LEVEL 25 QUEST: The DEAD Walk!
EVENT #1 (Antharia)

Ah, Anthar, capital of beautiful Antharia! You are surrounded by the sensations of the bustling city and its colorful denizens, the scent of the salty sea air, the subtle cries of gulls and surmin, the sidewalk vendors boldly hawking their wares, the falconers boldly wearing their hawks, the happy banging and clattering of storefronts being boarded up all along the shore…

Upon reflection, something strikes you as odd about the scene. There's a lot of activity going on, much of it aimed at fortifying buildings and hauling goods to and fro. There is an intense, desperate excitement in the air. An aura of tense expectancy, building silently higher to—

"ARRRRGH, I SHALL NE'ER BE READY FOR THE DEAD AT THIS RATE!"

You dive behind a barrel (your magnificent adventurer reflexes kicking in to land you in a pile of halibut). When you don't hear anything further, you peek out toward the source of the noise. A short, stout shopkeeper stands dejected in front of a nearby storefront. His white hair is in disarray as he leans against a crate of souvenir Antharian fish statuettes. Despite the intensity of his earlier outburst, he looks as though he would be sobbing into his apron if it weren't so unmanly.

You get up, brush yourself off and walk carefully up to the man. "Excuse me, sir. Did you just say—"

"AYE?" The shopkeeper's head spins as he faces you. One wild eye glows yellow, staring into your soul, while the other is hidden beneath a black eyepatch embroidered with the words 'EAT AT JACK'S'. "Aye! Ye would be an adventurer here t'assist me in my time of NEED?"

"Well, yes," you reply. "I am an adventurer. But did you just mention—"

"PRAISE BE!" the man bellows. He gets surprising volume from that little frame. "Ye might just be the man, woman or other to save me shop—and, by extension, save all of Antharia!"

You grab the shopkeeper by the shoulders, staring him in the eyes while speaking slowly and clearly, "Did you mention 'THE DEAD'?"

"THE DEAD WALK!" the shopkeeper shrieks. You release him, now that he's back to ranting on the right subject. "They creep ever closer, a horde descending upon our town!"

"Do you mean, like, skeletons and ghouls?" you ask. "Because I've fought a bunch of—"

"AYE! But never so many at once!" The man's right eye spins in its socket as he looks fearfully up and down the street.

"So many at once…" you reply. "Right, well, perhaps we should evacuate—"

"It be too late for that!" The shopkeeper shakes his head mournfully. "All we may do is prepare for the inevitable! And stock up our supplies so we be ready!"

"Yeah, but shouldn't you—"

"Yer first task be to find food!" the shopkeeper continues. "Healthy, all-natural, completely unprocessed and free o' additives! I requested a shipment for this very day, and if ye find it ye shall be rewarded!"

He keeps ranting, not even noticing when you finally walk off. Not the nuttiest character you've come across, but probably in the top 10. Still, he did say one coherent thing: Healthy, all-natural food = Reward.

And if you come across a horde of ungrateful Dead, you can always run the other way.

LOST

1- You come across a food vendor.  "Highly processed sugar!" he yells.  "Well-preserved fruit-like objects!  Corn syrup drinks!"  Sugar, preservatives and additives?  This doesn't sound right…  Where could one find a good source of natural food?

2- You stumble across a group of hungry adventurers. 
"Water!  Water!"  
"Room service!  Room service!"
"Rhubarb!  Rhubarb!"

There doesn't seem to be any food at all around here, much less healthy, nutritious food.  You must be on the wrong track!

3- "Healthy?"  "All-natural?"  "Walking Dead?"  "Eyepatch?" "Eat at Jacks?" Nobody here has any idea what you're talking about.  Maybe you should try mining through your old notes, see if you can come up with anything? 

CLOSE CALL

1- Wandering through the Granola Mines, you reflect on the healthy, all-natural walls, the healthy, all-natural ceilings, the healthy, all-natural rock that you trip over to bring your face in close and personal contact with the healthy, all-natural—and surprisingly hard—floor. 
You conclude that you're probably on the right track, but you're not so sure you still care.

2- You almost walk into a statue of magically animated granola.  "As I were sayin'," the statue says.  "If ye consider the fifth daughter—Wait, yer nae on this quest!  Yeh want the guy with the mine cart further on—Go away and leave me be!"

Apparently the statue was expecting someone else.  But judging from what it said, you're on the right track!

3- Your eyes pick out something white amidst the endless beige of granola.  You run forward and snatch it up—a note!  In fact, it's a shipping receipt.  It's been filled in with the goods listed as 'Some Granola', the shipper recorded as 'Me' and the recipient noted as 'Eyepatch Guy'.  Awful filing habits aside, you seem to be on the right track!

