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Author’s Note:

Did you like my last story? Well okay it didn’t have so much humor (actually it didn’t have any humor at all) but I’ll try to include some in this story. Humor isn’t all that easy folks! But anyway, if you have comments on my stories you can send them to basse@forum.dk so I can see how good an author I am.

Last story was about two guys in the Mareilon government having a debate about Nemesis’ curse. This story will be about what happened to the adventurer (you) before he/she came to the Temple of Agrippa. I’ll write it in first person since the adventure might well be a male as well as a female. It’s always something I have thought about so I’m glad they always mention the adventures in the games as “nameless adventures.” I’m sure there must be some female Zork fans out there! Anyway, I thought this was going to be the last Beyond Zork Nemesis but this is just the second part. I don’t know if the third part is going to be the last one but I think so.  

Now sit back and enjoy
Beyond Zork Nemesis II

”…Aaaand sh’ goes to bed with her doooog.” 

“Finally,” I thought. The guy who I had been sitting next to the last hour was now, after 15 minutes, finished with his nasty song. I didn’t have anything against most nasty songs in inns and taverns but this song was stepping over the line!

“Let’s her’ it again Joe!” some hungus shouted down at the back of the room. I decided to leave as this Joe began his song again. Even though this village was no more than 12 bloits from the borders of the Forbidden Lands, it was still a nice happy place. I paid the innkeeper and after 5 minutes I was out on the Eastland countryside again. I had been traveling two days now. I was on my way to probably my most dangerous and foolish (except that time with the guy who sacrificed people with hungus shi…well you don’t want to know) adventure ever. A guy called Flapto Dimtop had hired me to stop the curse of the Nemesis. A standard adventure but not in this case. There were really some crazy and spooky things going on in the southern and northern parts of the Eastlands. Also, I only carried an old standard adventure lantern which was almost out of battery and an old rusty sword. I had lost my old Elven Sword after an unfortunate encounter with a dornbeast. Flapto Dimtop had told me about an agent called Bivotar who was supposed to have stopped Nemesis’ curse had apparently somehow been destroyed from time and the only thing there was left was his note book. I had read it through and I understood that this was maybe not worth the money. But I’m an adventurer and I’m ready to do anything for money. As I came nearer to the borders of the Forbidden Lands I almost decided to turn around and go back to Port Foozle. The place just freaked me out. I began to feel very cold and had a feeling that I was being watched. I have always known that good health is the way to happiness but entering a land where you could get killed every minute or attacked by trolls was not healthy. Actually, being chased by a troll is very unhealthy. I reached after a few hours the last little village before my final destination. Like every other small village there was an inn and like every other villages I had been in the people seemed to have a good time despite the fact that they lived very close to the Forbidden Lands. Suddenly someone was tapping on my bag and I turned. The person was a man in his 40's. He looks like just one of those south Eastland people use to. High, blue eyes and very dark hair.

"Hi adventur’. I know wher’ ya heading. Ya going for that creepy spooky good for nothing place aren't ya?" He was very drunk so his Eastland countryside accent was very strong.

"Well I admit I could use some help," I answered.

"Well ya cam’ to the right person! I'm George Comnena n’ I'm not afraid of some spooky old plac’ with som’ harmless little curs’! I can show you th’ way to...actually wher’ ar’ you going to enter the Forbidde’ Lands?" I thought it over and decided that I could need some help by one of the local people since my map had destroyed after I met a Brogmoid who had come up from the Underground and attacked me. Fortunately I escaped from the poisoned Brogmoid but my map wasn't all that lucky (sometimes I was wondering if some of the pieces had been thrown to Antharia).

"Well Mr. Comnena I..."

"Please, just call me George or the Lord of the Drunk as somebody calls me." I decided to use the first suggestion.

"Well George I'm heading for the Temple of Agrippa, have you heard of it?” At this George became uneasy. He’s eyes were suddenly filled with fear.

”Ya don’t mea’ THE Temple of Agrippa. Well, know there’s bee’ a lot o’ stories about that place. It was designed by Mumboz Agrippa to research alchemy befor’ the Empir’ was destroyed but it becam’ mor’ and mor’ involved n’ magic n’ peopl’ in the templ’ bega’ to sacrificed virgins n’ stuff like that.” He thought it over and continued.

”Well…okay I suppos’ I could show ya som’ of th’ way but I hav’ to war’ ya, I’m not going all th’ way up to that creepy plac’ not eve’ for a million zorkmids!” I thanked him and ordered some food and a drink. After George had gone, I thought the whole thing over and decided that I could need some more help. I asked the tavern keeper if he knew where I could find anybody who could lead me to the Temple of Agrippa.

