gorion until I fall asleep?

(CHARNAME): Let’s just keep it together and let this slide.  It’s not worth arguing about.  

Anomen: Hah!  Typical!  You’re worse than a bureaucrat.  All talk, no action.  It’s all I’ve come to expect from you, (CHARNAME).  Filling the air with words and not song of steel.
Cernd:
Viconia: Treehugger, I’ve a question for you: “If a tree falls in the forest, does anybody care?”

Cernd: You’ve a nerve, Viconia.  Anger and pain is your home, and a woeful, cold place it must be.  My brothers celebrate life, renewal, the parliament of trees and the splendour of nature’s bounty.  Shar and her ilk revere entropy, revenge, and darkness.  Viconia, you and I will never see eye-to-eye and that covenant should be respected and maintained.  And to answer your question, yes ... we do care.

Viconia: Your kindred are a scourge, defending birds, trees, brooks ... the dirt.  It illustrates your inability to relate to anything with two legs and a language.

* TOB *

Cernd: You’ve been on the surface for quite some time now, Viconia.  Tell me ... have you experienced the normal effects of prolonged exposure experienced by your kind?

Viconia: Such as the desire to crush the skull of an over-inquisitive ibilith?  Why, yes ... the urge comes and goes.

Cernd: No, no.  I was referring to the loss of your native drow abilities, like the natural resistance to magic you possess.

Viconia: I have lost my resistance to handsome males, druid.  Has anyone told you how manly you are?  Come closer, Cernd ... let us explore this thought further.

Cernd: Err, no thank you.  My curiosity was only related to your biology, Viconia.

Viconia: I know all manner of secrets related to biology, jaluk.

Cernd: I’m ... sure you do.

Vicona: Coward.

Cernd: Perhaps, but I’m a living one.  Excuse me ...

Edwin
Viconia: Dark alleyways whisper rumors of the prowess of Thayvian men, Edwin.  Would this kind of vulgar tongue-wagging be claptrap or truth.

Edwin: This Thayvian male is as red-blooded as his cloak, Viconia.  And has left many a concubine gasping under my erotic onslaught.

Edwin: I’ve been spying you from afar, Viconia, and your frankness, bearing, and grace have beguiled me quite profoundly.  

Viconia: I’m certain there is a condition to your appraisal, Edwin.  A Thayvian only has one person in their world: themselves.

Edwin: Hush, dear, nonsense.  The reputation of my kindred is from untrustworthy sources.  Like the dark elves, a victim of cruel machinations and falsehoods.

Viconia: Perhaps, wizard.  Perhaps.  Unlike yourself, however, I am an outcast from my people.

Edwin: Your brethren’s loss is our gain ... and a beautiful gain at that.

Viconia: Flattery will serve you no purpose, male.  I will tell *you* when you may speak to me thus.

* TOB * 

Edwin: I believe, Viconia, that I have gained a greater respect for your ... ah ... intensity through the course of our journeys.

Viconia: And I, Edwin, have grown no more appreciative of the sound of your voice since the day I first encountered its nasal whine.

Edwin: eh ...

Viconia: Walk away, Edwin.  I am in no mood for you.

HaerDaelis’
HaerDaelis’: I watch you blackbird.  I watch and ‘tis as if you are a dancer pinned between two panes of glass called Bliss and Rage.

Viconia: If I am a dancer, then I dance for Shar.  Take your leering eyes and turn them elsewhere, planesman.

HaerDaelis’: And as for being pinned between those two panes of glass?

Viconia: I have loyalties than bind me, yes ... Do not make bravery your downfall, male.  Return to your world above, these depths are not for you.  Izil phor, ji harl.  

Viconia: HaerDalis’, I blame you for this damnably hummable song playing again and again in my head, over and over.  You are really quite a marvellous tunesmith, not to mention a clever mimic and a talented mime.  Have you any new and lewd burlesque tunes that you might regale with me, musician?