EVENT #2 (Granola Mines)

Following an old mine track, you turn a corner and bump into a mine cart. Quite literally, as the impact sends you pitching forward, face down into the granola filling the cart.

"Dude," a voice says. "Don't bogart the granola." You straighten up to see a long-haired fellow wearing a pair of sunglasses that can't be all that useful in a mine and a wildly colored T-shirt. After all the beige, your eyes water just looking at the crazy dye job. 

"Sorry," you reply. "No granting, flynning or bogarting intended. I'm just trying to find a granola shipment intended for Anthar. Are you—"
"Yeah, that's right, dude," the long-haired guy says. "A hundred pounds of the finest freshly mined granola. No additives or processing! All I do is whack it off the walls! Can you get any more natural than that, man?"
"Terrific," you reply. "I think that's just what he wanted."
"Oh, so Eyepatch Guy is going to make a try for it!" he says. "I thought he was chickening out. But yeah, yeah, this should help him outlast THE DEAD!" The granola miner makes some sort of hand symbol you don't recognize. 

"Oh, so you know about them?"
"Sure, everyone who's anyone knows about THE DEAD!"
"I didn't."
"Everyone who's anyone, dude! Anyway, it's going to be awe-inspiring. I bet they're gonna tear the city apart! I gotta get this granola down to Anthar in time." He puts his shoulder against the mining cart and starts laboriously pushing. 

So, the miner had become distracted, but now you've convinced him to get back on track with the granola shipment... That's gotta be progress, right?

MAIL FROM WINDCAT LTD.

Message from Windcat Ltd. – Greetin’s

Dear Sir/Madam/Other: 
I ha' recently received word that my granola shipment were rerouted and now be on track. Well done! But granola be a hard, a dry foodstuff. I be thinking that we be needing some water to serve alongside the granola, if we be truly ready to survive THE DEAD! And there be high quality water available from Naive(tm) Water Corporation, bottled in the most majestic and breathtaking watery location in all of the world! So, they be bottlin', ye be findin' and I be rewardin', unless ye be heebie-jeebiein'! 
G'Luck and all that, 
(indecipherable scrawl)
Anthar

LOST
1- Ah, here you are in the most majestic, breathtaking watery location...Actually it's not that majestic, is it?  Kind of a dump, in fact.  Actually, come to think of, what in the heck were you thinking, coming here?!  This is clearly the wrong place and you're clearly slightly deranged.

2- You come across a water bottling factory!  You march up and start questioning the locals.  It turns out that this is actually the iSanda(tm) water factory, and Naive(tm) is their competitor!  As you flee the scene, your hunched back pelted with water bottles, you consider the possibility that maybe you're on the wrong track.

3- "Hey, kid!"  A crazy-eyed man leaps out of the scenery, holding a tray of bottles in front of him. 
"I'm not a kid!" you exclaim indignantly.  "I'm—"

"Age and gender don't matter in Rodrigo's Black Market Hydration Emporium!"  He jiggles his tray, making the bottles clink together.  "Howsaboutit?  In the market for some WATER?" 
A cursory glance at his wares reveals that they're all shoddy and low quality, not a high quality bottle to be seen.  This conman would never be able to get away with this anywhere near a real bottling facility.  You must be on the wrong track!  What terrible luck has beFallen you!

CLOSE CALL
1- You spy something shining in the depths of the river.  You fish it out and find a label—"Naive(tm)"!  You choose to interpret this as an omen of being on the right track, rather than it being a sign of very creative (and deceptive) fish.

2- You come upon a fisherman casting his line into the river.  "I'm looking for Naive(tm) water," you call. 
"Of course you are," he replies.  "Oh.  Oh!  Oh, you mean the bottling plant.  Yeah, it's over that way."  He gestures vaguely, not taking his eyes off his bobbing line. 
Not very helpful, but at least he knew what you were talking about.  You must be getting closer.

3- After hours of wandering up and down the river, you finally grab a passerby by the shoulders.  "Where is the water bottling plant?!?" you yell.  "I've been looking EVERYWHERE for this crazy thing and I can't find it ANYWHERE!!!  Tell me where it is!!!  TELL ME!!!!!!!!" 
"It's three hills downriver," he says, somewhat perplexed. 
You blink and pull back a bit.  "Really?  Are you sure?"

He jerks his thumb over his shoulder and you notice a giant sign reading "NAIVE(TM) WATER BOTTLING PLANT THREE HILLS DOWNRIVER!  FUN FOR THE WHOLE FAMILY!". 
Hmm… Well okay then.

EVENT #3 (Aragain Falls)
You've been tromping through these woods quite a while, telling yourself, just one more hill, one more tree, one more nest of rat-ants to disturb. Then you stumble into a clearing and—A giant building! With crates of bottles all around! With a huge Naive(tm) logo painted on the front! With ivy growing through cracks in the walls! ...Wait, what?