”Well sir there’s been a lot o’ stories about that plac’ but I can se’ you are an adventurer so there’s probably nothing that can stop you. There’s been a guy who has traveled a lot around her’ for some tim’ and I think he can help you. He’s just right over ther’.” The tavern keeper pointed at a corner in the room. The man who sat there was in his 20s but I couldn’t see where he came from. I usually have a good knowledge about how different people looks like in different place in Zork but he was nothing I have seen before. He was middle high, gray eyes and normal brown hair. If I had to choose I would say he was a mix up of an Orc and an Antharian. Not because he was ugly as most Orcs are and there was something about him that didn’t look right. I walked over to him and sat beside him.

”I hear you can help me find a way to the Temple of Agrippa.” For a moment the man looked surprised but then smiled.

”Well what a surprise I’m going the very same way.” I was surprised. Why would he want to go to the Temple of Agrippa? If any other adventurer or agent had been given the same mission as mine we both would have been notified.

“What’s your name traveler?” I asked. I noticed that he actually was thinking about the question.

“Just call me Bill and yours?”

“I’m just an nameless adventure Mr. Bill. Vice Regent Syovar the Strong hired me to stop the curse of Nemesis and find the missing alchemists. What is your mission?”

“Just call me Bill. Anyway I was hired by…umm my boss…if you can call him that and I’m supposed to find out what is Nemesis’ plan and report back.”

“Why would your boss hire you to spy on Nemesis? Isn’t it only Vice Regent Syovar the Strong who has the rights to send out agents?”

“Well…umm…lets just say that me boss have some…authorities.” I got a little suspicious but I couldn’t put my finger on what was wrong with him.

“Well okay…Bill. I already have another companion but I felt I needed another one. He’s a little too…drunk.” Bill laughed.

“Of course! What did you expect from an Eastland man?” We had a laughed about that and began to tell jokes about Eastland people. We finally stopped (mainly because people were beginning to give us angry looks) and I introduced Bill and George to each other and we all went to bed. Next morning George had a very strong hangover so it took us some time to leave the small peaceful village. After a few hours we came to the borders of the Forbidden Lands. It was very cold and I got a very spooky feeling.

“I wished we had some beer left.”

“Damn George that’s the sixth time you said that! It makes you in a bad condition anyway and you drank the last bit yesterday!” It was three days after we had crossed the borders of the Forbidden Lands and George had been drinking like a pig until yesterday where he ran out of it. He had kept mentioning his thirst for beer the whole day now, and Bill had finally broken the silence. His shouting made an echo in the mountain pass we had reached five hours ago.

“Will you two shut up! There live strange things around here and I don’t wan…” I never finished the sentence because a huge cave troll suddenly jumped out from nowhere. He launched his fist against my head. Fortunately for me the troll missed. Unfortunately for George the troll couldn’t stop and ran in to him and punched him in a very sensitive place. George gave a cry and to make the irony even bigger he took his sword and lunged into the troll’s sensible place. The troll hauled and began to squeak and ran back where he came from. The whole thing happened so fast and after two seconds where Bill and me just looked stunned at George rubbing at the place where the troll had punched him we could help it. We fell on the ground and laughed for a few minutes. George was cursing us but after awhile he had to laugh too. The irony of what had just happened was too great. After that we was more careful. We had a few other attacks but it was only cave trolls who only had clubs or other primitive weapons, which wasn’t even a match for my old rusty sword.

Five days after we had crossed the borders a strange incident happened. A normal troll attacked us (normal trolls usually have better weapons than other trolls do) and it attacked Bill. Bill had only a knife as weapon and the troll had got him down to the ground.

“Oh well I guess there is no other way,” Bill said with a surprisingly calm. He stood up so fast that I didn’t even notice before Bill touched the troll’s forehead with his. The troll suddenly roared with pain and he fell on the ground twisting in pain. Bill suddenly pointed at the troll and it disappeared in a black cloud as trolls do when they die. George and me just looked at Bill.

“What the hell was that? Not even a magician could do that.” George asked

“Umm…let’s just say that it has something to do with my boss.” I was just to ask some questions about this “boss” but suddenly a large black cloud neared us with fast speed.

“Oh shit I should have known he could feel it!” Bill said. I was getting really annoyed about all this secrets he was holding from George and me.

“Who are you talking about and what is it he can feel?”

“Why did I do it?” Bill was just completely ignoring me.

“Run! Run George, and you to!” He was pushing me but it was to late. The cloud reached me and it was like I was punched down. I fell to the ground and I blacked out.