HaerDalis’: Viconia, do you think that because you are bewitching in appearance and have the throaty voice of the most expensive courtesan in King Wingding’s House of Earthly Delights ... and a body built for untold pleasures that I would fall for such an old ploy?  Blow a little sunshine and I will fall all over myself to gain your favour?  Best think again, dark one.  

Viconia: Men better than you have walked across lava to kiss a dog who’s licked my hand, actor.  You’re a dreamer, bard.  I’m sure you can image lots of wonderful scenes ... but they would not exceed the truth in intensity, depravity or tenure, I assure you.

HaerDalis’: Ah ... er ... pardon me a moment whilst my head implodes.

*TOB*

Viconia: I feel your eyes over me, Tiefling.  Do you see something you desire?  

HaerDalis’: Ah, Viconia my dusky jewel ... I was merely admiring your natural grace, your striking beauty and your exotic voice.  You could surely have made a fine career on the stage.

Viconia: No doubt, my smooth-tongued bard.  Yet I choose to put my talents to greater purpose.

HaerDalis’: What greater purpose could there be?  ‘Tis truly noble to court the approval of the audience.

Viconia: In drow society we have no use for the theater.  We act and dissemble to advance our station.  An unconvincing performance ends not with boos and catcalls, but with a slow and painful death.  No use for theater?  Please excuse this wounded sparrow’s heart, but I must retreat beneath the onslaught of pain such a harsh and unimaginable world brings to my heart.

Imoen
*TOB*

Viconia: I am curious over something, Imoen.  Your sibling save you from imprisonment and restored your soul.  Yet for all this you have never showed proper gratitude.  Why is that?

Imoen: Proper gratitude?  I’d hate to think what your idea of proper gratitude would be, Viconia.

Viconia: You owe (CHARNAME) your entire being.  You should, at the very least, act as (HIS or HER) personal slave.  Cater to (HIS or HER) every whim.

Imoen: (CHARNAME) is my (BROTHER or SISTER), you know!  I owe (HIM or HER) my life, but let’s not take it that far!

Viconia: Your common parent is a god.  That hardly counts towards any sort of common genetic bond, and even less of a reason to shirk what you owe (CHARNAME).

Imoen: (CHARNAME) and I grew up together.  I love (HIM or HER) just as I loved Gorion.  (CHARNAME) may feel differently, I don’t know ... but it doesn’t matter.  Come what may, no matter how bad things get or what (CHARNAME) does, I’ll stick by (HIS or HER) side.  I would die for (HIM or HER), Viconia.  I would give up the soul that (HE or SHE) saved for (HIM or HER).

Viconia: Well, that would be a start.

Imoen: What about you, Viconia?  How many times has (CHARNAME) saved *your* life?  Would you do the same for (HIM or HER)?  Would you put *your* life on the line?

(If Viconia romance is in progress)

Viconia: I ... I would.  I love (HIM or HER) and you know this weakness of mine exists.  Perhaps it is good that we have ... something ... in common, no?  But enough of your mewling ... let us be off.

(If there is no romance)

Viconia: I ... that was not the question, elg’caress.  I support (CHARNAME) and always have and I will not have you question me.  Let us be off.

Jaheira
Viconia: Tell me, Harper, who was who with your parentage?  Father the darthir, mother the rivvil?  Or father human, mother elven?  It’s always confusing with crossbred mongrels.

Jaheira: Two people in love, swine.  A rain not likely to soak your parade of scabbed obscenity anytime soon.

Jaheira: Avert your eyes, dark elf.  I’ll not have you taint the beauty of the wood with your poison gaze.  

Viconia: Would you deny me even the sight of the trees, Jaheira?  I can appreciate the strength of the oak, even though I would never live amongst them.  

Jaheira: I am not to be swayed by your words, creature.  I know too much of you and your kind.

Viconia: Ooo, such delicious fire, though better it was turned on an enemy.  I would be your ally, Jaheira; your strength might even bring you respect among my kind.

Jaheira: Lies.  Such respect would grant me naught but a bigger tombstone, or a nameless grave in a slightly nicer tunnel.