Yes, the once-majestic Naive(tm) water bottling plant, near the foot of the scenic Aragain falls, has fallen into ruin. Looking at the moss-covered floors, the fallen roof, the windows staring like empty eye sockets, you can't help but feel a profound and deep emotion. An emotion which, if put into words, would be—How are you going to get your reward now?

However, after poking around a bit you find a tattered memo. Apparently the Naive(tm) water bottling facility has moved! The executive board felt that purer water came from "a mountain valley filled with melted glacier snow". It might be worth another look.
LOST
1- Wait a minute, this doesn't seem very mountainous.  Or valley-ous.  The point is, something seems off about this location; it doesn't seem quite where you'd find valley water from glacier snows.

2- This doesn't quite look like a valley between mountains.  Scrutinizing your map, you can't find a "Valley" anywhere at all, except one that doesn't seem very snowy.  Maybe it's not called a "Valley" on the map.  Hmmmm...Anyway, you seem to be on the wrong track.

3- "Valley?"  "Mountain?"  "Naive(tm)?"  "Eyepatch?"  Nobody here has any idea what you're talking about, and you have a curious sense of deja vu.  It looks like you're on the wrong track, but don't be too disheartened!  The important thing is to not give up, keep pushing fjord, and you'll get there eventually.

CLOSE CALL
1- You slip down the side of one of the mountains and fall into the fjord, soaking yourself to the skin in melted snow.  Wow, that's pretty pure water!  You must be on the right track!  If only you could stop shivering.

2- You spy something shining in the depths of the river.  You fish it out and find a label—"Naive(tm)"!  This probably means you're on the right track.  And that these guys really need better recycling programs.

3- The glaciers of the Gray Mountains gleam silently.  Surely that's the purest water you could find in the known lands, flowing through the valley right beside you.  But you can't help thinking it would be much more convenient if the glaciers were somewhere warmer…

EVENT #4 (Flathead Fjord)
You climb over one of the snowdrifts and—At last! The Naive(tm) water bottling facility! With crates of bottles all around! With a huge Naive(tm) logo painted on the front! With snow blowing through the cracks in the—Oh, come on!

You stagger up the path and find that, contrary to your first impression, the Naive(tm) water bottling plant is not abandoned. There's at least one other person here! A man in a gray uniform stands by a crate of filled water bottles. He glances at you as you stumble near.

"Oh, hey, stranger," the uniformed man says. "Here for some water? I'm afraid the plant's closed down. Everyone got sick from the cold. Only one last crate, and I just sold it to this fella here."

"AYE!" What you took for a mound of snow was merely a light dusting on the Antharian shopkeeper. He shakes it off and peers at you with his left eye. "Thank ye for tracking down the Naive(tm) water bottling plant! The notification ye sent was of great help!"

"But I didn't send any—"

"I have ONE final task for ye!" the short shopkeeper roars. "I must be stocking up on marble statuettes! Before...THE DEAD WALK!" The guy in the gray uniform watches the exchange with a smirk.

"You must be a stocking?" you ask. "Oh, you mean you want me to find some marble." You stare at the diminutive man, gazing into his one good eye. Something about this whole situation strikes you as odd.

"AYE!" He prods you in the thigh. "Get going!"

"Was your eyepatch always—"

"GET GOING!"

All right, sheesh…
LOST

1- You've looked high and low, and you don't see any sign of statuettes.  As you're fleeing one more monster, you consider the possibility that you got the directions wrong.  Not that he gave you directions… huh, maybe that was the first mistake…

2- "Marble?  Nope, we're on loam here."  Nobody around here is any help at all.  Perhaps you're on the wrong track?  Not only that, you have the strange feeling that you're actually slipping into the wrong universe.  Weird…

3- "There's no marble here; it was all taken by short, bearded men.  They said something about carbon-bearing materials for flux," a tall blond man tells you.  "I think women do prefer hand-made gifts, or at least those designed especially for them—wouldn't you agree?"  You leave the guy to his monologues and reflect that perhaps you're on the wrong track.

CLOSE CALL
1- You round a dune and find a recently abandoned mining site, complete with picks, chisels and a giant piece of marble with myriad statuette-shaped holes chiseled out of it!  You must be getting closer.

