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Introduction


Ravenloft has many strange locations, none as peculiar, perhaps, as the small village of Vallaki, in Barovia. Hidden in this hamlet is the inn called “The Malodorous Goat Tavern” and this tavern has patrons one would not expect to frequent together.

       The tavern attracts many people: the lost, the unwelcome, the untrusted, the unneeded and the unwanted. Staffed by some of the more colourful people of the Core, the Malodorous Goat is a haven for the unusual travellers.

      This tome chronicles the histories of some of those travellers; souls who wandered until something drew them to this place. One chapter describes a group who left the tavern to protect a babe, another describes the other patrons and a third describes those who have had dealings with the patrons of the Malodorous Goat. All this is preceded by the descriptions of the very people who run the fine establishment that is the Malodorous Goat Tavern.

So come, join us in a round, listen to our stories, for we are the ones who will tell the truth about these dark lands. Come and listen to the stories of our pasts.  We are the Patrons of the Malodorous Goat.

.

Vallaki

756 Barovian Calendar


The horse plodded along the road that headed towards the small village of Vallaki. The rider patted the horse on the neck and whispered something soothing in the Sylvan tongue. It whinnied and continued its journey. Rain poured from the heavens with the relentlessness of nature. The rider pushed his long, black hair out of his eyes. At the side of the road he noticed a young woman with a small boy. He pulled his horse up.
“May I be of assistance?” He asked.

The woman looked up, she was clearly startled. “No, no. We’re fine.”

She wrapped a cloak around the boy. “We are just headed to, erm, a family friend’s house.” The woman said.

“Evee, I thought we goin’ to Vallaki?” the boy whispered loudly.

“Hush, Leon!” The woman identified as Evee snapped. “He is tired, and, um, we are fine. Leave us be, we will be alright.”

The rider went to say no, that he would help them to Vallaki, but the look in the woman’s eyes told him to agree with her. “Certainly, milady.” He nodded his head. “Although, I hope we meet again.”

Evee nodded. “Same here. Bye!”

She waved the man away. When she was sure he had gone, she pulled a piece of paper from her pocket. She checked the writing again. Is still read ‘The Malodorous Goat Tavern, Vallaki.’ She put one arm around her brother. Evee smiled. “Come on, Leon. I’m sure we’ll find friends here.”

*       *        *
The rider continued down the road, musing over his encounter with the young lady. His musings were cut short by a shrill voice. “Oi, you!”

The rider looked around. “Down here!”

The rider looked down. Standing in the mud, and looking very angry, was a short, lean creature. It had a child-like physique and face. “Yes?” the rider asked.

“Where am I?” the small thing asked. Its long topknot of hair was soaked. It was plastered against the thing’s face. “Come on, I haven’t got all day!”

“Near the village of Vallaki.” The rider answered.

The thing turned and without a word of thanks stalked off down the road. The rider could here it arguing, apparently with itself. “Well, Shoehorn, you were told here so here you are. But why? It’s not as if the miserable wretch pays you well. Still, it gives me a chance to see when his return is.

“Drinnik, remember what your father used to say; ‘it’s not arriving that counts, it’s how you get there.’”

The rider shrugged and continued down the road. Eventually he reached his destination, The Malodorous Goat Tavern. He let the stable boy see to his horse and went inside. He sat on his own and waited to be served by one of the barmaids. A girl with a jolly face came and served his drink. Quietly he enjoyed it, but a large man with a peculiar greenish tinge to his face came over to him. “May I join you, friend?” the man asked.

The rider motioned to the other chair. “Be my guest.”

The green man grinned and sat down. “These are harsh lands for a halfelf, my friend.” He motioned the rider’s ears. “I know about the harshness of being a half breed myself. I’m Grigg, Grigg Deadbreaker.” He extended a hand, which the rider shook.

“Castor Ravenwood.” The rider said. “You said you area a half breed. Half Orc?”

“Yes.” Grigg answered.

“Not many Orcs here. I take it you where taken from your lands, as was I?” Castor asked.

“I find that that is a fairly common occurrence in these lands.” Grigg replied.

Castor went to reply, but the door slammed open. The small man he had met on the road walked in.

“I hate rain.” It hissed, then scanned the room. It walked over to a man who was wearing dusty grey robes and pink glasses. He chuckled at the small man. “Stop laughing, Minntt!”

“Oh, Drinnik, you and your family are a constant amusement to me.” The grey robed man chuckled.

Grigg pointed at the pair. “That’s Trebor Minntt, the one in robes. He’s odd, doesn’t talk much. The little thing is Drinnik Shoehorn.”

“I met him on the road.” Castor said.

“Careful of the little one. They say he works for Malocchio Aderre.” Grigg tapped the side of his nose.

The door opened once more and the woman with the boy stumbled in. “Someone please help my brother!” Evee cried. “He collapsed outside!”

Grigg and Castor ran to help, the two identified as Trebor and Drinnik sat and continued their conversation. A middle-aged man lifted the boy onto a table. Grigg looked at the child. “What do you think, Brom?”

Brom Van Tassel looked at Leon. “He’s just tired, I think. Exhaustion. Juan, put this boy in a bed.” Brom looked at Evee struggling for her money pouch. “It is alright,” the big man put a hand on her shoulder, “I’ll pay.”

There was a snort from the kender. He hurriedly got back into his secret conversation. Brom looked from Grigg to Castor. “Who is your friend?” 

“Castor, meet Brom.” Grigg indicated the older man.

“A pleasure. Perhaps we could talk over a drink. Would you like to join us, miss…?”

“Beiderbecke, Evee Beiderbecke. Sure, now that Leon is safe I will be alright.” She grinned and sat next to Castor.

The group soon fell into a friendly conversation and there laughter rang through the tavern.

*       *        *

In a Vistani Vardo, not far from the tavern, a young Vistani maid put a silk cloth over her crystal ball. She smiled, then looked at the cards arranged on the table in front of her. Amelia Voronaev cackled. The spirits had smiled upon her. They had delivered to her a quest.

She packed away the equipment into a small wooden box. “Soon, my friends, we will all start something that we will never forget. And I will get revenge for my people…”

The Malodorous Goat Tavern Staff

By D. Rathbun

Owner

Mister Pann
The Mysterious Mister Pann is the proud owner of the Malodorous Goat Tavern.  He is rarely seen outside of his private room in the tavern, but it is not an uncommon occurrence to see him occasionally peek out of his door to watch the comings and goings of the tavern’s staff and patrons.  From his private rooms, one can smell the horrible stench of burning chemicals and foetid body odor covered in cheap cologne.

On the rare occasions when he is seen outside of his office, Mister Pann appears to be a man of medium height in his forties.  He dresses in earth-toned finery more accustomed to that of Mordent, and is most often seen while wearing a top hat and long coat.  Between a thick pair of spectacles and his thick beard of black hair, his face is nearly impossible to see.

Mister Pann, Human Male, 6th Level Mage (Alchemist): AC 10; MV 12; hp 19; THAC0 18; #AT 1; Dmg 1d6 (Cane); SZ M (5’6”); ML Average (10); AL LE.
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Personality:  Secretive, Conniving

Barkeep

Juan Maanuso

Juan Maanuso is the consummate professional bartender.  He is efficient and quick when pouring drinks, never spilling a drop.  He keeps the bar itself clean and tidy, with everything in its place.  Juan also acts as a friendly ear to those patrons that need to share their hard luck stories, and he is quick to pass on some wise words of advice.  He often will tell those that ask a story about how he once studied to be a priest in his home of Nova Vaasa, but decided that the church was not the right place for him, and that he could do more good for people as a simple barkeep.

       Juan is a medium sized man in his mid 30s.  His skin is a weathered tan from the days he spent riding in the plains of Nova Vaasa as a youth.  He wears a thick mustache in the style of Vaasan men, but does not bother to wax the ends into points.  His hair is dark brown like his mustache and very thick.  In his role as bartender, Juan wears plain clothing and a thick leather apron.   When he speaks, he does so with a heavy thayvian accent.

Juan Maanuso, Human Male, 1st Level Cleric: AC 9; MV 12; hp 8; THAC0 19; #AT 1; Dmg 1d6 (Club); SZ M (6’1”); ML Steady (12); AL NG.
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Personality:  Friendly, Sympathetic

Bouncer

Gillean Korse

      Gillean Korse is the offspring of a strange union, his father was a tinker gnome and his mother was a spriggan gnome.  Most people dismiss him as a curious little fellow that sits in the Goat and spends his time constructing small puzzles and doodling mind-bending mazes.  However, the regulars of the goat know that he is much more.  If some fool goes about starting trouble, Gillean steps up and politely asks the offender to leave.  When (as most often happens) the lout hurls the inevitable short joke, Gillean’s small form shifts into gigantic proportions and the braggarts will often find themselves flying through the air, landing outside the Goat in the nearest patch of road apples.

       Despite his nasty temper, Gillean is an amiable enough fellow.  Often, if a patron can manage to solve one of his puzzles or navigate through one of his mazes before an hourglass runs out, Gillean will often buy the fellow a drink.

       Gillean is rather gloomy looking for a gnome (even in Ravenloft), with features marked by a brutish aspect that sets him apart from his brethren.  Gillean wears a neatly trimmed grey goatee with muttonchops, but has shaved his pate as bald as an eagle’s.  He dresses in normal peasant clothing that is nearly two sizes too big for him and a floppy soft wool cap.

Gillean Korse, Spriggan-Tinker Gnome Male, 4th Level Fighter: AC 10 or 5; MV 9 or 15; hp 40; THAC0 16; #AT 2; Dmg 2-8/2-8 or by weapon + Strength bonus (+7); SZ S or L (3’1” or 12’); ML Champion (15); AL CN.
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Personality:  Intelligent, Irritable

Barmaids

Chandra Gynn

One is unlikely to meet a more foul tempered lady in all of Barovia, perhaps even the Core, than Chandra Gynn.  Chandra goes about her duties as a barmaid like a devil being forced to serve drinks to a room full of holy men.  And that’s when she’s in a good mood.

       Chandra also fancies herself to be quite the scholar of occult knowledge, and if given proper motivation (anywhere from 1-10 GP, depending on her mood) she may impart some of that knowledge on those that ask.  However, she will never admit to not knowing anything about some supernatural beast or event.  If she does not know the information that is being asked for, she will likely make something up.  Let the buyer beware.

       Chandra would be a very pretty girl if not for her quick temper and abusive attitude. She has straight raven black hair and piercing brown eyes.  She colors her fingernails black and wears several charms and medallions around her neck and wrists.  Beneath her apron, she wears simple dresses that are almost always dyed as black as her hair and fingernails. To top off the image, she wears heavy boots more fit for a warrior than for a barmaid.  On those occasions when she does speak, she sends the words out in an impatient and arrogant tone.

Chandra Gynn, Human Female, 1st Level Arcanist: AC 10; MV 12; hp 4; THAC0 20; #AT 1; Dmg by Weapon; SZ M (5’ 4”); ML Steady (12); AL CE.

S 11 D 13 C 9 I 15 W 13 C 9

Personality:  Unpleasant, Abusive

Lillith Gutran

Lillith Gutran is the polar opposite of Chandra.  She is good natured, unassuming, and shy.  She is liked by many of the patron’s of the Goat, and a few have even tried to court her.  These offers she kindly rebuffs, stating that she has already met the man she will wed and that she is simply waiting for him to come back to Vallaki to claim her.

      Lillith has soft light brown hair that she keeps in a ponytail, and eyes of amber.  Her features are delicate and more than a few travellers have wondered if there is any elven heritage within her blood.  Most often Lillith dresses in pastel colors and she moves with an assured grace.

Lillith Gutran, Human Female, 1st Level Rogue: AC 10; MV 12; hp 4; THAC0 20; #AT 1; Dmg by Weapon; SZ M (5’ 7”); ML Steady (11); AL CG.
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Personality:  Kind Hearted, Soft spoken

Millie Soren

Millie is a rambunctious and lively woman.  She flirts with almost every handsome man that visits the tavern, and many of the regulars have learned to beware of leaving their backsides unprotected, lest they become the victims of Millie’s playful pinch.

       Millie is also unafraid to mix it up when the rare brawl breaks out in the bar. Millie has actually become a bit sour towards the presence of Gillean Korse, the Goat’s bouncer, often citing, “Since tha’ little bugger got her, it’s been nigh impossible to enjoy the occasional spot of rowdiness.”

       Millie is a broad shouldered woman filled with life. Though not conventionally beautiful, she is nonetheless attractive in her own way.  Her naturally curly hair is strawberry blonde, and her eyes are as green as grass in the summertime.  She dresses in a simple, yet rugged, dresses of earth tone colors, and often wears a simple blue kerchief in her hair as well.  Millie is fond of listening to tall tales, and will often share any stories or gossip that she may have heard recently without even being asked.

Millie Soren, Human Female, 1st Level Fighter: AC 9 (Leather Apron); MV 12; hp 8; THAC0 20; #AT 1; Dmg by Weapon; SZ M (6’); ML Champion (15); AL CG.
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Personality:  Opinionated, Easy Going

X the Red Apron Barmaid

The Malodorous Goat Tavern has become somewhat infamous for the unfortunate death or disappearance of several young ladies that were employed there as barmaids.  It seems that almost twice a year some unfortunate girl comes to the tavern in order to earn a few coins, and then they pass on or disappear under the most mysterious circumstances.  Everything from being dissolved by some mysterious ooze, to being found hanging from the rafters, to being devoured by some thing that looked like a keg of ale.  Despite all of these strange and sinister events, few people seem to notice anything was amiss.

       Only one thing has remained the same in all the cases of the missing girls.  They all wore the same red-chequered apron.  Even when the barmaids vanished without a trace, the apron remained behind, to once again be worn by an unassuming young lass working as a barmaid in the Malodorous Goat Tavern.

Adventure Ideas:
· Strange things have been happening to the clientele of the Malodorous Goat Tavern.  More of the patrons have been changing skin color, passing out, and taking their companions in a loving embrace than usual.  The reason?  The Mysterious Mister Pann has been spiking the house lager with various magical potions.  But he seems to have made a grave mistake when mixing a Polymorph Self elixir into the batch that was served to a rowdy group of bandits.

· Yet another Barmaid is slain within the hallowed halls of the Malodorous Goat!  It is up to the PCs to find out just who or what has done this dastardly deed before another young maiden ends up sharing a similar fate under the curse of the Red Apron.

· A group of adventurers returns to the Goat after barely escaping a dire fate.  It seems that they were given bad information by one of the barmaids, a foul tempered minx named Chandra.  Do the PCs intervene? Or do they stand back and let the group enact a horrible vengeance upon the rude and abusive maiden?



The

Taverners

This section of the netbook is dedicated to all the characters who got caught up in the Galen Saga on the Secrets of the Kargatane: The Malodorous Goat Bar and were the guardians of one Galen Vallaki, a child of mysterious origins. Other characters in this Tome appeared in the story, but these ‘heroes’ started the campaign.

Evee Beiderbecke 

7th level thief / 5th level mage 

Neutral Good
D&D Edition

2nd 

Armour Class
7 (5 w/leather)

Movement

12

Hit points

30

Thac0


17

No. Attacks

1

Dmg per attack
By Weapon

Special Attacks
Spells

Special Defences
none

Special Vulnerabilities
none

Magic resistance
Standard

Str


13

Dex


17

Con


14

Int


17

Wis


12

Cha
16

Thief skills

PP
60%
HS
90%

OL
55%
DN
15%

F/R T
35%
CW
60%

MS
80%
RL
20%

Spells (4/2/1)
Level 1
 - Bigby's Feeling Fingers (from   

   Greyhawk adventure book, 

   improves sense of touch), 

 - Detect magic

 - Flicker*

 - Inaudibility* 

 
 - Insolence*

 - Magic missile

 - Unseen servant 

Level 2
 - Cloak from undead (from Forg. 

   Realm Adventure book, makes her    

   invisible to undead)

 - Continual light

 - Invisibility

 - Magic eye*

 - Magic mouth

 - Nystul's crystal dagger (Greyhawk 

   Adventure book, makes a +2     

   dagger, and there is a chance that 

   an undead struck by it becomes 

   paralysed)

 - Reaven's Invulnerability;  (house 

   spell, see annex for details)

Level 3
 - Drawmij's iron sack (Greyhawk    

   Adventure book, makes a bag 

   stronger)

 - Lightning bolt

 - Spectral force

 - Tenser's deadly strike (Greyhawk 

   Adventure book, maximum on the 

   damage dice)

 - Wraithform

*These spells are taken from the Great Net Wizard Spellbook and are reproduced in annex of this document.

Appearance 

Evee is a human female, 5'2" tall and thin, around 110 lbs. She look in her early 20’s (she is 23).

       Her long black hair is embellished with long tiny plaits, usually 2-3 of them on each side of her head. Those plaits are studded with colourful beads, feathers and dried roots.

       Her eyes are light grey. One might not think of Evee as the most beautiful woman on Oerth, but to some, she has lots of charm.

       She often dresses the same way: black or brown leather pants (well worn), and a white linen blouse. 

       She always has a brooch snapped on – a black lizard on a silver rock. When in colder weather, she wears an old brown leather overcoat, studded with red embroidery.

       While adventuring, she wears a longsword and a shortsword at her belt. Because of that, she might pass as a fighter or a thief, though she rarely wears armour or carries a shield.

