An Open Door

Gerdur flipped through the pages of Gunnar's journal, each entry recounting the fateful steps that
had led him to his demise within the Trial of Ysgramor. The chamber around her pulsed with an
eerie glow, its ancient totems looming tall amidst swirling mystical energies. Sven stood nearby,
his eyes fixed on the totems that dominated the chamber, their Nordic runes softly glowing.

As Gerdur delved deeper into Gunnar’s meticulous notes, she began to decipher the agent’s fatal

errors. His misunderstanding of the lever-to-totem interactions had triggered deadly traps, sealing
his fate in this mystical labyrinth. With each revelation, Gerdur’s mind raced, piecing together the
correct sequence that would align the totems according to the mural’s cryptic guidance.

Studying the mural with intense focus, Gerdur traced the intricate patterns etched into the stone.
Symbols and glyphs danced before her eyes, each holding a piece of the puzzle that Gunnar had
missed. She mentally mapped out the relationships between the symbols on the mural and the
positions of the totems, searching for the subtle clues that would guide her.

Realizing Gunnar’s flawed approach, Gerdur recalibrated her strategy, relying on her own
deductions rather than his misguided notes. She meticulously planned the most likely sequence of
totem alignments in her mind, envisioning the precise movements each totem would make in
response to her solution.

Her pulse quickened with both excitement and apprehension as she visualized the totems shifting
into place according to her calculations. However, the daunting thought lingered: What if she was
wrong? The chamber’s silence seemed to amplify her uncertainty, the weight of their situation
pressing down upon her.

Summoning her resolve, Gerdur cautiously approached Sven, his eyes reflecting determination.

“Sven,” Gerdur began, her voice steady but tinged with uncertainty, “I believe I've figured out the
sequence. Gunnar’s approach was flawed, but I've adjusted based on my own deductions. This
arrangement should work.” She hesitated, the gravity of their predicament weighing heavily on her
next words. “But... it's still a risk. If I'm wrong...”

Sven placed a reassuring hand on her shoulder, his touch grounding her amidst the tension. His
voice unwavering, he said, "Trust your instincts. What do | need to do to help?"

Gerdur met his gaze, grateful for his support. "Stay by the totems," she instructed, her mind racing
through the plan once more. "As | pull the levers, tell me how the totems move so | can verify my
solution. We only have one chance."

Sven nodded solemnly, his hazel eyes locking onto Gerdur's with a silent understanding. "Let's do
this, then."



With synchronized focus, Gerdur moved into the adjacent room where the levers awaited. Each
lever was old and rusted, yet their mechanisms felt surprisingly sturdy under her touch. She
positioned herself before the array of levers, her heart pounding with a mixture of excitement and
trepidation. The weight of their predicament pressed upon her—this was her chance to prove
herself, to open the path that would lead them to the Fang of Frostbite.

"Sven," she called again, her voice barely above a whisper. "Are you ready?"

Sven's response was steady, his voice carrying across the chamber with a reassuring calmness.
"Ready."

Gerdur stood in the dimly lit chamber, surrounded by the hushed whispers of ancient stones and
the weight of untold centuries pressing down from above. Her fingers traced over the rough-hewn
surface of the first lever, feeling the coolness of aged metal beneath her touch.

With a steadying breath, Gerdur gripped the lever and pulled it downward. The mechanism creaked
reluctantly, echoing faintly in the stillness. Immediately, the nearest totem stirred, its runes
shimmering softly as it shifted to the left.

"One to the left," Gerdur called out, her voice carrying a mix of tension and determination.

In the main chamber, Sven watched intently as the totem responded to Gerdur's action. His gaze
flicked between the shifting runes and the mural that adorned the chamber walls, depicting scenes
of heroic struggles and ancient rites. The air hummed with a palpable energy, charged with the
mysticism of the Nord ancestors who had carved these trials into the heart of the mountain.

"Good," Sven acknowledged, his voice low but reassuring. "Next lever."

Gerdur moved swiftly to the second lever, her movements precise despite the racing of her heart.
Each lever pull was a calculated risk—a step closer to unlocking the trial's secrets or triggering its
wrath. With a firm grasp, she adjusted the second lever according to Gunnar's corrected notes, her
brow furrowing in concentration.

As the second totem responded by shifting to the right, a surge of hope stirred within Gerdur. The
chamber seemed to hold its breath, the faint glow of the runes casting intricate patterns on the
stone floor.

"The second totem has moved right," Sven relayed calmly, his eyes never leaving the totems'
movements.

Gerdur nodded, her focus unwavering as she moved on to the third lever. With each successive
pull, she felt a growing sense of familiarity with the ancient mechanisms that governed the trial.
The totems responded to her actions, their movements guided by a delicate balance of lever pulls
and observational feedback from Sven.

But as she pulled the final lever, a sudden tremor shook the chamber, causing the totems to
shudder ominously. Gerdur froze, her breath catching in her throat.



"The totems—they're reacting strangely," Gerdur murmured, her voice tinged with concern.

Sven's expression mirrored her apprehension as he scanned the chamber, searching for any sign of
hidden dangers or unforeseen traps. The air crackled with a potent energy, hinting at the trial's
ancient defenses that lay dormant yet vigilant.

As a stone door slid open with a grinding rumble, revealing the chamber beyond, Gerdur's heart
raced with a mix of anticipation and caution. She watched Sven step forward eagerly, his footsteps
echoing softly against the stone floor. In his haste to uncover the secrets that lay ahead, he left her
momentarily behind, the distance between them growing with each purposeful stride.

Gerdur hesitated, torn between following Sven and staying behind to catch her breath. She glanced
around the chamber they had just conquered, its ancient artifacts and mystical carvings seeming
to whisper secrets of ages past. The torchlight flickered gently, casting dancing shadows that
played across the stone walls.

"Sven, wait!" Gerdur called out, her voice echoing faintly in the expansive chamber.

But Sven seemed not to hear or, in his singular focus, chose not to respond. His figure disappeared
into the shadows of the newly revealed passage, swallowed by the darkness beyond.
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