2- Exploring a shaded area between two dunes, you find—A desk.  A bored-looking man sits behind it.  As you creep closer, you see the words 'Tourist Information' engraved on the front of the desk.   "Excuse me," you say.  "Are there any mining guilds left around here?" 
The man sighs and stops staring off into space to look at you.  "The guilds are all gone," he says.  "If you want any mining done, you'll have to find some renegade miners.  There are a few around, but they don't use fixed addresses.  It certainly makes my job easier."  Renegade miners?  For some reason, that sounds like it would fit right in this bizarre excursion.  You must be getting closer…

3- You come to the top of the dune and step over it.  Suddenly your foot slips and you find yourself sliding down a long, smooth expanse of polished marble!  Fortunately a pile of sand has collected at the bottom, and it's slightly softer to land on than the marble.  At least someone is still polishing marble around here!
EVENT #5 (Peltoid Valley)

You tumble down one last dune and find yourself face to face with a curious bearded person. "Hey, don't scare us like that," he says.

"Sorry." You stand up, and...Well, you were face to face when you were sitting down, but now you tower over the bearded man. Looking around, you deduce that you're in an open-air workshop; you see a floor and a table, and upon the table a number of tools and statuettes in various states of carving. Working at the table are more of the small, bearded men. The floor is polished marble, the table is rough marble, the workers are sculpting marble and even some of the tools are marble. You catch sight of a couple of kids behind one of the tables; they appear to be playing marbles.

"So, eh, you guys polish marble?" you ask.

"Stating the obvious to make conversation, huh?" the man you almost collided with says.

"I find it helps ease me into most social situations. But seriously, I was sent here by a guy in Anthar who needs, uh, souvenir marble statuettes?"

"Oh, him," the miner says. The other workers mutter darkly. "Mad as a hatter. But he does pay well enough… There's not much call for marble these days. They have the nerve to call us 'renegades'! It's terrible for business, I mean, who would want to buy from a 'renegade'?"

"Right," you say, for lack of anything better coming to mind. " … so, eh, this guy, he needs the statuettes really soon, for 'the walking Dead' or something?"

"Indeed," the renegade miner says. "You wouldn't catch me going anywhere near Anthar when that was happening. I don't suppose he gave you any money for this excursion? No, I thought not." He walks over to a stack of crates and chooses one. "Well, he's survived worse and paid up after, so we can extend some credit to him. Here!" He tosses the crate to you.

Fantastic, you've got the statuettes! Now, if you can just get out from under them and somehow haul them back to Anthar...
EVENT #6 (Antharia)

Approaching the town of Anthar, you hear distant screaming. Your blood runs cold as you imagine what might happen if a horde of ghouls and skeletons descended upon the city. Hauling the crate as fast as you can, you catch sight of the city streets...

Actually, it doesn't look too bad. There are a lot of people milling around, buying merchandise, eating snacks and hanging out. But they do all appear to be living people. "Aye! Adventurer!" Yes, you've made it to the storefront and the shopkeeper is waving at you, a gleam in his good right eye as he sells granola and water to men and women clad in crazy T-shirts.

You hoist up the statuettes and place them on a table outside the storefront. The shopkeeper immediately starts unloading them. "Uh, hi," you say. "So, when do the Dead get here?"

Shrieks arise from the crowd around you—shrieks of joy. "They be already here!" the one-eyed man says. "Just look!" You follow his pointing finger and gaze across the street.

An open field has been filled with filmsy chairs, themselves stocked with screaming people. Everyone is cheering and looking toward a stage. And on the stage...Yes, it appears to be several undead creatures playing instruments. There's a Horror with some kind of twisted mandolin, a skeleton wielding a hurdy-gurdy and a ghoul on drums; the bass drum is emblazoned with the words 'THE DEAD'. "So," you say, "All these people are here to see—"

"The Dead!" One of the customers tosses some money at the shopkeeper and dashes off, yelling. The diminutive, eyepatch-clad man plucks it out of the air and places it in the cashbox.

"Aye," the shopkeeper chortles. "A lot of Antharians just pack up and leave when THE DEAD walk through here. The lily-livered cowards! I be making a killing!"

"Great. So, about that reward—"

"Two tickets to the show!" The shopkeeper's fist thrusts out at you, clutching two worn scraps in grubby fingers. "For you and a friend!"

You gaze across the street at the arena. The music seems to drone on and on, without end...sucking you in...hypnotic...

You shake your head. "Nnnnnnooooo, that doesn't seem like a good idea."

"Well, have some granola!"

You take a deep breath. "I went all over a desert, up and down the mountains, through snow and sand for nothing—"

An intense shriek cuts off your monologue. A fresh horde of Dead fans slams into the table in front of the storefront, almost knocking it over. "LET US BUY SOMETHING!" one of them screams. "I want to prove my devotion to my chosen musical group by throwing away my money!"

"Of course!" the shopkeeper yells back. "One at a time, form a queue, please! AAAGH!" As the small man is overwhelmed, you grab a 'Back from the Dead' T-shirt and a drink from his stand and run.

Well, it's the journey, not the destination...Right?

REWARD: 
99% Official DEAD WALK T-Shirt
Bottle o’ Berzio (25 AP)