       She tries to hide her magical skills and there is nothing obvious on her that might hint at her abilities in that area.

       She has a belt pouch and a brown leather backpack to carry her equipment. 

       When she travels in the wild, she also has a long bow nearby, with a quiver filled with normal arrows and some silver-tipped ones. Two of the arrows have a continual light spell cast on their tips, and are covered with dried clay (that explodes on contact, releasing the continual light).

      Though she rarely uses it, there is a shield among the equipment on her horse.

Background

Once in dire need of money, and thinking she could win a bet placed by Dr. Simon Saint-Saens, Evee told this tale at the Malodorous Goat: 

       “It was 7 years ago. I was 16 at the time. Our family lived a happy life in a farm located in a small hamlet without a name, just a few miles north of Krezk, near the Borcan border. That night, we finished supper and were all preparing to continue our magical training with our father. He was teaching us a few useful magical spells, since he knew some wizardry. He was a low-level magic user, perhaps 3rd level, and wanted to share with us the few incantations he knew. I did show his three daughters a few first level spells.

       “These nights of training, we all sat around the table, while a warm fire burned in the chimney, and it was some of the happiest moments in our family: Father would teach us what he knew, or tales of that strange world from which he came. Mother would teach us a few thieving skills, like pick pocketing, opening locks, things like that. Poor mother, I don’t think she ever really used a sword but she had a few funny tricks she could show us. We were often trying to pick each other’s pockets in the family, just for the fun of it. It was always a source of laughter when we succeeded or when we failed miserably … but I’m getting away from what I want to tell you.

       “That night, maybe around the sunset, there was a knock at the door. We were surprised, as we were not expecting anybody. My father checked by the window and opened the door: he was relieved to see it was one of his patrons, a local Barovian official. The man came in, while his four-man escort stayed outside. He was very polite with us but something in the way he looked at us made me suspicious.

      “He talked a long time with my father in private. Mother tried to continue the story she had begun, as if nothing happened. We then heard some shouting from my father and the other man, but we couldn’t hear exactly what was said. When I heard that, I slipped outside by the back door, and noticed the escort were on an alert, making ready to rush inside the house—not at all relaxed, as they should have been if this was a regular visit. 

       I went back inside to tell Mother what I’d seen, and she was alarmed too. She only had time to hide me and my young brother Leon in the old barnyard where we once stacked firewood. It was a 15’ by 20’ or so wooden shack, with high ceiling. Leon was 3 years old then. Poor Leon. She was going to hide my two older sisters, Carla and Billie, when we heard a painful scream. We recognized father’s voice. Leon and I were struck by fear for him.

       “The rest… happened quickly. The guards entered our house and we heard cries from my sisters and my mother as well as my father painfully shouting, “You can’t do that! … Leave my family alone …” over and over. His only answer was a shout from the Barovian official: “Shut up, traitor, you will pay for plotting against my person!” And he was laughing… 

       “That was total nonsense, as I knew my father would never have plotted against anybody. He was just enjoying a simple life on our farm.

       “The Barovian official then noticed I was not there with Leon so we heard a shout: “Search the house and bring them here!” 

       “We then heard two guards searching our house. Objects were thrown and things hurled against the walls. It seems they broke everything they got their hands on. It was then that I fully realized we were doomed and something terrible was going to happen. They were not here for money.

       “They quickly searched the shack where I was hiding with Leon, but we were hidden in a heavy package blanket, in fact looking like a package, hidden in the ceiling structure on wooden beams. Meanwhile, we heard many blows and my father’s scream. My sister’s cries were also heard. We remained quiet and the guards did not find us.

       “The guards then went back in our living room, where the rest of the family was held. I heard the Barovian noble’s voice “What? You found nothing? Imbeciles! I will have to do it all by myself again.” There was a long silence. I was holding Leon close to me to make him feel more secure but I needed it as much as he did.

       “I whispered to Leon that it was OK. That it was a nightmare and it would be over quickly if he stayed completely silent. He wept silently. I felt fear like never before and never since. I felt I had a cold block of ice inside my stomach.

       “Suddenly, we heard frightened screams from all my family members. I think a guard screamed too. We could not see what was happening but I felt icy drops on my back from hearing their cries. I heard a voice then, low-toned, guttural, but loud at the same time. It said “I’ll be looking for the missing ones, you keep an eye on them.” I understood: it was the Barovian noble! He had transformed into something! In a flash, I remembered all the monster tales my father had told us. I held Leon tightly. I saw his eyes were wide open in fright but he thankfully remained silent.

       “We heard the Barovian noble walk through the house, searching. 

       “The nobleman then entered the wood shack. When he opened the door, I do not know why I did not die from fright. I closed my eyes. I then heard the monster sniffing. Slowly, he walked in and came just underneath us. He remained there for a short time. I knew he had found us even if I could not see him, hidden in the blanket as we were, pretending to be a package. I heard him sniffing, only a foot away from us. He had found us. But I knew he was enjoying our terror and just stood there, making sniffing noises.

       “What could I do? I did not have a clue what exactly was sniffing us! He then started laughing. It was hideous and demonic. Leon started to weep. 

       “It… whatever it was… started poking the package, laughing. Leon screamed. He was panicking and started to get out from under the blanket. It was time to do something. I knew I had no chance but I decided to try. I kicked the noble from under the blanket. He growled in surprise. I then let myself and Leon fall from the wooden beam where we had tried to hide. I heard Leon’s cry of pain. We landed only a few feet from the beast. I did not look at it because I knew if I did, I wouldn’t be able to move.

       “I had only one spell in mind, a wall of fog spell. In fact I could then cast only one spell each day. I did cast it as fast as I could—when it was finished, we could not see anything. I then heard shouts in the living room. I understood later that one of my parents was trying something. Maybe my father tried to cast a spell. I think the monster then hesitated, unsure what to do. I used that diversion to grab Leon’s hand and run to the wood trap. It was a small two-foot by two- foot trapdoor we used to get the logs in the shack. My only advantage on the monster was that I knew the area very well, so I found my way quickly.

       “In the fog, I opened the latch and hurled myself out. I then pulled on Leon’s hand but he was stuck. I heard the monster laugh. He held Leon’s foot. I pulled as strongly as I could. Leon screamed. I cried, “Let him go!” I then heard the horrible noise of broken bones, and Leon screamed. But he was free. I pulled him out and saw Leon was bleeding. I ran madly for cover, toward the woods with Leon in my arms. The monster could not pass through the trapdoor so he remained inside.

       “I heard him laugh and growl “Run! But I’ll get you later!”

       “Leon and I hid in the nearby forest… by night… the forest where our parents forbade us to go at night. Leon was bleeding. I saw one of his feet had been cut off. I took my shawl to make a knot and stop the blood from coming out. Leon looked nearly dead. I was cold, and shivering.

      “Then we heard ghastly screams from the house. My father screamed “No!” over and over again. I heard the guards and the monster laugh cruelly. My mother and my sisters screamed in fear and in pain. 

       “I thought of coming back to try to save them but what could I do? I was alone! Oh, you have no idea how often I hear these pained screams in my nightmares.

       “Their screams lasted what seemed like a very long time. I feared for my family and for Leon. I had the impression that I had fallen in a bottomless hole. I was so cold. Then there was silence… long, deadly silence. And darkness. I think I passed out from the cold.

       “In the morning, I went back to the farm, took the horse, put the saddle on him, and left. My first concern was to get medical help for my brother. When it was certain that Leon was going to survive, I took the Old Svalich Road for Vallaki. We did not meet anybody on that route until we were arrived.

       “I never came back to my parents’ house. I heard once that the neighbors found the house full of blood with nobody alive. I believe they burned the house down, after a time. The neighbors also never found our only possession of value, my father’s spellbook.

      “Leon has not spoken since that night. I think he remembers all too well what I said about this all being a nightmare… one that would end if he remained silent.”

       Since then, Evee has lived in a small wooden shack on a farm. The farmers are good-hearted people and they help Evee as best they can. The farmer’s wife is half-Vistani and she has told many tales about these gypsies.

       Evee gives them a hand during harvest time and helps out with other heavy work. She often uses her magical skills to help the local farmers the best she can by relieving them of a burden, such as finding lost cattle or hunting an animal that preys on the cattle.

       She knows her life is not very glamorous for someone with her skills, but she is happy spending her time caring for her brother Leon. She is also improving both her magical and thief skills, slowly.

       Getting something to eat becomes a problem every once in a while, and Evee sometimes steals food. But she never steals from good-hearted people or to provide herself luxury items a young woman like her would like to possess.

       Leon’s condition is not improving after all these long years that Evee has spent with him, trying to stimulate his mind and bring him back from wherever he retreated. Leon is always silent and has never said a world since the night his parents were killed. He is silent even in his play. He is fearful of getting outside the shack and never does so without Evee. He spends most of his time playing music or drawing—solitary pursuits. Evee is currently trying to teach him to read, hoping it will help him to talk.

      She really cares for her brother, as he is the last that remains of her family. She is very protective, and would not hesitate to try to kill Strahd himself if her brother was threatened.

       She once had to pawn her spellbook at a bookstore, to get money to feed her brother. She got it back with the help of a friend and hopes that she’ll never have to do it again.

       Evee has never had any boyfriends. The care of her brother Leon (and, for many years, the time spent trying to feed both) took most of her time. The rare free time she did have was spent in magical training at home. 

       She knows what romance is, and she's been attracted to some men from time to time, but these were not interested in her—unable to see beneath her relative poverty and her thief skills. And those who would have liked to get closer to her did not interest her at all.


Personality
Considering her unhappy early adulthood so far, it is a wonder that Evee is always smiling. There is an amazing inner strength within her.  She is also often singing or humming a melody.

       With her friends, she is very playful and likes to joke, tease and clown. She often gives the people she likes slightly mocking nicknames, which she often uses while imitating that person’s voice. With those friends, all her emotions are showing on her face, and sometimes she exaggerates them for humour’s sake. She hides nothing from them and is quite trustworthy.

       However, she is very short-fused when someone or something is annoying her or against her principles. She can be very vindictive, using cutting remarks and a darker-edged humour.

       However, with people she does not know well or does not yet trust, Evee usually keeps a false smile on her face. On these occasions, her face is quite unreadable. She is also quiet and sometime overly polite with these less known people.

       Her self-protection instincts are strong and she is very cautious and watchful with people she does not know. Earning her trust can take some time.

       With her late mother, she has developed a singular ability that allows her to secretly communicate with other people, if Evee and the person she wants to speak to are not alone. To the person to whom she wants to speak, she whispers her words. While she is using this ability, others only hear Evee humming a melody, something she does often (this ability is limited to about five feet and only works when there is sufficient ambient noise).

       In view of what happened to her family, she hates dangerous monsters or killers that can be threatening to ordinary defenceless people, and her first thought would be to slay them on sight. That barely uncontrollable hatred is deep with her. This does not mean she judges solely on appearance, as she counts half-elves and half-orcs as her friends. After a time, she becomes comfortable with most humanoids and non-humans, providing they are good-hearted.

       Her mother, Agatha Jane, was born in Barovia, but her father, Bismark Beiderbecke, told Evee that he was born in another world, somewhere he called Greyhawk. Her father told her many tales about this Greyhawk world, and also of an eerie magical place, only reachable after a long voyage, that he called Sigil. Other than seeing Leon get better, it is one of her dearest dreams to visit these places. She imagines these lands as a peaceful paradise. 

       Evee does appear to be a tough, strong- willed woman, but she still is very frail. Her brother Leon is probably her safety net to madness. Should something bad happen to him, she would lose her sanity and turn dangerous, crazy and probably self destructive (perhaps not unlike the Midnight Slasher). She fears of loosing her mind someday and become like Leon. Similarly, insane people trouble her and some can frighten her easily.

       Being new at adventuring in groups—more accustomed to working alone—her social and self-confidence are also not as strong as they could be, explaining why she often takes a joking or mocking role.
       Also, even after all the time that has passed since that dreadful night, once in a while she goes off by herself, thinks about her family, and cries for hours. She tries to hide her tears from Leon.

       She has learned recently that the beast that decimated her family is probably a certain Baron Nicola von Petrov, an official working for Strahd Von Zarovich. She has vowed to take revenge on him someday, at any cost. This is something she has told very few persons.

Combat

While Evee prefers to avoid fighting too close to her opponents, she will fearlessly defend herself, with a sword in each hand (long sword, short sword). But her preferred mode of attack is by spell. 

       She will backstab opponents that she personally hates, or who are threatening her friends.

Other equipment

Armour: none (usually), but sometimes a set of leather armour

Magic items: short sword +1, brooch of shielding (the one with the lizard on it)

Adventure Ideas

· Evee is searching for clues on the participation of Baron Nicola von Petrov in the slaying of her family. She organises a stealthy expedition in his manor to find some evidence of that and perhaps find her father’s spellbook as well. The place is old and filled with buried secrets and guardians.

· Having heard of a doctor in Dementlieu specialising in the treatment of mental illness, Evee brings Leon on that voyage, but she can’t make it alone. It’s a long journey with Leon, and when she finds the doctor there is something… not right about him...

· While ignorant of Evee’s hatred of him, Baron Nicola von Petrov has heard about a woman by the name of Beiderbecke in the Vallaki area. Being watched these days by Strahd, because of increasing rumours of von Petrov’s savage excess, the Baron sends four of his best soldiers to search for the woman. They first start their investigation at the Malodorous Goat Tavern, with many questions about “that Beiderbecke woman”. Shortly afterward, the group attacks Evee while she is with others. For Evee, this last event means a war against von Petrov that will culminate with a murder attempt and with her departure from Barovia, for fear of Strahd’s retaliation.
Evee’s spellbook – annex

 Spells from The Great Net Spellbook
(except Reaven’s Invulnerability)
Level One
PRIVATE 
Flicker XE "Flicker"  (Illusion/Phantasm)

Range:  60 yards + 10 yards per level

Components:  V, M

Duration:  Instantaneous

Casting Time: 1

Area of Effect: One creature or object

Saving Throw: Special

Author:  S. W. Marshall <u9116878@muss.cis.mcmaster.ca>

ADVANCE \U 4.25
When this spell is cast, the target creature or object undergoes a momentary flickering or blurring. Observers do not automatically notice this flickering and all creatures viewing the target must make a saving throw versus spell. Those who make the saving throw fail to notice the flicker and are unaffected by the spell. Those who fail, however, must immediately make an illusion disbelief roll with a +4 modifier.

       Those passing this second saving throw think that the target is probably illusionary and will react accordingly. For example, those seeing a rolling boulder flicker might not move out of the way, suffering full damage, or may ignore the illusionary thief circling them for a backstab. While the flicker itself lasts for but a moment, the belief that the target is an illusion persists, until it behaves in a way that is evidentially non‑illusory, such as supporting weight or causing damage. This instantly reveals the true nature of the target, but any damage done in this manner cannot be saved against.

       The target of the flicker must be a creature or object that could fit in a 30‑foot cube. Thus a castle or a great wyrm dragon could not be flickered while a small tower or an ogre could be affected. Any one target, up to the area of effect restrictions, including (but not limited to) bonfires, pits, monsters, and walls can be affected. The spell cannot be used to affect purely magical effects such as a wall of force or spells with an instantaneous duration, such as fireball. It does work on real objects or creatures summoned or created by magic, however.

Individuals that know or suspect that an illusionist is present, or have recently encountered illusion magic, suffer a -2 penalty to their initial saving throw versus the flicker. The material component for this spell is a small lump of candle wax.

PRIVATE 
Inaudibility XE "Inaudibility"  (Illusion/Phantasm)ADVANCE \U 4.25
Range:  0

Components:  S, M

Duration:  1 turn per level

Casting Time:  2

Area of Effect: Creature touched

Saving Throw: Negates

Author:  Thomas Watson <gitzlaff@uxa.cso.uiuc.edu>

ADVANCE \U 4.25
By means of this spell, all sounds made by the recipient become inaudible — breathing, talking, walking, and the like. Items on the wizard's person are likewise silenced, but thrown or dropped items may make noise once released. While under the effect of this spell, the affected creature cannot cast any spells with a verbal component. An unwilling victim receives a saving throw against this spell.

       Unlike a silence spell, inaudibility masks only the sounds made by the recipient or items in his possession, so it provides no defence against sound based attacks such as harpy singing, a horn of blasting, etc. The spell remains in effect until it is magically dispelled, until the wizard or the recipient cancels it, or until its duration has passed; the recipient attacking another creature does not dispel it. The spell can only be cancelled by the recipient if the wizard has stated so when the spell was cast.

The material component for this spell is a small wad of cotton.

PRIVATE 
Insolence XE "Insolence"  (Illusion/Phantasm) ADVANCE \U 4.25
Range:  20’

Components:  V, S, M

Duration:  1 round per level

Casting Time: 1

Area of Effect: One creature

Saving Throw: Negates

Author:  Brian Dawson

ADVANCE \U 4.25This spell causes its victim to sound and appear crude, insulting and arrogant, in all that is said or done, to all observers. The victim, however, will not be aware that anything is amiss. While the general meaning of whatever is said will be the same, the illusion causes observers to see and hear a twisted version in which the speaker is so insolent that all reactions are checked at -50%. Additionally, such speech might not be tolerated at all in some situations (for example, automatic dismissal from a king's court, or perhaps even worse...). Even if the target makes his saving throw, the spell will not be noticed (unless the somatic and verbal components of the wizard are seen and recognised).