Viconia: Granted you might not live to make that favorable impression, but I still say that it is so.  Take that as you will.

Jan Jansen
Jan: So, Viconia, I suppose you must be a drow, eh?

Viconia: Speak not to your betters, surface slave.

Jan: My brother, Elgar Buttercup, had skin the shade of charcoal, too.  Well, technically it WAS charcoal.  He died in a nasty fire, you see.  

Viconia: You do love the sound of your own voice, don’t you gnome?
Jan: My own voice?  Heartless wench!  Do you not know?  I am deaf!  I have never heard the sound of my own voice.  I read lips ... (sob) ... only lips.
Viconia: Deaf?  Truly?  In the Underdark the deaf are killed or used in pain threshold experiments.

Jan: I heard that!  In fact, it reminds me of the time I was eaten by an avatar of Lolth.  I was stuck inside her stomach with a miserable drow called Biffle Chump for days.  Of course, I was forced to eat him.  A matter of survival, you understand.  Nothing personal.  He tasted a bit like chicken.

Viconia: (CHARNAME), how is it that you travel with such a wee buffoon?

(CHARNAME): Hey, don’t look at me!  You got him started.

Jan: What I would have given for just a pinch of pepper!

Viconia: I refuse to listen to this.

Or
(CHARNAME): Truthfully, it all goes back to the time that Jan’s cousin, Plooty paladin-piper, got caught in a nasty flesh golem eating contest ...

Jan: Aye, Plooty had a way of attracting golems.  Brilliant, really.  You start with a saucer of milk - golems are suckers for milk ...

Viconia: I refuse to listen to this.

*TOB*

Viconia: Jan.  While I would be tempted to let this situation play itself out, perhaps it is best if I warn you now.

Jan: Yeeeessss, my dusky little margarita?  What warning would that be?

Viconia: You have a venomous spider on your neck.  A lovely creature, known to cause an agonizing, blood-curdling death within moments of injecting its nerve poison.  

Jan: You know, this reminds me of the time Uncle Scratchy laid me flat with the handle of a horseman’s flail.  ‘Look behind you!’, he says.  ‘Why?  What’s behind me?’, I say.  ‘A Tiberian Dung Beetle!’, he cries, looking frantic.  So of course I scream in terror and look behind me ... and lost a bag of the most scrumptuous turnips to ever come out of Scornubel.  Ma Jansen was furious and the lump was more painful than six weeks with the Calimshite Itch.  

Viconia: Oh, look.  There it goes down the back of your shirt.

Jan: And then there was that time I took a drow at his word.  ‘Bifflechips’, says I, ‘you had better be telling the truth.’  And, of course, he swore up and down that he was.  Needless to say, not four weeks later I was stewing in the lower intestines of a giant cave wyrm without even so much as a torch or a sense of irony.  I would have been a goner if gnomes weren’t known for causing severe bouts of intestinal gas.  

Viconia: I wouldn’t squirm about so much, you foolish jaluk.  You’re likely to anger it, and I have no spells to counteract its particular poison.  

Jan: Now, if I had a copper for every time - eh, wait a second.  I feel something ... who’s behind me?  What *is* that back there?

Viconia: Did I not try to tell you?  No doubt it is sinking its fangs into your gamey flesh as we speak.  

Jan: What?  But I -ouch!  AHHHH!  AHHHH, NOOO!  I’M TOO YOUNG A GNOME TO DIE!!  HELP ME, SOMEONE!  AN ANTIDOTE, AN ANTIDOTE!!  PAIN GIVES ME GAS!  AHHHH!!  I DON’T WANT TO - eh?  Wait a minute, that’s a fly.  A dead fly.  You mean I ripped off my own shirt for nothing?

Viconia: Ha ha!  Sometimes life has its little rewards.  Even for the drow.

Jan: You’re a cruel, cruel woman, Viconia.  Garl help me, but I am so turned on right now.

Viconia: Alright, now I’m leaving.

