	You manage to find the shark woman’s cave along the cove again and make your way through the darkness to the chamber you last found her in.  You sneak quietly, remembering your last reception.  Peering into the chamber from around the wall of the stone tunnel you spot her sitting on the floor beside the stone slab, tail off to one side.  She seems to be completely naked.  Your gaze darts around the room and you see her clothes lying out next to the pool of water, they look washed and still damp.  She must have cleaned them and herself at some point because looking at her nude body, she seems to have washed off much of the blood and gore that covered her last time.
	There is still plenty of evidence of whatever conflict she found herself in before you came along, but with the blood gone and wounds healing, she looks much better.  Her hair even looks nicer, having been washed and left to hang around her face.  She seems intently occupied by something on her forearm and you can see her holding the long dagger to it.  Not knowing any way to alert her to your presence without startling the woman you take a shot in the dark and call, “Scarlett?”
	She is to her feet in a flash, dagger held ready for violence, and teeth bared.  You put up your hands in a nonthreatening manner and slowly show yourself.  She turns her head slightly, centering on you and snarls, “Who the gutter rat ‘n’ gull shit are you and how do you know me name?!”  You point over to her jacket with one of your upraised hands.  She looks in the direction for a moment then back at you, “Talk, before I make your nuts trade places with your eyes!”  “Your jacket, has your name on it.  I helped you before, remember?” you ask, keeping still.  “Aye, ah remember you, thought I told you to fuck off.   What’er you doin’ back here?” she demands.  “I just wanted to check in on you, see if you were ok.” You reply, honestly.

[bookmark: _GoBack]	She glares at you for a moment before shouting, “Oh?  A right proper gentleman are ya?  Come to check on poor little ol’ me?  Well I’m just fine, so leave me be!”  The short exchange seems to tax her significantly and her stance wobbles.  She seems to be close to toppling over when she sits back down heavily, breathing hard.  You take a few steps towards her and she raises the dirk in your general direction.  It sways drunkenly as she tries to find you through some mental haze.  You move a bit closer and there is a delay as she tries to keep the point of the weapon aimed at you.  “Leave.” she manages to growl under her breath.
	From here you can see that she isn’t fine at all.  Her skin has gotten paler.  Most of the smaller wounds have healed well enough, but the larger ones seem to still need time to heal properly.  And then you notice the horrible wound down her left forearm is looking much worse.  Where it was a bright angry red it now seems to be turning dark brown and even black in places.  Without her clothes you also notice that she is thin, dangerously so.  From her current appearance, she may not have eaten for several days or more.

Fish:  Try to catch something for Scarlett.