       If an observer has reason to believe that something is amiss, he gains a saving throw if an attempt is made to disbelieve. Such a saving throw is made at +4 if the fact that it is an illusion has been communicated. If these saving throws are failed, it still appears real.

       The material component is a bit of dung or spittle, which is wrapped in the wizard's hand. The hand is then subtly waived at the creature to be affected. The verbal component is a low guttural sound made in the throat.
Level two
PRIVATE 
Magic EyeXE"Magic Eye" (Alteration)

ADVANCE \U 4.25
Range:  0

Components:  V, S, M

Duration:  special

Casting Time: 1 r

Area of Effect: One specific location

Saving Throw: None

Author:  August Neverman <gitzlaff@uxa.cso.uiuc.edu>

ADVANCE \U 4.25
By means of this spell, the wizard creates a "third eye", much like the spell wizard eye, except that it remains in a specific location once cast. It can be triggered in two ways, the first being a predefined event occurring, such as some creature passing in front of it. The second can be done from anywhere on the same plane, by willing it to activate. Once activated the eye lasts 2 rounds per level; however, the magic eye can be reactivated (each activation uses a minimum of 2 rounds). The magic eye sees as well as the wizard: if the wizard can normally see invisible so can the eye. Magic enhancements, such as spectacles or see invisible, do not work through the magic eye. The material component for this spell is an eye of some sort.

Reaven's invulnerability (Illusion/Phantasm)

by me !

Level 

2 

School 
illusion phantasm 

Range 

pers 

Component 
VS 

Duration 
1d4r+1r per level 

Casting Time 
3s 

Area of effect 
caster 

Saving Throw 
disbelieve 

The effect of this spell is to cover the caster with an illusion. The only purpose of this illusion is to appear unharmed by any attack: spells, weapon, etc. The caster suffers the damage and loose hit points, but viewers see him as unharmed by their attack. This perception of an invulnerable foe can be very disorienting and affect the morale checks. A 

successful disbelieve check negates the spell.

The caster has complete control over the illusion and can choose to appear harmed (or not harmed) by an attack. In fact, to appear unharmed by all attacks is not a good strategy when fighting intelligents opponents, who will find it odd and quickly try to disbelieve the spell. Instead, the illusionist can use this spell to diminish the opponents attack effectiveness, for exemple as appearing harmed only by the lower damage attacks and unharmed by high damage strikes.

      For exemple, the caster can choose to appear harmed by an attack that did no damage (ex: by a magic missile while protected by protection from missile or similar spell effect) or by appearing unharmed by a deadly lightning bolt. The illusionist does not need to fully concentrate on the spell and can do usual melee manoeuvers (moving, casting, etc.). The illusion stops if the caster dies.



Grigg Deadbreaker 

9th level Warrior, 

Neutral Good

AC: 6 (Studded leather + Dex) 

Movement: 12 

Hit Points: 88 

THAC0: 11 

#of Attacks: 2/1 

Damage/Attack: Deadbreaker (1d6+6), Or by 

                             weapon +2 (strength bonus) 

Special Attacks: Deadbreaker (See Below) 

Special Defenses: Ring of Regeneration 

Magic Resistance: Nil 

STR 18(78) 

DEX 16 

CON 18 

INT 12 

WIS 14 

CHA 10 

Appearance

Grigg Deadbreaker is a solidly built half-orc in his early thirties. Standing at 6’ tall, he weighs in at just over 230 pounds. His shoulders are broad, and he gives the impression of a looming brute, though his eyes show more intelligence than his bearing. He is blessed by a more dominant human side, but his features are still marred by an orcish low brow, enlarged lower teeth (like the beginning nubs of tusks perhaps), deep green eyes that are flecked with red, coarse black hair grown to shoulder length, and a slightly olive green tint to his skin. Grigg often looks unshaven, and has grown a bit of a goatee. 

Background 

Grigg originates from a prime material world known as Shadowbier, where his mother was taken captive after a raid staged by a particularly cruel orc warlord. This warlord took the young peasant girl as his personal slave, and for almost ten months she was held captive by the brutal humanoids. Only when a stalwart band of knights attacked the camp was the girl freed. It was during the battle that Grigg was born. After the routing of the orcs was accomplished, Grigg and his mother were taken to a nearby monastery. It was at this place that Grigg lived and thrived for almost 16 years with his mother, who despite the cruel memories of her captivity, was determined to raise her child, so that her son would not grow into the murderous image of his father. 

       Under the tutelage of the clerics, Grigg was taught to read and write, to heal the wounded, and was given instruction in the use of the mace, that he might someday fulfill whatever role lay waiting for him. All might have gone well, until Grigg’s father attacked the monastery with a large force of orcs, and razed the building to the ground. Grigg watched as his mother threw herself onto the blade of the warlord rather than be taken as his captive again, and Grigg himself attacked the wicked orc lord, but was easily subdued and thrown into chains.

       At first, the orcs had tried to break him by forcing him to work in the mines, but his rebelliousness caused many problems, and the torturous beatings did little to dissuade him. So Grigg was thrown into the fighting pits where he proved remarkably well suited for battle. For six long years, Grigg was forced to battle in the slave pits of orcish camps, developing his skill with daggers and hand to hand combat. Always though, he was carefully watched and closely guarded, for he had tried to escape many times. Only when he took a dangerous gamble, and left himself wide open to the swing of an ogre’s club during his final pit match was he able to escape. Because of the damage Grigg had sustained from the attack, his guards became lax in their duty. They had expected the half-breed to die, but not only did he survive, he slew his guards and managed even to assault his warlord father before escaping into the night.

       Grigg lived on, and entered into the service of the border guard of Thoros for a time, defending the province from the assaults of many invasion forces. And it is there that he met the adventurers Dox, a human warrior, and Lynna, a half-elven sorceress. Grigg travelled with his two companions for nearly seven years, having many adventures.

        The last two years that the companions travelled together found them deeply embroiled in the Gravebringer Wars. The Gravebringer Wars began when a necromancer managed to summon a powerful agent of the Unspoken God to Shadowbier. The necromancer and the demon created hell on earth as the legions of Dhakoth’s Mistakes (undead) and hordes of foul demon creatures swept the nations. Near the beginnings of this conflict, Grigg recovered the sacred weapon Deadbreaker from the ruins of the old monastery where he grew. And during the conflict, he was even forced to fight side by side with his father, but the truce between them was short lived, and ended when the orcish warriors turned on the human soldiers after the two armies had together driven off a large group of abominations. 

       It was as the last battle of the Gravebringer Wars was coming to a conclusion, when Grigg and his companions stood on the battlefield, and a strange occurrence seemed to grip the smoke of the blazing bonfires that had been lit to provide light for the night-time battle. The smoke became thick, and twisting clouds of it twisted around the group like serpents. The smoke pressed in upon them, oppressive and hot, but as they coughed and choked on it, the smoke became subtly cold, clammy mist. So thick was the mist that the companions called out to each other, so that we would not be separated. 

       It seemed an eternity, but in truth, scarcely a few moments had passed. When the sudden mist rose, it was revealed that the battle had been completely renewed, but with more intensity than previously. 

       As innumerable undead clashed with hundreds of armored warriors, the companions became separated. Lynna was pulled into a wall of the dead, while Dox was drawn into a mass of metal and blades as the soldiers surrounded him. Left between the opposing factions, Grigg fought all who attacked him, and to this day is still unsure of how he escaped the battlefield with his life. 

       Grigg discovered later, that he had been drawn into the final battle of the most recent invasion of Darkon by its neighbor Falkovnia. 

       After the battle, Grigg made a small camp in an area as far from the battlefield as he could find before collapsing. The next day, he was woken by the sound of wagon wheels. It was a Vistani caravan that seemed to be leisurely passing by, but upon seeing the half-orc; they acted like they had expected to find him there. Grigg was told to enter one of the wagons and wait there. Much later, an old woman by the name Madame Biavra spoke with him, laying out his fortune in her cards. She told him that he would walk the Lands of Mist until a time of darkness, when he would be reunited with his comrades, though only one of us would leave these lands. One card in particular stuck in Grigg’s memory, that of the Myrmidon, a lone warrior facing four others that are enshrouded in the mist. When the Vistani told him it was time to go, Grigg was in a place called Mordent. And from there his travels in the Realm of Terror began. 

       Since coming to Ravenloft, Grigg has encountered the Carnival, where he nearly came to blows with the Brute as well as thoroughly insulting Professor Pacali. He has fought beside George Weathermay against a pack of murderous werebeasts. And has had an audience with Sir Tristen Hiregaard of Nova Vaasa after preventing the theft of a stable filled with Vaasan stallions by bandits claiming to serve the Lord of Darkhaaven. 

Personality

Grigg is the embodiment of the “strong and silent” type. He rarely speaks more than a few sentences at a time if there isn’t need. Around strangers he will often answer only to direct questions, rarely volunteering any additional information. Grigg prefers to keep quiet and listen to a new speaker talk, so as to better ascertain their character. Grigg does speak freely among those he calls friends, but he is prone to long silences as he retreats into himself to mull over events, or brood about his past. Even among his friends however, he remains distant. More accustomed to being alone, he has a fear of being within large crowds in confined spaces. Unless he is able to focus on something at such times (like a battle, or particular conversation,) he will retreat to the quietest spot he can find so that he can quell his panic and collect himself. 

       Grigg has developed a particular hatred of orcs during the time he was captive of his father’s camp. He will always seek them out in battle first, unless another target is obviously more dangerous. 

       Grigg has a soft spot for kids, and will often go out of his way to safeguard their well being. There is no greater crime in his eyes than the abuse, or murder of an innocent. 

       Grigg has never thought too much about religion, but since being drawn into Ravenloft, Grigg has been compelled to introspect on his spiritual nature much more. He is still far from being the praying type. 

Combat 

Grigg is a fairly straightforward combatant, but he will not charge blindly into battle. He tries to make the most of his actions, and carefully weighs his options. Grigg does tend to rely on his tough constitution to see him through in battle, using his high pain threshold helps him to ignore less severe wounds. If it becomes necessary, Grigg will shield his allies with his own body to keep them from harm. 

       In combat, Grigg wields Deadbreaker, a sentient Mace of Disruption that he has become specialized with. Deadbreaker acts as a footman’s mace +1 in combat against most opponents, causing 1d6+1 damage plus Grigg’s bonuses for strength and specialization. However, when facing undead opponents, or evil outer planar creatures, Deadbreaker acts as a +2 weapon and inflicts double damage per strike, including bonuses. In addition, undead or evil OP creatures struck by Deadbreaker may be blasted out of existence by the weapons power (see Equipment, below). 

       If Deadbreaker is unavailable to him, or ineffective against some creature, Grigg can fall back on his two Vistani made daggers. The daggers were created in an identical style, but one is crafted of silver, and the other is crafted of cold wrought iron. Though these weapons are not enchanted, they were well crafted, and act as a +1 weapon concerning what creatures that they are capable of harming (as noted in Van Richten’s Guide to the Vistani, pg. 41). 

Equipment 

The Mace of Disruption known as Deadbreaker is a Neutral Good sentient weapon that communicates with its wielder empathically. Deadbreaker has an Intelligence of 13, and an Ego of 23. Deadbreaker has become somewhat confused during its time in the Mists, as some of its powers seem to have lessened, as has its awareness. 

     Deadbreaker has a haft of strong oak, magically treated to be as strong as iron, which is wrapped in dark brown leather. The three-sided head of the mace is made of iron, and engraved with runes and the holy symbols of Lummina, Dhakoth, and Mideen, three of the most influential gods of Shadowbier. 

       Deadbreaker’s powers of Disruption will not affect the Lords of Ravenloft, and even the lowliest of undead now receive a saving throw to avoid destruction. Those creatures that fail their saves (as per the Dungeon Master’s Guide) will be consumed by a white-grey flame, which reduces them to mere ashes in a single round. 

       Deadbreaker has the power to Detect Undead as per the Clerical Spell 3 times a day, and has an aura of Detect Evil 10’ radius. 

       Deadbreaker’s ability to Detect Evil within a 10’ radius does not function within Ravenloft, so the mace has become extremely wary of those that it allows to hold it. Anyone that grips Deadbreaker is must make a wisdom check. Those who succeed will be allowed to hold Deadbreaker. Those who fail will suffer 5d4 damage (save vs. Breath Weapon for half) as white-grey fire engulfs their hands, burning them to the bone. (Note: This fire is merely the form the positively charged energy takes, creatures immune to fire will still suffer the damaging effects.) Deadbreaker is always aware of the intent of a wielder however, and those beings that attempt to use the weapon in an evil act will also feel the effects of Deadbreaker’s burning energy. 

       Grigg wears studded leather armor for protection, with a pair of fingerless leather gloves, and a traveller’s cloak (basically a trench coat with a hood and high collar that can be buttoned over the nose and mouth if need be). Grigg also carries a small backpack with a bedroll tied to it. 

       Grigg has two more items of note that he keeps quiet about, a ring of regeneration (which looks like a mere tarnished copper ring set with three tiny chips of rose quartz), that has saved his life many times, and a pair of boots equipped with spring loaded blades (a gift from a grateful tinker in his homeland). 

      Grigg’s ring of Regeneration has only one small difference from normal rings of its kind. Should the wearer suffer what would be considered a fatal wound (i.e. any attack that reduces them below 0 HP), when the ring heals that wound, it will leave a scar over the area. 

Adventure Ideas 

· As the PCs enter a small village, they hear the cries of a mob. As they enter the town square, the heroes see Grigg being raised by a rope at the gallows. If the heroes do not intervene, the rope breaks and Grigg manages to escape into the woods. The villagers will tell the PC’s that there have been disappearances of children in the area, and that the “monster” at the gallows had been seen in the company of a child. In fact Grigg has nothing to do with the disappearances, and had just saved the boy from a true monster. As the PC’s investigate, Grigg will confront them with his own knowledge and join the party in the hunt.

· Drawn by rumors of a powerful menace, the PCs are engaged in a hunt for a powerful fiend or undead creature. As the PCs are engaging a large force of undead, Grigg joins the fray and helps the PCs drive the undead back into their graves. 

· A knightly champion of good has heard rumors of a beast with a mighty weapon that is capable of easily destroying even the most powerful undead creature. This champion seeks the PCs out as companions in his quest to wrench the powerful item from the hands of the “unworthy beast” that acts as its guardian. 


Trebor Minntt

18th Level Tiefling Thief/Sage

Society of Sensation

Neutral Evil

Str- 12 

Dex- 19       

Con- 13            

Int- 19 

Wis- 19           

Cha- 10              

Hit Points- 74
THAC0- 12(9 with short sword) 

AC- -2(dex, ring+3, natural)
Thief Skills: -

                                  Total

Hide in shadows
99 

Move silently

99 

Open locks

99 
Find/remove traps
99                                               

Pick pockets

99                                               

Detect noise

00
Climb walls

99                       

Read languages
99                       

These abilities factor in Trebor’s  dexterity and his Tiefling racial abilities, but not his thief equipment. His low hear noise is due to him being deaf. 

Backstab damage = x5
Special Abilities:

Faction-   +1 to all saves vs poison.

Infravision – 60ft.

10% chance to detect lie, Increases to 20% with other tieflings.

Local history/identification as 1st level bard.

Sensory touch – transfer 1d10 HP to touched target. Can only be recuperated                                               

by natural healing.
Yugolothian Tiefling cast at 1/round unless otherwise stated:-
Improved Invisibility 

Half damage from Normal/magical cold

Immunity to all poisons

Dispel magic (recently acquired after meeting his father)

ESP 

Suggestion

Alter self 

Charm person

Control temperature 10 foot radius. 

Improved phantasmal force

Produce flame

Shapechange

Teleport without error 1/day
Residue of being a Proxy:-

Immunity to age. 

Can sense time distortions.
Other:-

Can feel sound as per Psionic power due to the fact he is deaf, except when he is asleep.

Can see as per True Seeing spell because of the lenses he had put in the empty sockets after he lost his eyes. 

Trebor has a reality wrinkle of 18 inches around his body.

Does not suffer a 25% chance of scroll failure due to years of study.

Can write mage scrolls as per a mage of the same level.
Equipment:-

Bag of holding (which carries everything else, except Gustav, who lives in Trebor’s robes.) 

Short sword +3 (Named Causality), has ability of Timestop 1/week with no save or magic resistance allowed due to it being forged by a god, ages Trebor 20 years when used.

Ring of protection +3  

Glasses of True Seeing (in place of his eyes)

Tools of the thief trade (from the Thieves Handbook)

2 green steel daggers

5 vials of holy water

5 vials of acid (to combat fiends)

A change of robes/boots etc.

10000 gp in half gems, half coins.

2 potions of extra healing

A journal + quills and ink

Faction symbol.

Various spell scrolls 

Cold-wrought iron short sword (to combat fiends)
A pet Tuatora acquired from the Beastlands that allows his to see through its third eye, named Gustav.
Gustav, 

Tuatora fetch

HP-

15                

AC-

3               

Attacks-
1 (bite)            

Dmg- 

1D4            

Thac0- 
17

Intelligence- 6 

Gustav’s high intelligence is due to him being from the Beastlands and a spell cast upon him by a druid as a reward for a service he performed for her. This spell raised Gustav’s intelligence considerably and so he now as intelligent as a young child. Although he is extremely intelligent (for a reptile) he is not able to speak or communicate or even understand humans beyond his task command words and rudimentary gestures and emotions (anger etc), the exception to this is Trebor, but this is explained later. He is able to form thought patterns and a will to do things beyond his instincts, he is also able to ‘sense’ the general emotion of a group and react accordingly. This means that he is able to communicate with people by means of emotion, which he is capable of feeling, though not to the degree of a human.