Keldorn
Viconia: My Mistress of the Gray Waste is not deserving of her reputation.  There are no hatreds so petty, Keldorn, as to compel forgiveness.  As I’m certain you’re well aware, all pains are hidden.  The mandate of your loyal order is deception and ruse, so misery is just another disguise for your gang of holy thugs agena is my guess.  Yes?

Keldorn: Shar is a perverse travesty, drow.  Her cult is seething with evil and bitter yield.  She’s a coven for the morose and the pathetic.  Add another slight to the Order and you’ll not reckon her secrets in the world of the living.  Do you understand me, witch?  Not another word in my direction.  EVER.

Viconia: Stay your hostility, paladin, I seek no conflict with you or your order.  I’ve witnessed your sargh and steeaka firsthand.  My humblest apologies, suliss.

Keldorn: I urge you to reconsider the sheltering of this drow!  However desperate be our mission, we make it worse by sheltering a demon such as she!

Viconia: Do you have a problem with my presence, male?

Keldorn: Aye, I do, drow.  And if you last another day with this party, I shall do us all a favor and spit you on my blade.

Viconia: I look forward to your attempt ... and to turning it against you.

Keldorn: You time is done, drow.  I gave you your warning.  

Viconia: How noble ... and how foolish.

(Keldorn and Viconia fight)

Korgan
Viconia: Korgan, I’m interested in whether your clan has ever had interaction with House De’Vir.  It seems to me, if memory serves, that our sphere of influence was quite close to your Bloodaxe clan’s stronghold near Talthalra Wern’nt Szithla Har’oloth.

Korgan: Nay speak that vile tongue to me, blackskin.  If it moves, I’ve killed it, but if it be drow, I’ve tortured it fer days, first.  As fer that house of yers, I burned it and relieved meself on the dead and embers.  And the necklace of darkelf ears fetched me a king’s ransom in Waterdeep.

*TOB*

Viconia: By the grace of Shar, what is that foul stench? *gag* Korgan, could you not have the decency to stand downwind of me?

Korgan: The only time I stand downwind of a dark elf is when I’m looking to add to my collection of drow ears!  But dannae worry, ye dark witch, yer time will come.

Viconia: Toss your idle threats elsewhere, hargluk.  I tolerate your presence for the same reason my kin tolerate your kind in the Underdark ... you are a useful servant.  But servants are easy to replace.  

Korgan: Ye think yer healin’ powers make ye indispensable, drow?  I wonder, can ye raise yerself from the dead if I slit yer dusky throat?  

Viconia: And why have you not already done so, Korgan?  Like all your kind you lack the courage to act when you fear the consequences of failure.  That is why the drow use your kin as slaves.  Ah ... the wind has shifted.  I now have no reason to continue this discussion, dwarf.  

Korgan: This ain’t over, wench!

Viconia: Yes, Korgan ... it is.

Mazzy
Mazzy: Listen to me, drow.  Though our leader has made the foolish choice of allowing you to join this foolish party, you shall receive no welcome from me.  Slayer of innocents!  You taint the sun with your evil!  

Viconia: You do not frighten me, tiny pretend-paladin.  I’ve had taller footstools, and am little concerned with whatever brawn you dimunitive form could muster.  

Mazzy: Cruel words will do you little good when your head is on a pike.  Step across the line even once and I will kill you.

Viconia: We shall see when fate plays her hand who shall be the last one standing.

Minsc
Viconia: Minsc, that tattoo on your face.  Does it have tribal significance or did some nursery’s fingerpainting class assault you with blue pastels?

Minsc: I do not like the tone of your voice, dark elf!  The face I have is the face the ladies love!  
Boo love’s Minsc’s face, too.  Don’t you, Boo?  

*TOB*

Viconia: Minsc, I am finding myself unable to deny your effectiveness in battle.

Minsc: Eh ... Boo, was that a compliment?

Viconia: Oh, it was, and your response is the reason for my query.  Just how old is Boo?

Minsc: Boo?  He is young by the standards of his miniature giant cohorts.