       Trebor is able to communicate with Gustav by means of telepathy, and can direct the creature directly as long as he concentrates. Trebor is also able to see through Gustav’s third eye, located in the middle of his head and so have even more control over the creature’s actions, this does not take much concentration as the link is highly sensitive. Like a mage and his familiar, Trebor and Gustav are closely linked and any harm to one is felt by the other, this means that Trebor suffers the same penalties form his fetch as a mage does with his familiar. 

       Gustav is also highly trained and can perform certain tasks, such as stealing small objects such as keys or spying on people. 

Sage skills and proficiencies:-

Due to his extremely long life Trebor has more than the usual number of proficiencies. He is skilled in all forms of herbalism and potion making abilities as well as most forms of anatomy. He is well traveled having even visited the Mists before he got stuck here on the return visit. He is versed in the use of all forms of non-exotic weapons and does not suffer using them. As a sage he knows about main cultures, items and races as well as Alchemy and herbalism. He is also well versed in the magical and fully understands spell and magical item creation even though he is unable to do it himself. He can read, write and speak any language innately. He can also speak using Drow hand signals.

Trebor stands at 5 feet 9 inches tall and has quite a slight build. He has wild, erratic green hair that is greening a bit (going grey but a lighter shade of green) and small horns on his forehead. He has a pointed face with a long nose and his eye sockets are covered in pink tinged lenses that allow his to see out of the empty sockets. He dresses in dusty grey robes and cares little about his appearance. His fingernails are black and there is a faint aroma of ash in his presence. He wears his sword at his left hip and usually wears a black, hooded cloak over his robes. He speaks with a quite whispering voice out of choice.

Background

Trebor’s history begins over seven hundred years ago on the streets of Sigil, city of doors. He was born to an outcast Drow mother who had fallen for the promise of power granted to her by an aspiring Arcanoloth.  The Arcanoloth had no intention of granting the power to the foolish Drow outcast and only sought to make her life more miserable and use that misery to ascend to the status of Ultroloth unfortunately for the Arcanolth, the ritual failed. So 50 years before the great upheaval that shook Sigil to its core a baby was born. Shortly after his birth Trebor was given to an orphanage in the Hive ward where he lived until his seventh birthday when he escaped and began his life on the streets. Life wasn’t kind to the young tiefling, he was shunned by the other street urchins due to his Fiendish heritage and shunned by the other tieflings because he was different but as he later learnt he wasn’t just different he was unique. 

       Like many who live on the streets Trebor didn’t have a lot of choice as to what his career was and so under the instruction of an aging member of the thieves guild he began his life as a thief. Trebor appeared born to the job he was quick, resourceful and above all new how to pick his target. But his Drow and Yugoloth blood burned in his veins, he wanted more than the gratitude of a master who took the credit for training him, he wanted power. So aged seventeen, exactly ten years after he had run away from the orphanage he slit his masters throat and dumped the body through a portal to the Elemental plane of fire. This increased his status within the guild as he told them that his master had gone out of town to do business, so he could finally take credit for his own work.  

       Time passed and Trebor began to train apprentices of his own, but instead of training them to the rules of the guild he instilled into them his own set of morals much lower than those expected than the guild, his apprentices robbed and killed the poor, men, women and children of Sigil for 45 years and then one day Trebor had a revelation. He was going about his ‘official’ guild business when he was approached by an aging human male who told him of his heritage and his unique place in the multiverse, he also made him an offer he could not refuse. He offered him a place as the right hand man of the power known to mortals as Grandfather Time, he, because of his unique nature as a Yugoloth spawned tiefling could become a proxy. Of coarse it would mean some major life changes, he was told, but the power had recognized the potential within Trebor and was making him an offer that he would be foolish to refuse. Dubiously Trebor agreed and undertook a journey to the demiplane of time where he was initiated into the Powers service.

       During his time as a proxy Trebor visited many different places, accomplished many different things and made many friends. He has been to all of the outer and inner planes plus to all the well-known prime worlds and especially likes Krynn although recent upheaval put him off going back for a while. His accomplishments include ridding a prime world of it’s Dracolich overlord, the skull of which he keeps in his shop, and preventing the Baatazu from getting the Dagger of Utini which led him to be captured by the Baatazu and taken to the 9th layer of Baator where he was tortured both physically and with images of his wife and best friend being tortured, which he thought to be real. He was almost at the point of giving up and revealing the location of the dagger when he realised that the images were not real and were only being used to confuse and coerce him, at this point he was sentenced to death, the Baatazu concluding that if he was dead, no-one would know the location of the dagger. It was hours before his death that he was aided in his escape by a mysterious shadow that he later found out to be an avatar of Vecna, to this day he still owes the Lord of Secrets a favor. At times he has had run ins with other well-known people and these have not always been pleasant, shortly before arriving in Ravenloft Trebor was instructed the destroy the Grand Father Oak on Arboria, fortunately (for the tree) he was chased away by Hercules before he could complete his task but he was told never to return to the plane. 

       It was during these years of travelling around the multiverse that he happened upon the world of Krynn. His first visit was before the cataclysm that tore the land of Ansalon apart and he spent many months roaming around trying to discover who, or what was changing the history of the world. Before he could discover who was responsible he was called away to deal with a paradox about to occur on the world of Oerth. Later he returned, mainly because he liked the backwater tranquility of the place and it was at this time he met a curious creature named Cornelius Shoehorn. Cornelius was a Kender of the highest degree; he was a perfect example of his race and immediately fell into a friendship with Trebor because of the Tiefling’s fascinating nature. Trebor spent many years wandering the world of Krynn with Cornelius but eventually the kender came to the end of his life. It was on Cornelius’s deathbed that Trebor vowed to protect his three children, Liseme, Niesme and Drinnik. 

       Several hundred years after becoming a proxy Trebor came upon a magical item known as The Sphere of the Multiverse, a chaotic item that when coupled with the Cube of the Multiverse created a copy of Trebor for each of the Outer planes.

It was the copy that was destined for The Grey Waste that was drawn into Ravenloft, partially due to the evil tendencies of the copy and partially due to his connections with the Kender, Drinnik Shoehorn.

       The Trebor in the Outer planes continued his quest to find the remaining pieces of the item that was the shape of the multiverse (the sphere being the first part) against the wishes of his power and it was for this that he lost his status as a proxy. Towards the end of his adventure it became clear to Trebor that he must travel to Pandemonium to assemble the item and restore balance to that plane (balance in terms of Pandemonium). The creation of the item destroyed the real Trebor Minntt completely but also remade him from parts of the copies before destroying them, it had always been the plan of the item to be reformed and it knew that its reformation would destroy its maker so it needed to secure the survival of whomever created it.

        The Trebor in Ravenloft lost his eyes and his hearing (but not his actual ears, his eardrums did explode though, making him deaf but his willpower and intelligence allowed him to develop a new way to hear), but was not destroyed, the Dark Powers maintained him, partially because the real Trebor was tormented by dreams of his counterpart and they liked the idea of making someone beyond the mists suffer and partially to clear up the matter of who his father is…

       Recently he has been travelling with a group of adventurers who have been protecting a child called Galen; this group includes his long-term friend Drinnik Shoehorn. Originally Trebor was out for his own gain, using the party to further his search for Fiends. During his adventures with the group Trebor has begun to learn compassion for those around him and would willingly sacrifice himself for many of them. This said he was cursed during these adventures by the Night Hag Arianthne and this curse is drawing his evil side to the forefront of his consciousness. His power is growing and he is becoming more like his parents, so he is currently trying to rid himself and the others of the curse.  His travels with this group have taught him many things including the need to trust others, which is something he has always been wary of, especially when it comes to trusting so many people, but overall he is happy to have made so many friends and this is giving him cause to reevaluate his outlook on life, making him feel more ‘good’ than before.

Current Sketch
Being quite new to the mists he has no real agenda, as yet, but is engaged in a quest to find any fiends he can in particular the Arcanolth, Inajari. He is hirable for most mercenary work as long as it pays well and serves some purpose (he does not believe in slaughter). As with most Ravenloft NPCs he is always seeking a way out. The quest to find the Fiends is all consuming and he will allow very little to get in the way of it.
        He is also obsessed with finding his lost items and has an insatiable thirst for knowledge, especially magical tomes, and strives to learn as much as he can. This means that he spends about 4 months a year reading and gets frustrated if he can’t.

        More recently all of his efforts have been put into protecting the child Galen and he has been unable to continue with his quest to find Fiends.

Combat

Trebor is quite a challenge for any PCs to combat. His fiendish blood along with his exceptional thief skills make him a formidable foe, fortunately he disdains combat and attempts to avoid it if he can. If forced into a fight he will try to rely on his stealth and collection of spell scrolls (he has a spell for any occasion and particularly likes acid spells). Failing this he will use Causality (his sword) until he feels he can’t win at which point he will turn invisible and flee. He prefers to talk his way out of situations rather than fighting but has a taste for violence if it becomes necessary. If his has a defeated opponent at his mercy he will usually offer them their lives in return for service rendered, failing to uphold this bargain always results in horrible, painful and gory death.

Trebor’s main weakness is his inability to hear well so a silent party could get the drop on him, but he is accustomed to fighting deaf and will use this to his advantage if possible.

       It is worth noting at this point that Trebor has not yet discovered all of his powers and potential, he has many untapped innate abilities and psionic powers that come from both his Yugoloth and Drow parents. To allow for this in game, as Trebor gets more evil within a game he gains more of his powers.

Adventure Hooks

· The party is hired by Trebor to arrange a meeting between him and Inajira (or any other fiend but I find Arcanoloths interesting). This can take place in any domain. Trebor usually pays well for services rendered but does believe in efficiency and will not accept sloppy work.

· While searching for a way out, Trebor casts a portal sense spell on one of the doors in The Malodorous Goat Tavern and finds that it is actually a portal. So he hires the PCs to find out where it leads, it can lead to any domain of the DMs choice (try to be evil but inventive, I suggest Bluetspur). They must survive and return to tell him where it leads, whether it is two-way or not and what the portal key to return is (if it is two-way). The key there is a drop of lemon juice squeezed onto the tongue and I suggest the portal is not two-way.

· Trebor is hired to break into a house and steal magic item (DM choice, see forged of darkness. The owner of the house has been tipped off by Trebor’s employer because he (the employer) was hired to get Trebor killed and so the party are hired by the house owner as security. This can also be set in any domain.

· Trebor hears the party stole his magic items and hunts them down to get revenge and retrieve them, the party must convince him that this is not the case and that they have been framed (why is up to the DM). Just telling him that they don’t have them won’t work as he will believe they have sold them on, so the party must be convincing and present a good argument or get tortured and killed.


Jasper 0’ the nine lives

7th level Investigator (+CboT) Chaotic Neutral
STR: 12

DEX: 19
CON: 10

INT: 17


WIS: 13

CHA: 15(8*)

Armour class: 4 (dex + leather) 

Movement: 24

Level/HD: 7


        

Hit Points: 36 

THAC0: 16 (claw +1)

 No. Of attacks: 3(claw/claw/kick) 

Damage per attack: 1d6+1/1d4/1d4

Special attacks: None
Special Defences: Cat like reflexes,                   

                              Night vision, expert 

                              tracker 

Magic resistance: Nil     

* First reaction

Skills:

Climb walls 80%

Hear Noise 95%

Find remove traps 10%

Move silently 80%

Hide in shadows 85%

Open locks 20%

Pick pockets 15%

Read languages 5%

“Well you asked for my tale and I will give it. It starts a long time ago in the foul confines of Pont-a-Museau, Richemulot.

       “My father Jacque was a man of great skill and greater charm. Of the day he was one of the most trusted consorts of the nobles, loved and trusted by all. He was invited to all the balls and was treated as if he was born of Renier’s themselves. But as of the night he was their vengeance. He was swift and cunning. His footsteps were as those of a cat hunting under the moon, his weapon, a claw of sharpest steel.

       “He was a professional in what he did and no one could match him. On the night of his twenty-sixth year he attended a ball in his honour. There he caught the eye of young Vivian Monte, cousin of the blood of the Renier's. She swooned over him with all of her girlish charms but his eye was for another, my mother to be the serving girl, Annabelle.

      “From the first sight he was entranced. Her beauty was pure, not the illusion of the ball. Politics and the petty squabbles of the nobles did not taint her. She was…everything he was not. At the thought of being passed over for a commoner Vivian was furious. She however bit her tongue and bode her time.

       “By turning of the next season my parents were wed and I was born nine months later. My father taught me all his tricks and I drew them in as a thirsty plant to water. He reassured my mother that he would be safe as long as he kept one step ahead. 

       “But in my sixteenth year my world fell apart. Still after all these years Vivian held a hatred for my parents and she planed a way for all of us to be punished. She sent a letter to my father and told him to eliminate all of those attending a ball to be held that evening. At the same time she sent a letter to my mother inviting her to that very ball. 

       “As my father crept in to the hall he knew was set up. Much to our horror the bloody half-dead body of my father being lowered from the chandelier greeted my mother and me as we entered the ball. 

       “‘The cat has been skinned,’ laughed Vivian coldly. ‘It is now time for the rats to feast upon the feline.’ Grabbing my father’s claw I cried out, ‘I will kill you all! If it takes me my whole life I will kill of you!’ 

       “‘You could not stop us my pretty kitty,’ hiss the hideous rat creature, ‘even if you had nine lives in which to hunt us.’ 

       “With that the gods must have both smiled and spit on me. My body convulsed and I changed. My hands became claws, my eyes silted, fur covered my body and a tail grew from my spine. In a rage of pain and passion I tore through the creatures as if they were nothing more then rag dolls. Angry and confused I carried my mother out just as a stray bullet entered by brain. 

       “I awoke days later alone in the woods of Dementlieu. My wounds were gone and I had no memory of how I got there. Remembering my mother I attempted to renter Richemulot only to find that I lost all sense of self, forming the mind of a wild cat as I neared the border. 

       “For the past 10 years I have been wandering the core trying to find a way to fully avenge myself of the foul mice of Pont-a-Museau. To this day I still carry my fathers claw as a reminder of my quest.”


Castor Ravenwood

Male Half-Elf, 16th-Level Blademaster, 14th-Level Psionicist, Lawful Neutral 

1st/2nd Edition Character
STR: 17 

DEX: 20

CON: 17

INT: 16

WIS: 16

CHA:  9

Armor Class: -6

Movement: 12

Level/Hit Dice: 16/ 14




Hit Points: 187




THAC0: 5 (base)

No. of Attacks: 4 then 6

Damage/Attack:
1d8+13(bastard

                             sword)/1d8+15 (battleaxe)

Special Attacks :Psionics; martial arts

Special Defenses: Psionics; block any one attack without a die roll; martial arts; +4 to AC; 30% resistance to sleep and charm spells; immune to the emotion of fear (NOTE: this means Castor never has to make a fear check in Ravenloft, and receives a +3 bonus to horror checks. Conversely, because of his past exposure to undead minds, he receives a –3 penalty on each madness check.)

Magic Resistance: Nil

Thief Skills

            Pick Pockets (35%)


Open Locks (25%)


Find/Remove Traps (15%)


Move Silently (30%)


Hide in Shadows (25%)


Detect Noise (20%)


Climb Walls (60%)

Psionic Summary: Several of these psionic sciences and devotions are fully described in the DARK SUN accessory The Will and the Way. These are indicated by a *. 
	Level
	Dis/Sci/Dev
	Attack/Defense
	Score
	PSPs

	14
	5/7/19
	2/All
	18
	182


MTHACO: 5
#Mental Att: 2/1

MAC: 4

Clairsentience – Sciences: Aura Sight

Devotions: See Magic*, Danger Sense

Psychokinesis – Sciences: Megakinesis*, Kinetic Control*

Devotions: Molecular Agitation, Levitation, Ballistic Attack, Soften

Psychometabolism - Sciences: Metamorphosis

Devotions: Adrenaline Control, Cell Adjustment, Ectoplasmic Form

Telepathy - Sciences: Mindlink, Probe

Devotions: Contact, Empathy, Conceal Thoughts, ESP, Mind Bar, Psychic Crush, Synaptic Static, Ego Whip

Metapsionics - Sciences: Psychic Surgery

Devotions: Gird, Wrench

Martial Arts (from 1st Edition):

Savate: AC: 6, #AT: 3/1, Damage: 1d10+2, foot;

--iron foot, iron fist, feint, hit location, choke hold, circle kick, locking block, backward kick, flying kick, blind-fighting, ironskin

Jujitsu: AC: 7, #AT: 2/1, Damage: 1d6+2, hand;

--fall, feint, pain touch, meditation, instant stand, stunning touch, all-around sight, hurl, immovability, mental resistance, great throw

Appearance

Castor Ravenwood is quite tall for a half-elf, standing just under six feet in height. He has broad shoulders, a narrow waist, and a generally lean build that enables him to move with great speed and surety.  His hands are broad and callused, from years of weapon practice, and their backs are hairless, as is his face.

       His features are lean and sharp, proclaiming at least some of his elvish ancestry, but this is diffused slightly by his shock of raven-black hair (worn cropped short) and grey-blue eyes (unusual for elves or half-elves).  He appears to be no older than 22 human years of age. His voice is low and resonant, when he speaks.

       Castor wears no true armor—simply a black or white tunic, black trousers and boots, a narrow leather belt, burgundy-tooled black leather bracers around each wrist, and a burgundy headband encircling his head and tied at the back (conveniently covering the tops of his slightly-pointed ears). On his hands are fingerless black leather gloves (for surety of grip on his weapons). To ward off the chill of night, he sometimes adds a hooded cloak that is black on one side and dark grey on the other.

Background

Castor Ravenwood is a native of Oerth, the Greyhawk campaign setting. Born in the city of Verbobonc, in the land of Veluna more than two hundred years ago, Castor was an orphaned outcast from his earliest memory; unloved, unwanted, unneeded by anyone. To this day, he has no memory of his true father or mother, and does not know for certain which of his parents was elven and which was human.  He was forced to learn to steal and beg to support himself, to cover his too-often cold limbs and to fill his too-often empty stomach. Moving from city to city by stowing away on carts and carriages and never remaining in one place for more than a month or so, Castor spent almost thirty years as a poor and hungry thief, his bodily development slowed by his half-elven ancestry (this fact remained unknown to him, having no “normal” elements or acquaintances with which to compare himself).

       One evening, after an even more prolonged fast than he was accustomed to, Castor’s hunger and anger overcame him at the sight of a corpulent, well-dressed nobleman who had angrily refused to give alms to the poor waifs in the street on his way through the city and who had instead begun striking them with a heavy cudgel, laughing in his self-assured “superiority” all the while. Enraged, Castor seized the man’s cudgel-wielding arm and ripped the weapon away; he struck the nobleman across the nose—breaking it—and demanded the wealthy man’s money in return for beating the poor. The injured man howled in pain through his bloody nose and moved to strike the impudent young thief, but he found himself unable to do so. Castor’s anger seemed an almost tangible thing, reaching out to strike the well-dressed man and leaving his eyes with a dull, unfocused look. Moving like a mindless zombie, the older man simply handed over his money pouch, brimming with gold and platinum coins. Unfortunately, the local constabulary observed this, and some of its more zealous members—looking to make a quick and easy arrest—chased the young thief out of the city.

       To avoid capture, Castor sought refuge in the forests surrounding the city and came upon a hidden structure that combined elements of a church and a fortified keep, but was truly neither one. Hiding in the shadows surrounding the building that night, Castor observed warriors training themselves for battle, in mock combat, in prayer, in martial arts, and horsemanship. But their abilities set them apart from common fighters and even trained knights—the movements were so swift, sure, and graceful they were like poetry made physical.

       Without hesitation, Castor made his way inside and presented himself to the lord of the monastery after surprising him in his chambers before the older man retired to bed. He spoke passionately about what he had seen and the effect it had on him, the power and grace of the movements, the ordered lifestyle of discipline and honor. Kneeling before the man, the young thief swore to give himself body and soul to the order, to pass any test set before him. The lord, called Khoryphos, was impressed by the young man’s tenacity and nerve, and agreed to train him as one of the elite warriors known as blademasters.
       Castor spent another twenty years at the monastery, learning all manner of bladed weaponry before finally determining that the bastard sword and the battleaxe were the ones that truly felt most like extensions of his own limbs. He later learned that Khoryphos was also a half-elf. Raised among elves and always looked down upon for being “impure,” Khoryphos had simply left the elven forests and happened upon the monastery, much as Castor had done. The two became as close as father and son, sharing their own experiences of prejudice and hatred from both elves and humans. Castor also received two more important things from Khoryphos—instruction in the use of his burgeoning psionic powers, and a last name, taken from the unusual color of his hair.

       The half-elven blademaster, still quite young and vital, began his career as an adventurer, destroying evil temples and keeps, riding into battle with the Knights of Furyondy, carrying out missions for the Archcleric of Veluna, warring against the Ice Barbarians of the north, and learning the harmony that came from his devotion to the Celtic god Nuada. In time, Nuada granted him further abilities, like most other blademasters, in the form of enhanced strength and agility, and clerical spells. These spells also provided Castor with an excuse to explain away his psionic abilities, to waylay the suspicious people who felt mentalists must be practitioners of dark arts and sought to burn them at the stake in ill-conceived witch-hunts.

       Many years passed, and Castor rose rapidly in strength and power, encountering all manner of monsters, but finding himself particularly good at killing lycanthropes and undead creatures—especially after a close companion (who might one day have become more than just a friend) was slain by two vampires working together. He was aided in this vendetta by the son of a childhood friend, a man named Galen Frostmane. Galen had become a powerful cleric of the god Ukko as well as a mighty wizard under the tutelage of Master Garudos Celestar (an archmage who also happened to be an angel)… but he never forgot the thief skills he had learned on the streets (much to his mentor’s chagrin). With his help, Castor forged two powerful weapons called Firefang and Severance.
       One day at dawn several years later, just as the evening fog was being burned away by the morning sun, Castor came upon a young woman with striking reddish-blond hair whom he mistakenly concluded was being attacked by a pack of wolves. Racing valiantly to her aid, he fought off and killed most of the pack before learning that they were actually werewolves, and the woman was a priestess of some wolf god—as well as a mountain loup-garou herself. She was not being attacked… she was being paid homage to by the pack.

       The two battled and the fog encompassing the meadow began to grow thicker and more widespread, eventually obscuring Castor’s vision. When he could see again, he found himself in a darkened forest at midnight, the day having slipped by completely. Soon, he would learn that he was in the newly-formed domain of Verbrek, in the Demiplane of Dread… Ravenloft.

       Only moments passed until the new lord of the realm (and another wolf-god priest) Alfred Timothy, appeared in half-wolf form and invited Castor to participate in the ritual hunt with him and his pack… as the target. 

       “If you find yourself able to elude us and escape into my father’s land, or the land of the gypsy wench, you will live.” Timothy explained while licking his chops. “If not, you will provide a glorious feast for us all. And I may tell you—I do not remember the last time we went hungry.”

       Castor immediately shouldered his way past the pack and took off running in a random direction—east. Using his mental powers to boost his own speed, to fight off panic, and to hurl rocks and other projectiles at his feral pursuers, Castor narrowly managed to cross into neighboring Invidia before Timothy’s “brothers” could catch him.

       Were it not for the fortunate appearance of Ivan Dragonov at that moment, it is likely Castor would not have survived even then, as Alfred Timothy was not always known to be a man of his word. Realizing that the leader of the pack could not follow him for some reason, Castor flippantly mouthed the words “Maybe next time,” to the dark lord, earning his continuing hatred. Without a word, Dragonov transformed to his own half-wolf form and engaged the remaining pack in battle, while an exhausted Castor dragged himself away.

       Later he encountered a similar situation in Kartakass, when a pack of wolves and wolfweres mistook him and some travelling companions for helpless prey. By slaying several of them—and by having the “good luck” to survive for an entire night at the Old Kartakan Inn and Tavern—Castor earned the wrath of wolfwere bard Harkon Lukas as well.

       As of yet, the two lords have not realized their common enemy. For Castor’s part, he hopes they never will.

       Castor has spent the last thirty years wandering the demiplane, attempting to adjust to life in this dark realm, separated from his god by a veil of despair. He has discovered that he no longer possesses any of his clerical magic, but has found himself free to explore his aptitude for psionics. Though he has not realized it yet—and would find it quite confusing if he did—he also has not aged a day since entering Ravenloft. Precisely why this is so is unknown… at least to Castor.

Personality

Castor devotes a great deal of his time to relentlessly improving his body and mind and maintaining them in peak condition through continual exercise and meditative study. Rarely if ever does he drink anything stronger than brandywine or very weak ale, keeping his body as pure as he can. Nor does he reveal to everyone his half-elven ancestry or his psionic abilities.

       He is always, without exception, calm, cool, and level-headed, rarely betraying any emotion at all. His discipline allows him immunity to the emotion of fear—a rare and wonderful boon in the Demiplane of Dread. This, along with extensive knowledge gained over three decades in Ravenloft and two hundred more years of life, grants him valuable if sometimes obscure knowledge.

       When he speaks, it is with a quiet and forceful eloquence one might expect of a poet or master tactician. He prefers not to lead (disliking the responsibility for others’ welfare), but tends to offer possibilities or concerns others in a group might miss. Oddly enough, this very dislike of leadership has sometimes thrown him into the role—mainly because he doesn’t want it. He keeps himself distant from most of those around him, except for the few friends he has made in various locales within the demiplane. If ever forced to break his calm façade, Castor is a dangerous person to be around… at least for his enemies.

       When Castor entered the demiplane, his alignment was still Lawful Good, albeit with some strong neutral tendencies gained from his difficult life. Since that time, his continual battle with creatures of the night has worn away what little of his naivete remained, and he takes a more practical, pragmatic view of most things. In addition, due to some actions he performed while under the control of a powerful lich, his every sleeping moment is haunted by night terrors; for this reason, he prefers to refresh himself through meditation rather than sleep, and succumbs to actual slumber only when he is forced to do so by the demands of his body.

       Despite his pragmatism and because of his troubled childhood and his difficulty relating to most people, he will fight fiercely to protect any children he encounters or any other half-breeds of any kind he may meet, as well as any who truly prove themselves his friends. While it is unfair to say he hates either elves or humans for the torment and persecution both have heaped on him over the years, he is never fully at ease on first dealing with members of either race. He must be carefully persuaded to aid in any cause that is purely human or purely elven.

       In using his psionic powers, he has chosen to develop his telepathic and psychokinetic skills more than the other powers available to him. As a telepath, he believes that knowing one’s enemy from the inside out is the greatest advantage a warrior can have; as a psychokinetic, he understands that some occasions call for more… overt tactics (such as when his limbs are bound, or his weapons are taken from him). Unfortunately, he has at times linked minds with undead, and has come close to madness on several occasions. Because of this, and because of the difficulty he has in dealing with his own emotions other than by repressing them, Castor finds the use of his empathy power painful and often difficult to control. Strong emotions in those around him will sometimes cause him to develop a splitting headache, and he always carries herbs used to concoct a foul-smelling and fouler-tasting tea to combat this. He received his first batch of these from fellow adventurer and Taverner Brom Van Tassel.

Current Sketch

Castor Ravenwood is currently a troubled and confused individual. He seems to have adjusted to his role as the group’s de facto “leader,” but the responsibility has strained him almost to the breaking point—he always blames himself for everything that goes wrong, and ruthlessly berates himself for the slightest mistake. He sees himself as responsible for the very lives of all those in the group… who also happen to be among the few people he has ever dared to call friends in his long life.

       This crushing perfectionism and responsibility only adds to the mental strain he is under; much of the rest comes from a strange mental link created by the child called Galen—a mental link between Castor and Drinnik Shoehorn, the kender vampire. Since Castor has spent most of his life slaying creatures like Drinnik, this has caused a deep resentment to fester beneath the surface of both adventurers.

       Lately, as an effect of the night hag Arianthne’s curse, Castor has become far more emotionally volatile, striking out on several occasions at his companions. He has sworn to himself to leave them if he becomes too much of a danger to them, and will do so… with a heavy heart and unshed tears.

       Meanwhile, Castor and Evee Beiderbecke seem to have begun a romantic relationship, one which simultaneously exhilarates and terrifies him with its possibilities—and it isn’t easy to terrify a man immune to fear.

Combat

In physical combat with his blades or with his bare hands, Castor Ravenwood is a wonder to behold. A calm, methodical fighter, his parries and strikes are like nothing so much as a powerful, deadly dance (a good visual is the graceful, dancing style of the Headless Horseman in the movie Sleepy Hollow). His abilities as a blademaster give him the capacity to hit almost any creature alive or undead (even those immune to damage from conventional weaponry), and do extra points of damage on each attack, irrespective of his strength or weapon bonuses. Adding to this his ambidexterity, number of attacks, and specialization in his weapons of choice, he is a veritable whirlwind of deadly motion—almost like a living blade barrier spell.

       His two magical blades have been greatly enchanted for use in his vendetta. Firefang is a +1 flametongue bastard sword, with all the standard bonuses, including +4 vs. any undead (along with an additional 1d6 fire damage on each attack). In addition to its fiery magic, the sword has the ability to detect undead, bless, and detect magic along with certain other abilities that do not always work in Ravenloft (these powers are best left up to the DM, if Castor is an NPC—suggestions include most detection spells and spells offensive against greater forms of undead). His other weapon, Severance is a +3 battleaxe of sharpness, +5 vs. lycanthropes and shape-changers (on rolls of 17-20, it severs one of an opponent’s limbs). This powerful weapon also possesses certain magical abilities including detect lycanthropes and shape-changers, dispel magic 1/day, and various other spells effective against man-beasts (again, DM’s discretion as to which ones and how often they work). It should perhaps be noted that the axe cannot differentiate between lycanthropes and shapechangers (nor can it differentiate between the various types of each). The semi-intelligent weapon hates them all equally, whether they are werewolves, wolfweres, infected werejackals, true weretigers, or any combination of the above.

Equipment

In addition to Firefang and Severance, Castor also carries a number of well-made throwing daggers (non-magical, some made of iron, some of silver, and one or two of copper), two +1 daggers of venom (filled with holy water instead of poison—a technique taught to him by an acquaintance of Rudolph Van Richten), a ring of regeneration (which has saved his life numerous times), an earring of free action, bracers of defense AC 4, a +2 ring of protection, a holy symbol and prayer book of Nuada (basically powerless mementos since he cannot commune with Nuada from Ravenloft), and various miscellaneous weapons and other items. 

       Since Castor is by nature a pragmatic person who recognizes almost anything can be useful in the right circumstances, and since all of this is stored in a portable hole on his belt, Castor can theoretically have whatever supplies on his person that a DM might need. Also, the band of cloth he wears around his head is a headband of psionic strength which doubles his available PSPs on any given day.

Adventure Hooks

· Player characters could conceivably encounter Castor Ravenwood in any number of locations in the demiplane (and in any period of time within the last thirty years, since the formation of Verbrek). If they are adventuring in Verbrek, Kartakass, or Nova Vaasa, Castor could certainly show up, finding his own quest of the moment overlaps with that of the PCs. Further, if they are attempting to destroy a powerful lich or vampire, Castor might well be doing the same thing. Because of this, and his high level, Castor is a good alternative to the deus ex machina if PCs are having difficulties dispatching a particular villain—there to parry a fatal blow, or distract an enemy long enough for the party to muster another spell or attack. 

· Further, since both types of beast men continually hunt Castor as well (no matter what domain he is in), he also provides a way to make things a bit more difficult for PCs who are barrelling through adventures (bringing 3d4 werewolves or wolfweres racing after him). 

· If the players are at the Carnival, they might also run into Castor, who drops in to check on the resident Jack Frost from time to time when the Phantom Fliers appear. Jack (who has long since abandoned his former name) and Castor were former comrades in arms for several years in certain excursions against the undead led by Dr. Rudolph Van Richten. Their work lasted until an encounter with four wights robbed Jack of the ability to generate body heat, but mysteriously did not kill him. Lonely and isolated because of his condition, Jack visited the Carnival and found a home among the other outcasts. After successfully petitioning Isolde for permission to remain, the icy man later found that the Twisting simply completed his metamorphosis into a Cold One (see Champions of the Mists). Since then, he has realized romantic happiness with the Trouper known as the Living Blade (which Castor finds ironic but fortunate). However, Isolde does not particularly care for Castor’s and Jack’s friendship, nor for most of the other Malodorous Goat patrons due to some trouble the last time they visited. Various opportunities present themselves here as well.

· Another good way Castor can be used is as a mentor to any mid-to high-level (8-12) fighter PCs who use bladed weapons or any psionicists. With the comparative rarity of psionics in the demiplane, Castor is always looking for those with similar mental abilities, and would certainly be willing to teach one skill in exchange for learning another (particularly clairsentient, metapsionic, and psychoportive powers, since he knows few or none of those). This is of course provided that the PC is not evil. Generally, he will use his Aura Sight discipline to determine if a PC is lawful, neutral, or chaotic, and he will attempt to get the PC to swear an oath of non-aggression against him before beginning study. For this reason, he is generally more favorable toward lawful characters of any class.

· Finally, since Castor believes himself owing a debt to Ivan Dragonov for his aid against Timothy’s pack when the blademaster first entered Ravenloft, any mention of the possibility of finding Dragonov will cause Castor to seek to accompany the PCs. In truth, Castor and the lycanthropic ranger have met on several occasions, and have a healthy respect for each other. Dragonov himself feels that the scales are balanced between them, but Castor will not accept that until he can save Dragonov’s life in open battle. The ranger is understandably not comfortable around Castor for extended periods of time, because of the battleaxe Severance’s deadly danger to him. Indeed, both werebeasts and beastweres have spoken of a high, angry song emanating from the axe… which only they seem to hear.