Viconia: So he has succeeded the normal lifespan of a normal rodent of his type?

Minsc: I believe he takes offense to the term ‘rodent’.

Viconia: Perhaps be bears examining.  Some form of exploratory dissection.  It was an art in my homeland.  

Minsc: You know, try as he might, Boo just doesn’t get your kind of humour.

Nalia
Viconia: So, Nalia, saved any poor from their impoverished status lately?  Perhaps that peculiar urgency of yours could be put to better use by passing out noonmeats to vagabonds and coins of the realm to every cutpurse, hm?

Nalia: Viconia, it’s simply a matter of even matter of distribution of goods.  There are those whose consumption is a crime against nature, and that injustice should be corrected whenever possible.

Viconia: Your egalitarian streak is an affront to determinism.  The poor remain poor because they are lacking in self-will and determination to seek higher stations.  Your pity and endowments only serve to perpetuate their condition and diminish their motivation to improve their lot.  

Nalia: My kinship with the disenfranchised is my own affair, Viconia.  To deny the help of our fellows is cruel arrogance.  And I am simply not that type of person.  

Viconia: That bleeding heart of yours must cost you a small fortune in laundering.  Child, you’re adrift in denial.

Sarevok
*TOB*

Viconia: Sarevok, may I share a whispered word with you?

Sarevok: Yes, drow, what is it you want?

Viconia: I miss the customs of my new homeland, like the breaking in of new pleasure slaves.  The largest and the strongest were the hardest to break, but they were the most rewarding.  Sarevok, I find your great size ... intriguing.

Sarevok: Were you to break me, Viconia, you might find nothing but the chill emptiness of the grave within.

Viconia: That does not repulse me as you might imagine.  We drow are ever eager to broaden our ... experiences.

Sarevok: I orchestrated a war to slaughter thousands.  I have felt the cold embrace of death.  I have witnessed the horrors of the Abyss.  But you, Viconia ... you scare me.

Viconia: Cowards everywhere I turn!  If you find your courage, Sarevok, seek me out.

*TOB*

Viconia: Sarevok, have you had the opportunity to consider my earlier offer?  Untold pleasures await you if you would but submit to me.  

Sarevok: I have considered it, Viconia.  And I must reject you and your ... temptations.

Viconia: A pity your manhood is so lacking.  I am a cruel mistress, but my slaves always found their subjugation to be most satisfying to their own physical desires as well.

Sarevok: When Bhaal held sway over my soul, I reveled in the bloody carnage I wrought.  But my will was not my own.  As captivating as your dominance might be, Viconia, I will not surrender my being to the whims of another ... be they God or drow.

Viconia: Then you are of no further interest to me, rivvel ... though I suspect your dreams will be filled with the dark imaginings of the hedonistic pleasures you have denied yourself.  But even your dreams will be but a pale shadow of my true decadence.

Sarevok: Of that, Viconia, I have no doubt.

Valygar
Valygar: What a beautiful day.  And what makes it even better is that I am truly a free man.
Viconia: So joyful, ranger?  You find some happiness, perhaps, from the slaughter of a relative?

Valygar: I find some pleasure in being able to walk freely, drow.

Viconia: Ah.  I thought perhaps it was the murder of your uncle ... or whatever he was.  We have similarities in drow culture for such a thing.

Valygar: I’ll not be baited by you, Viconia.  I have no pleasant thoughts about Lavok’s death.

Viconia: Indeed?  You seemed eager enough before.  Perhaps he was not as evil as you thought, hm?  Perhaps he should have had ‘evil’ written across his chest?  

Valygar: I ... I still know evil when I see it, Viconia.  I am just ... just ...

Viconia: Oh, well then by all means, do point it out to me when you see it next.  I would love to hear your interpretation.  

Valygar: Enough!  I see it well enough in you, drow!  Begone!

Viconia: Valygar, do you realize that you have twigs in your hair?  Dirt under your fingernails and mud on your boots?  You’re a filthy mess.  Mmmmm, how can I be discreet?  Take a bath.