Drinnik Shoehorn

15th Level Nosferatu kender thief

Chaotic Neutral (Evil tendencies)
Armour Class: 4 (2 w/ring) 

Movement: 9 

Level/Hit Dice: 15 

Hit Points: 84 

THAC0: 13 

No. of Attacks: 1 

Damage/Attack: By weapon/                                       

                         1d2+3 (due to strength) 

Special Attacks: See Below                                                                          

Special Defences: See Below

Magic Resistance: Nil

STR: 18/75

DEX: 19 

CON: 14

INT: 14

WIS: 8

CHA: 17

Pick Pockets: 95%

Open Locks: 90%

Find/ Remove Traps: 70%

Move Silently: 95%

Hide in Shadows: 95%

Detect Noise: 65%

Climb Walls: 100%

Read Languages: 0% (Drinnik is illiterate)

STR:  20 (+5)

DEX: 23 (+6)

CON: -

INT: 16 (+3)

WIS: 10 (+0)

CHA: 21 (+5)

Hit Points: 84 

AC: 19

Initiative: +6
Base Attack Bonus: +11/+6/+1

Saves: +7 (fort), +13 (reflex), +4 (will)

Melee: +15/+10/+5

Ranged: +15/+10/+5

Weapons:

Fists: 1d2+3 (due to strength)

Hoopak: 1d6

Bullets: 20 (Type M poison)

Dagger: 1d4+1 (+2 vs. Lawful Good)

Ring of Protection +2 

Skills: Appraise (+6), Balance (+10), Bluff (+11), Concentration (+6), Diplomacy (+8), Disable Device (+8), Disguise (+7), Escape Artist (+10), Gather Info (+7), Handle Animal (+7), Hide (+10), Innuendo (+3), Intimidate (+7), Intuit Direction (+3), Jump (+10), Knowledge (Arcana, Krynn (up to the War of the Blue Lady), Darkon) (+6), Knowledge (Kargat) (+8), Listen (+5), Move Silently (+10), Open Lock (+12), Pick Pocket (+10), Poison Lore (+12), Read Lips (+8), Search (+8), Spot (+5), Swim (+10), Tumble (+10), Use Magic Device (+9), Use Rope (+10), Wilderness Lore (+5)

Feats: Taunt, Alertness, Dodge, Lightning Reflexes. Point Blank Shot, Quick Draw, Run

Special Attacks: See Below 

Special Defences: See Below

Drinnik Shoehorn is three foot two inches tall and stocky for his height. He has deep brown eyes, which flash red when he’s angry and glow deep red when he’s feeding. He always dresses in dark colours, usually black or purple. The only exception is his socks, which are stripped red and black. He wears his hair like all kender, in a long topknot, which reaches to the small of his back. He ties this back with either a black or red ribbon.

He always carries his hoopak with him wherever he goes.

Background

Drinnik is not a native to the Demiplane of Dread. He is the only male born in the set of triplets by his mother. His sisters, Liseme and Niesme Shoehorn both recently disappeared; Niesme disappeared in an explosion in Mount. Nevermind and Liseme vanished from a tavern in Palanthas where she was staying with her Gully Dwarf friend Elmar Gludhp.

      The trio last saw each other at the start of the War of the Lance. Liseme wanted to see the action from Kalaman, whilst Niesme decided to go to Mount Nevermind to help her gnome friend Heliopoighistophrigonomic, or Heliop for short. Drinnik, always the boldest of the three, decided to go to Neraka to see Takhisis’ temple with his own eyes. When he arrived he was captured by draconians and thrown into the temple's dungeons. There he was tortured by goblins, humans and draconian thugs for no other reason than because they where bored. This experience made Drinnik very bitter towards the world and made him worry for his sister’s safety. When he was finally released when the Innfellows stopped the Queen of Darkness he went straight to his family home in Kendermore. When he found out that his twin sisters had disappeared he fell into a state of depression that most kender had never seen until the arrival of the Great red Dragon Malystryx some fifty years later. Drinnik wandered the face of Krynn, searching for some information about his sisters. 

      When he tried Heliop in Mount. Nevermind he discovered that Niesme and a half-elven friend of hers had disappeared in an explosion. Paying no heed that the gnome frantically explained that no remains where found, Drinnik caved in the gnome’s skull with a hammer. He then found the tavern that Liseme had stayed in. The tavern’s owner said that she had been taken during the night and that no evidence of a struggle had been found. The next day the tavern was burned down after Drinnik ‘accidentally’ dropped a full wineskin of burning oil through a window. There where no survivors.

      These pieces of news broke what remained of Drinnik’s sanity. He wandered from town to town, killing people when the mood took him. He was finally caught and taken to prison. Using the natural abilities of a kender, Drinnik escaped and fled. He ran until he found himself in the swamps surrounding Xak Tsaroth. He survived there for a couple of months, feeding on the snakes and crocodiles in the swamps and drinking from the sparse pools of clean, fresh water that he found.

      Whilst exploring one day he found an oval hanging in the air that had white mists pouring out of it. With all the natural curiousness of a kender he entered the portal. When the mists had cleared he found himself in a strange land. He was actually in Darkon, just prior to the Grand Conjunction. After he had killed enough people to buy himself a room in a tavern he pondered what to do. He decided to become a bandit, making his money on the open road. He did this for about two months, unaware that all the time a Nosferatu member of Lord Azalin’s dread Kargat was watching him. The vampire made Drinnik an offer the kender couldn’t refuse, literally. After the ritual Drinnik joined the Kargat, where he rose through the ranks quickly to the point where Azalin realised the potential and ordered Drinnik and his master to Castle Avernus. Drinnik was totally subservient to his master, so Azalin thought it a reward to slay the vampire. Drinnik thought that this was unusual as Azalin prided himself on having a superb secret service, until the lich lord explained that the vampire had allowed some secret documents to fall into the hands of the lich’s most hated enemy, the vampire lord of Barovia, Count Strahd Von Zarovich.

      Azalin used Drinnik for assassinations outside of Darkon and as a torturer inside the Grim Fastness. Drinnik was happy with this arrangement, until whilst performing an extended duty for his master, Azalin activated the Doomsday Device and destroyed Il Aluk. 

      After that Drinnik hired his services out to various Darklords, except Strahd who, thanks to Azalin, Drinnik hates.

Current Sketch

Drinnik is now a confused soul. When he and the rest of the Taverner’s went on their quest with Galen, Drinnik suffered a dramatic change: his soul returned.

       As a member of the Taverner’s Drinnik told them many secrets from his life, in fact he told Jeris his entire life story.

       Castor Ravenwood and Drinnik never have seen eye-to-eye. No matter how the pair act towards each other, there is always animosity. This is partly because they originally did not like each other, and partly due to a bizarre mindlink created between them by the baby Galen.

       Drinnik is on best terms with Trebor Minntt, the other outsider, although in Trebor’s case the term Outsider is literal. Trebor knew the Shoehorn clan before his body was split and part trapped in Ravenloft.

       Drinnik is a consummate actor and can act like a normal kender at a moment’s notice. It is not something he does often, however, as he finds it difficult. 

Combat

 Drinnik uses all the standard abilities of a fledgling Nosferatu vampire. Like all Nosferatu, he drains Con with his bite. Due to his small size, however, Drinnik only drains one point every two rounds. Lost Con points take one day to return. Drinnik can use his hoopak to deadly effect and he often coats his bullets with poison given to him as a reward by Ivan Dilisnya for services rendered ((Type M/ Contact/ 20/5) he has enough left to cover another 200 bullets), and he also has a magical dagger he brought with him from Krynn. It is a dagger +1; +2 verses Lawful Good opponents. It also has the power to return to his hand if he used the command word “Sargonnas” before he threw it. He ‘acquired’ this dagger from a minotaur in Palanthas. He also has a ring of protection, +2, which he stole off a white robed mage before he set fire to the tavern in Palanthas.

      He also has the kender ability of the ‘Taunt’. This enrages an enemy to the point of them stopping what ever they are doing and attacking Drinnik. Drinnik is especially adept in the ‘Taunt’ and can provoke a person to the point were they are so angry they get a –4 penalty to all attack rolls and +4 to their Armour Class instead of the normal penalty.

      Apart from the standard vulnerabilities of a fledgling vampire, Drinnik has one major weakness. Before the disappearance of his sisters, Drinnik was a believer in the god Paladine, one of the few that existed. During the War of the Lance he was held prisoner in The Temple of Neraka. Due to this closeness with these powers followers, they get a +2 bonus when attempting to turn or rebuke him, also any holy water blessed by a follower of Paladine or Takhisis inflicts 1d20 points of damage.

Adventure Hooks

Drinnik could be slotted into an ongoing campaign in a number of ways:

· Drinnik is wandering the Core, trying to purge his sins for his crimes. He usually uses the Vistani, as they can help him the most, and they in turn know that they can use him for their own gains. The party could be in a Vistani encampment when Drinnik arrives, allowing them to join with Drinnik on whatever quest the DM decides.

· Drinnik is in Marais D’Tarascon, in Sourange. He has an uneasy ‘friendship’ with Luc Tarascon, the current leader of the town. Drinnik is investigating the disappearance of his sisters and Sourange was the first Island of Terror he came to. Currently he has discovered a magical device he thinks might help him (DM’s choice of item) deep in the swamp. Fearing the ‘Lord of the Dead’ Anton Misroi, he hires the heroes to recover the item for him 

· Drinnik is in the village of Vallaki, in Barovia. He is hunting a man he has heard is called Vasili Van Holst, one of Strahd Von Zarovich’s most important men. He knows killing this man will be a blow to Strahd and would have made his old master, Azalin happy. Drinnik has never forgotten Azalin and eagerly awaits some sign of his return. He is staying in the Malodorous Goat Tavern, where he finds the heroes. He tells them his plot and asks them if they want in (this is in case the PC’s know of Van Holst’s real identity). 



Dmitri Stanislaus

Greater wolfwere, 7th level ranger

Chaotic neutral

STR: 17 (21) Modifier: +3 (+5)

DEX: 16 (+3)

CON: 20 (+5) 

INT: 18 (+4) 

WIS: 11 (0)

CHA: 11 (4) 0 (-3)

 (Abilities in parentheses are for the hybrid man-wolf form)

Fortitude Save: +10 

Reflex Save: +5 

Will Save: +2 

Speed: 45 feet

Size: M or L (see below) 

Initiative: +7 

Hit points: 77

Armor class: 18 

Melee Attack: +10/+5 (+12/+7) 

Ranged Attack: +10/+5
Damage reduction: 20/iron or +1 

Spell resistance: 15 

Vulnerable to wolfsbane--must make a Fortitude save or be repelled by it

Languages: Fluent in Kartakan, Old Kartakan, Thayvian, Balok, and Mordentish. Speaks some Lamordian and Falkovnian and a smattering of Darkonese (mostly curses). 

Skills: Climb +9, Hide +8, Knowledge (Kartakass) +6, Knowledge (shapechangers) +6, Knowledge (undead) +5, Jump +9, Listen +10, Move Silently +11, Perform +5 (mandolin, guitar, ballad, storytelling, epic), Search +12, Spot +10, Wilderness Lore +10

Feats: Blind-fight, Cleave, Endurance, Improved Initiative, Power Attack, Run, Track 

Dmitri Stanislaus usually appear as a thin man of just under medium height in his middle or late thirties. He has black hair, worn about shoulder length, and a handlebar mustache. His eyes are brown and his complexion olive. He usually dresses in light brown leather breeches, sturdy leather boots, and a long-sleeved white coarse linen shirt; in bad weather he tops it off with a weather-stained green cloak. He always carries a short bow and short sword. However, as a greater wolfwere Dmitri can shift his form at will to any humanoid form between 4' and 9' in height. He doesn't usually care to display this ability, but will make full use of it when he thinks it advantageous. He can also take the hybrid man-wolf form, in which he is about seven and a half feet tall, or the form of a dire wolf (his natural form), in which he appears as a wolf standing some five feet at the shoulder. In either case he has a dark brown pelt. 

Background

Dmitri Stanislaus was born in the deep woods of Kartakass in the year 714 of the Barovian calendar to Halred Szestelyn and Irena Boradya, wolfweres who lived as wandering woodcutters; his mother Irena was actually a daughter of Harkon Lukas, and from her Dmitri inherited the abilities and powers of a greater wolfwere (see Feast of Goblyns for details on this creature). His parents named him Vladimir Szestelyn, a name which he has since found reason to change on several occasions. Dmitri grew up intimately familiar with the woods of Kartakass, hunting in both lupine and human form and familiarizing himself with human weapons and customs. Although he (like all Kartakans) enjoys music and storytelling, he never involved himself with bardic study, instead practicing the skills and habits of a ranger--skills greatly augmented by his natural tracking and fighting abilities. 

       His fame as a hunter and tracker became such that when Dmitri was in his late teens the human community of Whistling River became aware of his abilities and asked him to find and punish a particularly daring band of robbers who had crossed the border from Barovia and had waylaid several merchants traveling to and from the larger towns of southern Kartakass. Dmitri's investigation was a smashing success; he and a few "friends", wolfweres of his pack, tracked the brigands to their lair and captured most of them alive, bringing them to justice. 

       Word of this exploit reached Harkon Lukas, who decided to recruit this young wolfwere to an adventuring party he was forming to deal with a psionic lich who had meddled once too often in Lukas' schemes. (See Van Richten's Guide to the Lich in the section on the psionic lich, in which Van Richten refers briefly to "an adventuring party lead by the infamous Harkon Lukas".) He was so pleased with Dmitri's conduct and ability in that adventure that he began to entrust him with errands and tasks of a more sensitive nature.

       It was in the course of one of these duties--an assassination of an Verbreker sympathizer in Barovia--that Dmitri met Carmela Voronaev, a young Vistana woman of a family particularly interesting to Lukas (see the entry on the Mighty Wolfsbane in this netbook for details). Dmitri knew something of the Voronaev family and their link to his master; on his own initiative he set out to seduce Carmela and induce her to obtain the Mighty Wolfsbane for him. He was all too successful in the seduction, but Carmela proved unable to persuade her father to lend her the sword for any consideration. When Dmitri discovered that Carmela would be unable to help him obtain the sword, he discarded her, at the same time inadvertantly revealing that he sought the sword on behalf of another. 

       Carmela, knowing the sword's history, realized whom Dmitri must represent and that he had played her for a fool, that his oath of undying love had been false, while hers, unfortunately, had been true. In wrath and despair she cursed him to love always in vain and to die for his loved one's sake at the hand of his master. They parted, never to meet again, but seven months after their separation Carmela bore a son. The whereabouts of the child--now, if he still lives, a youth in his early twenties--are not known. After this failure, Dmitri, troubled somewhat both by his conscience and by the implications of the Vistana's curse, returned to Kartakass and Lukas' service.

       It was at this time that he first met Akriel Lukas, just of Dmitri's age and widely considered the greatest beauty of Kartakass. At their first meeting Dmitri feel shatteringly in love with this vivacious and vicious young woman; sensing her power over him, she began to show him marks of favor, allowing him to accompany her on her pleasure barge and to various performances and concerts. Gradually, she drew him into the conflict brewing between her and her father on her side, convincing him to play the part of a double agent, pretending to obey Harkon but in fact obedient to she herself. Although Dmitri's better judgement told him that opposing Harkon was madness, his desire to please Akriel led him to fall in with her plans and he became one of her chief lieutenants in her effort to usurp her father.

       However, his love of Akriel became bitter hatred when he discovered that she had actually given her favor to Daclaud Heinfroth, the vampiric doctor of Gundarak and a still more valuable ally to her cause. Outraged that she should favor one of the Un-Dead over one of her own kind and convinced that the Doctor would betray her in the end, Dmitri thought of the Vistani curse and decided to leave while it was still possible for him to do so. He escaped Kartakass just in time to avoid Harkon's awful wrath at the discovery of Akriel's betrayal; those of Akriel's supporters who were found were slaughtered, and Akriel herself effectively placed under house arrest in the Old Kartakan Inn. 

       Harkon sent envoys all over the Core attempting to track down and punish those few traitors who remained at large; Dmitri (then still known as Vladimir Szestelyn, his birth name) fled to Falkovnia and took the name Bors Nabarov. While in Falkovnia Dmitri became involved with an abortive independence movement; he was caught and tortured by the Talons after a riot in Silbervas, but broke jail and fled Falkovnia for Mordent, taking the name Ivan Lukas and becoming an initiate of the Mordentish branch of the Ezran church. For a time he felt something like peace and acceptance there; however, after killing a gamekeeper he found skinning a wolf alive he convinced himself that Ezra would offer no mercy to someone so steeped in violence and bloodshed as himself and fled Mordent to wander the Core, which he did for most of the next eight years. 

       At last Ivold Tepes, another wolfwere and a fellow former supporter of Akriel, tracked Dmitri to ground in Dementlieu and informed him that Harkon Lukas' wrath had cooled and that Lukas offered an amnesty and a chance of employment as a foreign agent, reporting on developments affecting Lukas' interests. Weary of wandering and dispirited, Dmitri accepted the offer and returned to Falkovnia under the name he now uses, where he worked as an insurgent fomenting unrest in the farming communities of the domain and communicating the intelligence he received to Lukas' spymaster in Richemulot or, more rarely, to Lukas himself. It was on such a trip from Falkovnia to Kartakass that Dmitri first visited the Malodorous Goat Tavern; finding the meeklebrau excellent and the company amusing, he made a point to visit there anytime his business took him through Barovia and has become one of the Tavern's most regular customers. Through all of these wanderings Dmitri has remained desperately enamored of Akriel Lukas; he believes that it is his fate to die eventually either at her hand or at the hand of her father for supporting one over the other. However, the Vistani curse he labors under may have a different import entirely... 

Current Sketch 

As a wolfwere, Dmitri Stanislaus has an essentially non-human worldview; his high intelligence allows him to imitate human behavior quite accurately, but many human norms are essentially meaningless to him and his idea of interpersonal relations are still strongly colored by his lupine background. He understands and values the ideas of loyalty to the pack and personal honor, but he considers the abstract ideas of justice and mercy to be bizarre; he doesn't understand the value human’s place on them. 

        His wolf nature lends itself to the conception of the "pack", and he feels obligated to support, defend, and deal honestly with the members of the pack; he feels no such obligation to anyone else. He does not feel any particular need to protect the innocent or to punish evil-doers, but he feels it is neither honorable nor amusing to hunt or kill humans (or demihumans/ humanoids) for no reason, especially those who are much weaker than oneself. 

       He does enjoy ferreting out and punishing evildoers, but more for the joy of the hunt than for any altruistic motive. Under ordinary circumstances Dmitri will do what he thinks will benefit him the most, without much regard for legal or "moral" (in the human sense) considerations. 

       Dmitri is easily bored and may well join with a party of adventurers on the spur of the moment simply to have something to do, then leave when the adventure is complete. 

       He is also exceedingly curious and will read anything he can get his hands on; he prefers books on the occult and the history, customs, and peoples of Ravenloft, but will read anything up to and including political pamphlets, philosophy, and the "Dead Travel Fast" romances. 

       Unlike many wolfweres, Dmitri's most common human form is not particularly attractive, as he wishes to avoid attention, rather than attracting it. He is nearly always very polite (even, perhaps, a bit too polite), but this politeness often covers an air of menace; he is very good at delivering veiled threats with a smile, and also very good at conveying ironic humor with a bite to it in a polite-sounding phrase. 

       If someone threatens him in turn or becomes offended by his sardonic remarks he usually pretends to be surprised and hurt, then changes the subject--but if he is in a bad mood he will attempt to pick a fight. This is not intended to end in death, just to be a "small lesson"--no weapons, nothing worse than broken bones.

       Since it is very difficult for most beings to damage a wolfwere without weapons or spells, Dmitri usually wins. Of course, if someone draws a weapon or casts a spell, things sometimes get ugly--but Dmitri usually wins anyway. 

Adventure Hooks

· Dmitri has been haunted by his denial of Ezra ever since he left her church--in a way the first and only happy period of his adult life. The party might encounter Dmitri after he has an epiphany in which Ezra appears and calls him to preach her word; he is now the founder and bastion of a new, druidical sect of the Ezran church and is endeavoring to spread the Grand Scheme Ezra has declared to him--a Scheme which calls for the reconciliation of man and beast, living together in friendship rather than as adversaries. Although this new doctrine is primarily pacifistic, adventurers who killed animals callously or for no good reason may find themselves the subject of Dmitri's wrath--or they may find that Dmitri supports them against some opponent which he deems a threat to the Scheme. Anchorite and other cleric player characters will be forced to reckon with Dmitri's declaration that he has been chosen to found the fifth sect of Ezra; they may believe it and support his claim (possibly over the objections of other anchorites!) or they may declare him an heretic and attempt to stamp out his new gospel. Whether Dmitri has truly been called by Ezra or deceived by some other being is at the Dungeon Master's discretion, of course. Dmitri may even find followers who wish to follow him in the way of the druidical anchorite, whose powers are described below; such followers will accept him as Bastion and promote his version of the Grand Scheme. 

N.B. If this adventure scheme is used, Dmitri's ability scores will not be as shown above; he will have Strength lowered by four points and Dexterity by two points and Wisdom and Charisma of 16. When Dmitri was converted, Ezra weakened him physically to remind him not to rely on the arm of the flesh, but his wisdom and charisma were greatly enhanced as a result of his experience and his new-found religious fervor. 

Druidical Anchorite

Ability Requirements: Wisdom 12+, Charisma 15+ 

Prime Requisite: Wisdom 

Races allowed: Human (ALSO werebeasts and beastweres, as the new sect promotes the reconciliation of man and beast.)

 Alignment: All druidical anchorites will be true neutral in alignment, although with a favorable outlook on human- and animal-kind generally (i.e., tending to good more than evil).

 Armor: Druidical anchorites may wear neither armor nor shield of any kind. 

Arms: Quarterstaff, spear, dagger, sling, club, dart. 

Spells and magic items: The druidical anchorites cast spells as druids rather than as clerics. They may use any magic item normally usable by a druid. 

        The duties of the druidical anchorite are the same as for any priest of Ezra, save that they extend to those of the animal kingdom as well. Just as all anchorites protect the weak, care for the sick, and hope to better the human condition, the druidical anchorite must do the same for human and animal alike.

       Druidical anchorites will not automatically consider beastweres and werebeasts as enemies and, in fact, they will go to great lengths to convert such, but their hatred of the undead is absolute and unchanging. The "sanctuaries" of the druidical anchorites are likely to be forest clearings or stone circles, rather than cathedrals, as for the other branches of the church, but they too will aid and support any other anchorite in need. Unlike most druids, druidical anchorites may attempt to turn undead creatures as a cleric four levels below their level due to the influence of Ezra over them. 

       They also gain the bonuses to saving throws and immunities given to priests when fighting undead as a priest four levels lower than their actual level. Druidical anchorites gain their mist-walking abilities just as do other anchorites. The Shield of Ezra manifests itself in the following manner for druidical anchorites: when calling on the Shield they are absolutely immune to damage from natural weapons (claws, teeth, fists, and so forth). The jaws of a wolf, the claws of a wererat, and even the tentacles of a mind flayer have no effect which the Shield is in place. However, weapon attacks and attacks from undead creatures are treated normally. 



Brom Van Tassel

Ravenloft Doppleganger, Level 9 Psion (Shaper)

Neutral Good

(Note: As there is no such thing as a Shaper in 2nd Edition, treat Brom as if he has not yet regained his powers, and give him the abilities of a regular Ravenloft Doppleganger with the exception of the ESP)

Str   13  (+1)


Dex 15  (+2)


Con 14  (+2)


Int   20  (+5)


Wis 11  (0)


Cha 17  (+3)


Armor Class:  16  (+2 Dex, +4 Inertial Armor)


Hit Points:

45

Melee Attack:
+5

Ranged Attack: 
+6

Fort. Save
+5

Ref. Save
+5

Will Save
+6

Speed
      30ft

Size
      M (5’11”)

Skills:
Alchemy +11, Concentration +15, Craft (Gem Cutting) +8, Heal +5, Hide +8, Knowledge (Psionics) +7, Knowledge (Domains) +7, Move Silently  +7 ½, Psicraft +16, Stabilize Self +9

Feats: (Note: all gained before becoming a Doppleganger)
Encode Stone, Exotic Weapon Proficiency (Smokepowder Weapons), Improved Psi-Crystal (Singleminded), Inertial Armor, Martial Weapon Proficiency (Short Sword)

Languages:

Lamordian, Balok, Darkonese, Mordentish

Possesions:

2 Masterwork snaplock pistols, 20 smokepowder charges, 20 bullets, 5 gold bullets, 5 silver bullets, flint and steel, boots of skating, Heward’s Handy Haversack, Psi-crystal (Brace), Mist Cutter (+2 Short Sword, can manifest Quintessence once per month), various power stones, and several books (including The Mind Lord’s Journal, which details the thoughts on psionics as learned by a psionic lich, and the Van Richten books).

Power Points Per Day

43 PP

12 Talents per Day

Powers

Talents (Level 0) = Far Hand, Finger of Fire, Missive, Lesser Natural Armor, Trinket, Detect Psionics

Level 1 = Grease, Minor Creation, Psycholuminescence, Lesser Mindlink

Level 2 = Burning Ray, Ectoplasmic Cocoon, Body Adjustment

Level 3 = Ectoplasmic Form, Whitefire, Create Food and Water

Level 4 = Dismiss Ectoplasm, Wall of Ectoplasm

Combat Modes

1. Mind Thrust (1 PP/1d2 INT)

2. Ego Whip (3 PP/1d4 DEX)

3. Psychic Thrust (5 PP/ 2d4 WIS)

4. Mind Blast (9 PP/ 1d4 CHA – 60ft Cone)

5. Empty Mind (1 PP)

6. Thought Shield (1 PP/ 1 Mental Hardness)

7. Mental Barrier (3 PP/ 2 Mental Hardness)

8. Intellect Fortress (5 PP/ 3 Mental Hardness)

9. Tower of Iron Will (5 PP/ 1 Mental Hardness – 10ft Radius)
Brace 

Psi-Crystal

Gem Type: Sapphire

Personalities: Singleminded, Coward

Intelligence: 9

Abilities Granted: +1 Concentration, +2 Hide

Powers: Sighted, Empathic Link, Telepathic Link, Self-Propulsion, Speak with Other Creatures

AC 13, Hardness 8, HP 20

Brom Van Tassel has spent the past half-year adjusting his worldview. While not religious, he does give a small thanks to several different gods and goddesses, just in case one of them is responsible for his second chance.

       In his favorite form, Brom appears to be a man of 30 of average height and weight.  His black hair is neatly trimmed, and his face is always shaved. Brown eyes observe the world from behind glasses on thin wire frames. Dressed in a simple shirt, pants and a multi-pocketed vest, he can often be mistaken for an accountant, rather than an adventurer. At all times, he carries a worn looking leather backpack and never takes his eyes off of it for more than a few seconds.

      When entering into a situation that he realizes will most likely result in combat, Brom wears snaplock pistols on his belt, with ammunition and smokepowder charges kept in vest pockets. On his left side, he hangs a short sword named Mist Cutter under the holster. He rarely enters close combat, but he knows how to use the sword if he has too.

Background

In 730, Brom Van Tassel was born to a poor alchemist in the city of Verlorenshaus, Lamordia. A little bit of a boy genius, young Brom quickly absorbed his schooling and would spend his time exploring the foothills of the Sleeping Beast Mountain range.  It was when he was about 9 that he made a discovery.

       After a hard day of running among the hills, the young boy was attacked by a group of flesh golems. While the monsters attempted to catch the frightened child, a mysterious figure appeared. Pointing at one of the golems, a beam of light leapt from the stranger’s finger and disintegrated the target. Before the others could react, they were wrapped in cloaks of burning fire. Within moments, all that remained were cinders.

       Approaching slowly, the figure said that he would help the boy ensure that he would never be helpless again, if only he would pledge his service. The creature was a psionic lich who would only call himself the Mindlord. Young Brom agreed, and spent the next 13 years in an intensive regime of mental and physical training, being taught the secrets of the little known discipline of Metacreativity.

       After what seemed like a lifetime, The Mindlord said that Brom was to begin his payment for the training by performing tasks for his master. Brom, cruel and selfish from the years spent with his undead teacher, set out without question, completing dark tasks without question.  With the help of others that the Mind Lord had trained, each a master of a different discipline, Brom began to travel the Core and the Mists, learning of the world and its dark secrets.

       Then, while in Falkovnia, Brom was betrayed by his companions. Jealous of how the Shaper was able to command so much of their master’s attention, they decided to remove him from their constant bickering. A gnomish savant named Glimdar planted a pair of smokepowder weapons on him and called for the guards. The Talons, in customary fashion, impaled the shaper on a stake.

       As he felt the stake tearing through his insides, he began to scream and struggle. Pain was overshadowed for a moment by panic, as he could not concentrate enough to manifest even his most basic power. Realizing that he was going to die, he pleaded to anything that would hear him, begging for mercy and another chance.

       Apparently, something might have heard him, because he was indeed granted mercy. After a fashion.


At that very moment, a Ravenloft Doppleganger was planning on usurping the dying man’s life.  Using its ability to read thoughts, the creature began to savor the horror that Brom was going through as he prepared to meet his end.

       When someone drowns, they often splash around wildly, trying to grab onto anything that could be a possible lifeline. As Brom’s brain began to shut down, that was exactly what his powers did. As a lightning bolt struck the metal stake, Brom’s mind found the link between him and the Doppleganger.

       An hour later, Brom woke up in the sewers in a body that was not his own. After a period of blind panic due to his sudden transformation and the apparent loss of his powers, he gained a molecule of control and made his way back to the Mindlord.

Current Sketch

When Brom returned to his master, the Psionic Lich dismissed him in disgust. Given a magical backpack filled with a few items, he was told to leave and never return. After several weeks of solitude and self-reliance (something he hadn’t known that he possessed, due to his previous dependence on his powers), the ex-shaper found a new lease on life.

       Deciding that he was indeed granted a second chance at life in order to atone for his past Brom has begun to work towards helping those in need. He spent time in different towns, using his keen intellect in order to solve mysterious, often gruesome crimes that baffled the local law. As he has begun to gain control over his body’s form and his powers have begun to return, he has decided to spend more time with others. In order to experience humanity, Brom ironically chose to go to the Malodorous Goat Tavern in Vallaki.

       In his natural form, Brom appears to be a normal Ravenloft Doppleganger. The only time that he allows himself to take this form is when he goes to sleep, as he does not have the control yet to keep his shape during sleep. Also, when nervous or surprised, Brom flickers slightly. 

       When it comes to taking other forms, Brom will only do so if it is really necessary.  He will not use someone else’s form to commit what might be considered a crime, but he will in order to investigate an area he might not usually be able to get into.  If caught shapeshifting, he explains that he has a special hat of disguise that will only work for him.

Combat:
In combat, Brom will first attack with his snaplock pistols, until opponents move in closer to him.  At that point, he will being to use his psionic powers, first by activating Lesser Natural Armor, and then deciding what to use from there.  If possible, Brom may try to remove an opponent from battle with a non-lethal method, such as Ectoplasmic Cocoon.


When hurt, Brom has a chance of flickering (Fortitude check, DC 10 + damage).  A critical failure means that he has completely lost control of his shape and reveals his natural form of a Doppleganger for 1d4 hours.  Should this happen, he manifests Ectoplasmic Form and tries to escape as quickly as possible.

       It is important to note that Brom has no use of a doppleganger’s ESP ability.  This was burned out during the transference of their minds.

Adventure Hooks:
· Brom can be used to explain the basics of psionics to the PC’s should you want to introduce them into a campaign.  Likewise, he might be able to teach them how to use their potential, should the wish to take a level.

· After a long night of drinking at the Goat, the PC’s find themselves faced with a mob.  One of them is being accused of murder, having been spotted on the site soon after the body was discovered.  Later, Brom will come forward and apologize, claiming it to be his fault (alluding to a hat of disguise).  He then offers the PC’s a chance to help clear their names.

· Brom has found a way to become human again, and having heard of the PC’s reputation, asks them for aid.



…And so, giorgio, you claim to be the very embodiment of evil? Your deeds, you say, have made you master of the night? Don’t make me laugh, for you can clearly see your nightmares in my eyes, and all too well you know that you’re but just another toy for our Land…

Amelia Voronaev
Amelia Voronaev

3rd level Zarovan Vistani wizard (so to speak) Lawful neutral

Note: though Amelia is listed as a wizard in term of game statistics, she has no magical skills of her own.

3rd edition game statistics

Str: 10  

Dex: 12  

Con: 13  

Int: 16  

Wis: 16  

Cha: 15

AC: 11 (+1 dexterity adjustment)

Initiative: +4

Speed:
 30 feet

Hit Dice: 3 (9 hp)

Attack Bonus: +1

Special Attacks: Cursing, Evil Eye, Amulets and charms

Special Qualities: Fortune Telling (anything the DM may think of)

Skills:
Alchemy (6th rank), Concentration (2), disguise (1), knowledge – arcane (6) 

pick pockets (2) Scry (6)

Feats:
Leadership, improved initiative

2nd edition game statistics

Str: 10  

Dex: 12  

Con: 13  

Int: 16  

Wis: 16  

Cha: 15

AC: 10

Movement: 12

Hit Dice: 3

Hit Points: 9

THAC0: 20

No of Attacks: 1

Damage/Attack: per weapon

Special Attacks: Curses, Evil Eye, various charms

Special Defenses: Charms etc.

Magic Resistance: Nil

Appearance

Those who had met Amelia Voronaev know her as a young and pretty female Vistana, no older than 20 years of age, by human standards. Her real age is difficult to estimate, for no giorgio knows how old a Zarovan Vistana can live to be, and some even say that time itself flows differently for the gypsies of the Mists. If it is indeed the case for Amelia, she has never esteemed worthwhile to share such secrets with non-Vistani people. 

       Amelia dresses in typical gypsy vestments usually associated with her kin. Despite her young age, though, she seems to think it improper to reveal too much of her figure, preferring instead a heavy dress, with a black shawl always covering her shoulders. Her head is most often adorned with an imposing kerchief, black as the night, tied tightly at the back of her head. Although her dress always presents red and yellow colors, prized by cheerful gypsies, Amelia also seems to have a strange affinity for black, which is by far predominant on her vestments. 

       Amelia’s skin is strangely pale compared to her kin, and this often creates a grim contrast with her clothing, an effect that Amelia seems to enjoy. Her golden-blond hair descends over her body, slightly curling, reminding much of golden jewelry she often adorns herself with. Overall, many would agree to say Amelia is as pretty as a gypsy girl can be. Much of this beauty, however, seems shattered on her grim vestments as well as her cold, and often unfriendly dark eyes. Those who know her closely would say her looks mirror her personality with a wondrous precision.