Valygar: And your point, Viconia?  We’re all filthy.  We’re all unwashed and tired and hungry.  Shut up and tell someone who cares.

YOSHIMO
Anomen
Yoshimo: Young Anomen, a samurai of the west, roaming the land is service of god and lord.  Tell me something of your adventures.

Anomen: And what shall I tell you of?

Yoshimo: A tale of a foul beast slain, perhaps.  A story of your jousts, if you wish.

Anomen: Very well.  Two summers past, chosen squires of Torm were invited to a tournament in Riatavin.  I travelled as the captain of our delegation, of course.

Yoshimo: Of course.

Anomen: Enroute, we were attacked by a wyvern.  Overcome with fear, the battle plans that had been drilled into my compatriots fell apart as the first man was killed by the beast’s claws.  It would have been a veritable slaughter had I not kept my wits about me.

Yoshimo: What happened?

Anomen: I jumped on its back and impaled it through the spine with my spear.

Yoshimo: Your heroics saved the day.

Anomen: I only did what I had to as captain of the group.  The Order would have frowned heavily had I let the novice fools be diced by the creature.
Edwin
Edwin: Yoshimo, every man has his follies and mistakes.  In your case, that is the most interesting and trustworthy ability that you possess.  (You are shiftier than me, and I don’t trust myself.)

Yoshimo: Edwin, you’ve a manner that makes each of us feel beautiful and appreciated.

Edwin: Somewhere in you, something terrible gathers and grows.  (Can I spot kindred, or can I spot kindred?)

Yoshimo: That’s only love, warmth, and candour for you and your red-robed ilk, Edwin.

Edwin: As you make your pilgrimage, Yoshimo, there will be ruin and cruel intention.  Of this I am certain.  

Yoshimo: Well, all pilgrimages must start somewhere, no?  I look forward to the ruin ... will be a delightful change from your company, Red Wizard.

(While Edwin is a woman)

Yoshimo: Tell me, Edwina, would you like me to let out the seams on your robe?  I’m quite handy with a needle.  You do, after all, have more ... bulk ... in the upper chest area.

Edwin: Silence you fool! Chauvinist pig!  (What am I saying?)  I mean to say - ‘Idiot!’

Yoshimo: I was only an offer, m’lady.  There is no cause for anger.

HaerDalis’
Yoshimo: HaerDalis’, a ronin, a rogue.  You’ve more freedom than most and yet you remain as grumpy as a flea-bitten dog.  Why so glum?

HaerDalis’: Dogs is it?  A fitting cloak for a blood-hound.  You’ve got the scent now, Yoshimo and shall bring the prey to your mysterious master.  

Yoshimo: No master have I save my own conscience.  I merely wish to know why life is such a burden to you.

HaerDalis’: Shackles as heavy as yours cannot be hidden from one who has been a slave.  I tire of this dreadful acting.  Leave me be, Yoshimo.

Yoshimo: HaerDalis’,HaerDalis’, you think too much and smile too little!  Come, my bullywug!  Come, my puss’ n’ boots!  We are in Athkatla, the city of a million smiling faces!

HaerDalis’: Aye, parrot, aye.  ‘Tis because they’re all trying to sell me something!

Yoshimo: I have seen your fingers and they are as fast as your tongue!  What you don’t want to buy, you can always steal!

HaerDalis’: And what you don’t want to steal? ... I trust not your boundless glee, my parrot, for something in it jingles with the sound of silver. Silver?  Or gold?  We pluck it from every corpse we find and steal it from every chest that we encounter!

Yoshimo: You are right, bard.  I am twice rewarded: Once because I am richer in (CHARNAME’s) care, and twice because I am richer here than rotting in some prison of the damned.  

HaerDalis’: Aye, you are twice rewarded but you have no more been a prisoner than I am a king ... Consider yourself forewarned, thief.  My trust does not come easily and you have not won it yet.

Jaheira
Jaheira: You need not turn your eyes to me each time I drop my head, Yoshimo.  I am well and fine.

Yoshimo: If that is so, then I am glad.  I am eager to please if you should want for anything.

Jaheira: I am sure, but I will keep my thoughts to myself in this case.

Yoshimo: Ahh, memories of the fallen are sweetest, are they not?  I will intrude no more.

Jaheira: Er, yes, whatever you wish.
Jan
Yoshimo: Excuse me, good gnome.  I’ve a question that I’ve been meaning to ask for some time.  These flash-bombs of yours ... 

Jan: Yoshimo!  Please!  ‘Jan Jansen’s Flasher Master Bruiser Mates!’  They have a name!

Yoshimo: Of course.  These ‘Bruiser Mates’ that you construct ... might I learn how to use them?

Jan: I won’t lie to you, Yoshimo.  There’s an excellent chance that you’ll lose both your arms.  Perhaps even your face.

Yoshimo: If one is not willing to take the risks than one is not much of an adventurer.

Jan: Well said!  As Aunt Kylie use to say, ‘Yeah, it’s risky!  But they’ve got gelatinous cubes!’  I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to have you try your hand at a few.  Here, give the dial a twist and throw it.  

Yoshimo: Mmm ... perhaps I shall wait to perform such a feat.  This ... bomb ... looks most unstable.  I am surprised they do not explode in your pack, good gnome ... 

Jan: Bite yer tongue!  This is my best and most potent recipe I’ll have you know.  Aunt Kadie, herself, helped me mix this batch up, and I’ll not have you disparaging her good name.

Yoshimo: I meant no disparagement, Jan ... but I think I’ll leave the bombing to you, for now.

Yoshimo: Jan, I have heard that you are an adventurer of sorts.  Where do your interests lie in the field?

Jan: I’m open to all creative muses.  Lately I’ve been working on a turnip peeler.  A magical device, of course, designed to peel 100 turnips a minute.  I’m really quite close to a breakthrough.  Naturally, however, it does cost well over 100 pieces of gold per day to run.  But think of the uses?

Yoshimo: Why, turnip peeling, for one.

Jan: Exactly!  You’ve got a knack for logical thinking, Yoshi.  You could go far in the service of Gond.

Keldorn
Yoshimo: Most Holy Paladin, vengeance of the righteous gods, you are a married man are you not?  What of your family?  I’ve never heard you speak of them.  

Keldorn: Truly, I am married.  I’ve a beautiful wife and two daughters.  They are the joy of my life.  

Yoshimo: Are they?  It is strange that you have not mentioned them before this.

Keldorn: I assure you that they are.  My wife is a charming woman, and my daughters are becoming likewise.  That is all I will discuss of my family, thief, so be gone.

Yoshimo: A question to you, Keldorn: Do good knights ever find cause to sing bawdy songs or tell ribald tales around a campfire, or is dourness an inarguable tenet of the Order?

Keldorn: Ha.  There are countless books in our Holy Libraries where bored and dreamy scribes have penned petty blasphemies into the margins.  When I was younger, I used to sing a little song that would make the brothers laugh ... how did it go now, I wonder?

Yoshimo: You’re not seriously going to sing it, are you?

Keldorn: “I knew a girl from a distant world,

across the planar deep,

and to her place, to see her face,

across the void, I’d creep,

Through time ... through time ...”

Oh, how did the second verse go?  It’s been so long, I’m surprised I remembered that much.

Yoshimo: “Though time went by and long I tried

to satisfy my lust,

no matter where I touched, ‘twas not enough

to please my succubus.”

Is that it?

Keldorn: Yes, yes, however did you know?

Yoshimo: Well, I was doing a little theological reading of my own before I met up with (CHARNAME).  Found it in the margins ...

Keldorn: Oh dear, I hope I didn’t write that one down for posterity!  Heh ... you should be proud of yourself, Yoshimo: you’ve just made an old knight blush.  Now get a move on, scalliwag, before I call on the gods to turn you into a lowly pumpkin of some sort.

Korgan
Yoshimo: Friend Korgan, you are truly a paragon of dwarven ill-humour.  Can you find no joy in being alive?  The smell of the morning dew and the feel of the free air?

Korgan: Aye, I feel pleasure the sound of an inquisitive thief’s neck-bone breakin’ between me hands.
Yoshimo: They could write a book about you.  ‘Irritable Dwarven Responses’, they’d call it.  It would be a best-seller amongst the smelly-old-drunk market.  What say you?

Korgan: Mayhaps ye should, only ‘Pleasures of the Dwarven Bed-Chamber’ is a more pleasing and accurate subject.

Yoshimo: Ho!  Is it, now?  How about, ‘The Unbathed Adventurer: Travels with Korgan?’  

Korgan: Worry not, thief.  There’s naught wrong with yer idea that a sharp blow to yer idiot skull wouldn’t fix.  Here is yer title and argue with me gauntlets if ye dare, ‘Tall-Folk Scourge: Yoshimo Beware!’  Now shut yer mouth and get to writing.

Minsc
(Minsc’s hit points less than 20)

Yoshimo: Why, Boo!  What a fabulous job you did in battle!  You went for the eyes as fast as any miniature giant space hamster that I’ve ever seen.

Minsc: Boo says that he was just doing his job.

Yoshimo: And a fine job it was.  What a brave little hamster!

Minsc: Boo says Yoshimo did well, too ... for someone who isn’t Minsc.

Yoshimo: Thank you, Boo.

Yoshimo: Do you see that, Boo?  There goes a nice man.
Mazzy
Yoshimo: Brave halfling lass!  With the scurrying of little feet you throw yourself into the fray!  It is so cute to see the little ones fight.  Like a fearless samurai you are, Mazzy. 

Mazzy: Honestly, Yoshimo, I am sick and tired of humans and large folk calling me cute!

Yoshimo: I cannot help it!  You are like a miniature prophet of doom.

Mazzy: Oh, shut up!  I won’t seem so cute if I break your legs.

Yoshimo: I meant no offense, Mazzy.  You should be flattered!  I don’t think you’re ugly ...

Mazzy: If you wish to end this conversation without bruises, you will silence yourself now!

Yoshimo: Yes, mistress.

Mazzy: And don’t call me mistress!

Nalia
Yoshimo: Young lovely, we must be wary, here ... any traps we encounter, it is up to us to find and disarm them before they bring harm to the rest of the party.

Nalia: I think that goes without saying.

Yoshimo: But I have seen many traps intricate enough to fool even the most able.  I remember one I encountered long ago ... it worked as a pressure plate via springs set into wood.

Yoshimo: To disarm it, you need to pull the wood back just enough to slip a dagger between the plate and the springs.  It requires finesses and patience, my young one.

Nalia: If I had wanted your tutelage, surely I would have asked for it!

Yoshimo: I can not bear to have you angry with me.  I just do not want to see you hurt.  A friend can do no less.

Nalia: I know, Yoshimo.  I’m not angry with you, really ... I’m just nervous.  I would feel very guilty if I set off a trap by accident.

Yoshimo: You will not, Nalia ... I have confidence in you!

Nalia: I will try not to disappoint.

FINAL WORDS

This guide was created using Infinity Explorer.  I guess that’s some sort of standard disclaimer.  At any rate, with other things going on in my work and personal lives, I decided to include for now only the random banters that occur between NPCs.  I do know that some events in the game trigger NPC interactions (like talking to the person from Trademeet in the City Gate district, leaving the ship in Brynnlaw, etc.).  I would appreciate your assistance in this regard.  My e-mail address is d_milward@hotmail.com.  All you need to do is describe to me the event that triggers the interaction, and the name of the person who isn’t in the party that is involved (so I can locate it in the dialog.tlk file).  I’ll take care of the rest from there for an updated edition.  Oh yeah, and use “NPC Interactions” as your subject header, or I’ll likely consign it to the trash can.

Hope you find it useful.

Cheers,

Dave Milward, aka Beren the Lovesick and Lonely Wanderer.