Background 

…And it’s all you see about Fate, giorgio? A long gone Past at one end and an unknown future at the other? How blind you are to the pattern they form together! And to foresee your Future, how often you neglect your own Past!

Amelia Voronaev
Few things indeed are known of the mysterious ways of the Ravenloft gypsies, whose colorful caravans travel the Land by this day. And much less is known of the veiled mysteries that the enigmatic Zarovan tribe. Being somehow gifted with control of time, none can any longer tell if there are still among them those who do remember the mysterious place from whence they came, as they entered our world long, long ago. 

       Amelia, however, seems to have been born within the confines of the Demiplane. It also seems that from her very young age, she was gifted with a second sight of the Vistani, an event that quickly strengthened her will and devotion to her people. For many years, exactly how long is unknown, she had devoted much energy to perfecting her talents, as well as learned many secrets of the Land itself, for which she had great interest. She had much ambition, though she spent it with great devotion to her people.

       She never had much regard for giorgios, however, though this trait of her character was fairly common among her kin. Great details about her history however, remain unrevealed, perhaps because of her firm belief that past itself is weaved tightly into the future, and she seems to know a great deal on this particular topic. Or perhaps she merely seems to enjoy confusing those pathetic giorgios, who so vainly try to understand her nature…

Current Sketch

Though she looks fairly young, Amelia already holds great responsibilities in her tribe, those of Seer, counselor, and even crusader. Today, after seeing many an achievement from her part, she has the respect of her tribe and peers. Few a giorgio has heard of Amelia, though, for them, she remains a great secret. Though the weight of her fairly new functions already resides on her shoulders, Amelia still has a great deal of youthful blood in her veins to poor from. Unsatisfied by leading a motionless lifestyle many a Vistana seer usually adopts, she enjoys travels, to even further augment her knowledge and skill. 

        Though she quite often allows herself a proud and sometimes even cold behavior with many folk, still the truth is that her youth cannot be denied, and she still strives to prove her talents to herself and the rest of the world. She is quite capable, however of assuming her functions, more so than her age might suggest. Some even whisper her prowess was noticed by Count Strahd himself, but if it is true or not remains yet to be seen.

Personality

…“Noble”, you say, giorgio? Why, even to most of your own kind this word is quite meaningless! Why would I ever describe my actions as such?

Amelia Voronaev
To most giorgios, Amelia remains an intricate mystery. With those she deems “unworthy” of her attention, she usually converses through enigmatic riddles - “nothing more than what they ask for, anyway”. More often than not, these mean nothing at all, even to her, and she often enjoys seeing the puzzled look that usually follows. To Amelia, few giorgios deserve the attention of a true Seer. 

       When she is truly angry with a non-Vistani, however, she most often lets her rage spring to the surface, releasing it on the unfortunate victim of her wrath. Her usual “punishments” most often include minor curses, usually of embarrassing type, a powerful display of her evil eye, or a “gift” of a cursed Vistani charm of one sort or another. 

       Alternatively, Amelia may decide to play a trick on the fellow, by merely pretending to lay a curse, leaving him in fear and doubt. These are all tricks Amelia enjoys. She feels little or no sympathy for those not gifted with gypsy blood, and thus has little compunction towards them. She considers them misguided, and sometimes takes great pleasure to misguide them even further.

       For giorgios seeking her favor, the surest way to get along with her is humble diplomacy. If treated with respect she feels she deserves, Amelia may warm herself up a little, as much as to reveal casual information and engage a watchful conversation. Even as she converses, she is often prone to demonstrate her “superiority” in both skill and knowledge, but over time, her proud statements may lose their weight, her speech becoming more annoying than impressive over time. Even for those rare giorgios for whom Amelia has clear respect, she is still prone to hard arguments, sometimes going as far as engaging in conversational battles with everyone around her.  Such is her nature.

       This is not to say, however, that Amelia is an impudent brat. Far from it being true. By moments, even her cold attitude may be warmed up, for even the mysterious gypsies are human beings, just like common folk. Further, she is clearly not as irresponsible as to allow her pride interfere with important matters. In fact, Amelia has been recognized among her people as unusually reliable and persistent, as few seers have been known to be that young. Amelia has the respect of her people and she has vowed to never to betray that trust. Young and energetic, Amelia is an efficient crusader at the will of her people. Neither her pride, or her mistrust of giorgios, comes close to overshadow the consuming inferno housed in her heart.

Combat

In physical combat, Amelia is most often close to useless. Thus, she is most often met along with 1d4+1 Vistani guardians to protect her when she ventures outside of her camp. These may be considered 3rd level warriors (or fighters, in 2nd edition terms), wearing leather armor (10% chance) or none at all (90% chance). They are most often armed with short swords and javelins. If pressed, Amelia carries a dagger, infused with whatever venom the DM may see fit.

      Though practically defenseless by herself, Amelia is never met without a set of powerful Vistani charms on her person. Some may be quite useful in battle. Examples include bracelets that impose a +2 or more bonus to her AC against non-magical weapons, or small vials that, once opened, release choking smoke on opponents, or producing other similar magic effects. Clearly, the DM is limited but by his own imagination. In addition, Amelia possesses clever duplicates of many of her charms, including her most cherished treasures, the Symbol of Shining Death and the Mighty Wolfsbane. Some are mere copies; others are infused with clever curses. Vistani fakes like this had been known to fool even Azalin Rex himself!

        In addition to this, Amelia has some pretty fearsome abilities of her own. The most potent of these is, unsurprisingly, the abilities to bestow curses. Amelia is especially potent in this discipline. As a true Vistani seer, she gains a + 30% bonus on all curse checks (instead of the usual 25%, for normal Vistani). Amelia never risks failing a powers check for bestowing a curse, and thus gets no penalty for succeeding them. If Amelia possesses an object that belongs to the victim, she benefits from an additional +25% bonus on the die roll. If the object has merely been touched by the person, only a +15% bonus is granted. A mere effigy adds but +5%. These additional bonuses aren’t cumulative. Phrasing an embarrassing curse takes but one round. Add two rounds for each additional category. This period may be modified at the whim of the DM, if he wishes to add more drama, or for whatever other reason. If 3rd edition rules are used, the casting provokes an attack of opportunity. 

       In addition to this, Amelia has wonderfully mastered the use of the Vistani evil eye. Practically any Vistana can cast it with some measure of success, but Amelia’s is especially potent, this discipline being, perhaps her worthiest weapon. An evil eye is an ability to bring ill omen on a person or object. This attack is always considered successful under normal conditions, but still counts as a partial action from her part, in 3rd edition terms. If 2nd edition rules are used, you may consider it a spell-like ability with no components, having a casting time of 2. The evil eye’s effects are limitless. A mere glance from Amelia’s part may cause a horse to make a bad step and injure its leg. It may also chatter a window, or spoil a good meal by making it inedible. Other effects include breaking a string on a violin, making an opponent slip and fall on the ground, breaking a lock (appr. 50% chance) or making a flower wither up and die.

       If the Van Richten’s Guide to the Vistani is used, any special ability listed there may be assigned to Amelia, such as, for instance, the ability to navigate the Mists.

Relics of Doom

Amelia has in her possession two very important magical relics. Their raw power and evil nature sets them apart from any common magical items. These are the Symbol of Shining Death and the Mighty Wolfsbane. Amelia does not restrain herself from making use of them, as for her, good and evil are but two natural notions tied into the fabric of the Land.
The Symbol of Shining Death
This object is shaped as a sinister-looking medallion that Amelia wears around her neck at all time. It is shaped as a seven-pointed black star, with a skull in the center. This relic is unique in all the Land and Amelia hardly ever allows it to be seen by outsiders. 

       The origins of this artifact are lost in the shadows of time. It is known, though, that it has been made and enchanted by an unknown fiend, who came to the Demiplane from a mystic plane, far away from the Realm of the Mists. This creature, it seems, has made continual pacts with the Land itself, and though it gained tremendous powers in return, it lost all hope of leaving its prison, becoming permanently trapped somewhere within the Mists (for more detail on the Power Rituals practiced by demons, take a look on the Van Richten’s Guide to Fiends). But though it came to accept this fate, this nameless demon has not lost its hunger for evil deeds. Using mystical means the Land granted it, the creature was able to forge a link between itself and the Prime Material Plane. So much, in fact, that a whole cult was formed around it, on a far away realm, a dark temple constructed to pay homage to the sinister being. Located in a merchant city and disguised as a temple of a deity of good and justice, it was in fact home to vilest tortures and despair. At the head of the cult, there had been seven devoted priests with whom the fiend shared its power. It even went as far as sharing the secret of its nature with them, as well as its mysterious goals, all but forgotten today. In return, innocent folk had been sacrificed to the demon, transported to Ravenloft through a mystical altar, connected to the Misty Border. What fate then befell on these unfortunate souls is unknown, but upon the accomplishment of the ritual, they forever became creatures of the Mists themselves, sometimes Mist Horrors, sometimes Mist Ferrymen, imprisoned within the shadowy altar, in order to grant even greater power to the small priesthood. This scheme lasted for years, and the more it went on, the more the Mists themselves became interested. 

       On one chilling night, a new ceremony unfolded within the temple’s walls. This time, a band of marauding adventurers was offered as prize to the unseen master of the cult. Drugged and captured, these unspoken heroes were fed to the altar. The priesthood considered the ceremony to be successful and no suspicion was aroused. To the great surprise of the cultists, however, the adventuring party eventually managed to escape the grasp of their lord, and, it would seem, to finally defeat the wicked creature altogether! Through the altar, they returned to their native realm and successfully confronted the priesthood. Lost without their master, the cultists fell one after another. The seven leading priests, however, proved not at all that easily defeated. As a last resort, they used the powers of the mystical altar to unleash the might of all the spirits trapped within. A wave of destruction would have consumed the city itself, if the party hadn’t chattered the grim relic of evil, breaking it in two. Thus, all mist creatures were freed from their servitude and savagely turned upon their masters. The Mists of Ravenloft, having watched the scene as it unfolded, extended their tendrils on the shrine, carrying it away within their embrace. The seven priests thus became the first servants of the Symbol of Shining Death, originally the greatest unholy symbol of the order, that with which the altar was controlled. The Dark Powers of the Demiplane, however, perverted this punishment, allowing a soul of an innocent to be imprisoned in the Symbol instead.

       Even Amelia knows not the following chapter of the artifact’s history. Amused by the concept of the Symbol, the Dark Powers of the Land have, for unseen reasons, delivered it into the hands of none other than Strahd von Zarovich, the first vampyr himself. Thus, the Master of Barovia became the first master of the artifact. 

       It is unknown what deeds were accomplished by the Symbol in the vampire’s hands. But eventually, a day came when Strahd depleted all its powers available to him. Being far too clever than simply throw the artifact away in some dark corner of his castle, Strahd decided that the Symbol would continue to serve him, though in a less direct manner. He thus granted the relic to the one minion of his he would sure would not betray him: the Vistani raunie Madame Eva. In this manner, Strahd believed, the powers of the medallion would not be turned against him. 

       What Madame Eva herself has done with its powers is a mystery, but one day, the most glorious of Amelia’s life, the raunie officially handed the Symbol over to the young Seer, much to the astonishment of the tribe. Since then, Amelia strives more than ever to prove her valor in the eyes of Vistani everywhere. Her pride has grown and no challenge seems to be too great to her, as she recalls the fated moment.

Powers of the Symbol
The Symbol may be used once per month, and never more than seven times in a 50-year period. Its powers are activated when its current holder takes it close to his lips and whispers the triggering words in a magical tongue, the language the spirits trapped within may understand. At the DM’s discretion, it may be possible to discover the exact phrase by spells such as identify, or by other magic. Upon hearing the words, the spirits respond by instantly finding their summoner. From this moment on, for a 24-hour period, they serve their master with unquestionable loyalty. In game terms, these are Mist Ferrymen (see the Ravenloft Monstrous Compendium Appendix 3, or the game accessory Islands of Terror; if neither is available, treat as allips with an intelligence, wisdom and charisma scores of dropped to 5). Some of their special abilities, however, have been considerably altered, as explained below.

       The Ferrymen may be commanded at will within the 24-hour period, provided the holder speaks his orders in the medallion, holding it close to his lips. These creatures have an intelligence of 5 at all times. The only exception to this is the Pack Leader (see below). If specifically ordered by their master, they can transport him, as well as up to 20 other passengers in a location of his choice within the Demiplane. Even if the domain borders are closed on either end of the journey, the creatures transcend these boundaries. They may not, however, leave the Demiplane, and, by consequence, are powerless to take their master out of the Land of the Mists. 

       They may attack at their master’s order and fighting unquestionably to the death. Those slain by their life-draining abilities become Mist Ferrymen themselves in a few of days, as explained in their monster description, although spirits created in this manner hold no loyalty to the Symbol. 

        They may also accomplish any task, no matter how complex, that their master may assign them, disregarding their own safety or benefit. With the exception of the Pack Leader, however, they will never take any action unless ordered to do so. Again, with the Leader’s exception, they never utter a word, and usually act in a zombielike fashion. If defeated in combat, these creatures do not depart into afterlife, their disembodied essence instead lingering where they stood a moment ago, until ordered to move somewhere else, at the holder’s discretion. They remain in an invisible, incorporeal and comatose state, completely immune to all harm, until they regain enough of their lost energy to grow themselves new undead shells. The amount of time it takes to do so is left for the DM to determine. 

       From the moment the spirits are summoned forward, one of them instantly assumes the role of the Leader of the Pack. In game terms, this means the Ferryman regains the intelligence, wisdom and charisma scores it had in life. It also is granted some shreds of its original personality and memory of its previous existence. It is highly recommended the given Leader’s personality and behavior being fleshed out carefully before the game, for its presence within the item is, basically, to add flavor to the game. It also becomes all the more important to detail the creature carefully, for it is this very spirit’s eventual freedom that is at stake once the Symbol’s powers are activated (see below). An example of a suitable Leader is provided at the end of this document, containing all the creature’s additional powers. The Leader of the Pack assumes the role of the speaker for the spirits, and may even command them, just the way its holder does. It is restrained, however, to the interests of his current master and may neither do, or give an order to do any action that might create a hindrance for the goals of the holder. This doesn’t mean, however, that the Leader may not be treacherous; it may well wish to oppose the will of his current master, but is very restrained to do so.

       As with many other dark items the Dark Powers created, the Symbol of Shining Death requires a payment for its service. Each time the relic is used, one of the spirits anchored to it is permanently freed from its servitude, after a generation of patient anticipation. And at the same time, another living soul in the demiplane meets death in this Ferryman’s hands, in order to take its place within the Pack. The spirit that is freed that way is always the Pack Leader. The holder of the medallion may however, choose the victim himself, provided that the Leader stands a fair chance to subdue the ufortunate soul. To do so, the user must provide an object that once belonged to the new victim. Amelia is usually prepared ahead for this, and thus will offer the soul of a person that is either an enemy to her, or someone who has little life to enjoy anyway. An old man who is about to die may do in her eyes.

        In order to determine which of the Ferrymen is freed when, assign a number to each, from 1 to 7. The smaller the number, the more recently that spirit has joined the destiny of the obedient unlife. Each time the Symbol is used, the spirit having the number of 7 becomes the Leader, thus earning his freedom at the end of the 24 subsequent hours. In this event, add +1 to each remaining spirits’ number, and the newly created spirit being granted 1 point. This system will help you keeping track of events when it becomes necessary to use the medallion several times in a rough.

The Sanctuary

Deep within the clutches of the Eternal Mists that surround the Demiplane, there is a place called simply the Sanctuary, for its original name is lost even to those who now reside there. It once has been a secret temple, devoted to an evil creature trapped within the Mists, gathering more and more powerful souls to feed it with each passing year. Eventually, however, the cult that dwelled inside was overthrown by a group of mighty heroes, and thus its former glory is but a haunting memory. Now, it is but an abandoned shadow-filled lair, lingering somewhere within the Fog. 

       In itself, the Sanctuary is a dark and gloomy cathedral, surrounded by a sinister garden that is shaped in a fashion of a hedge maze, filled with shadows and peril. At the end of the maze of crawling vegetation, there stand an old, but still imposing portal, made from rusted iron bars. The temple, and the horrors it is still said to contain, lies by the other side of the fence. Shadows close around the unfortunate traveler, following him in with dark anticipation.

       It is this place, abandoned, filled with shadows and evil, that now houses the seven members of the misty Pack. Long ago, a group of seven demented shamans inhabited this place, as a punishment for their previous crimes against all goodness and compassion. Now, at the desire of the Mists, seven new souls have long taken their place, their own essence now filled with the dementia the first group left behind it. And even now, after all these decades, in a vast chamber that lies somewhere within its halls, there still stands a sinister altar, now all covered with cracks and rust. One fissure, however, forever divides it in two, as a mark of a long-ago battle and defeat.

      The Sanctuary is created to provide more flavor to the powers of the Symbol of Shining Death, and maybe turning it into a key towards an epic adventure of its own. Who knows what really happened by the gloomy night when intrepid heroes faced one of Ravenloft’s most insidious horrors? Who knows what evil powers may lie dormant within the cathedral to this day? It may well be that the altar and the Symbol are but two of a great collection of artifacts still waiting for a cause of evil to claim them…

      If the holder of the Symbol is aware of the Sanctuary’s existence, he may order the Ferrymen to transport him there, as well as up to 20 other passengers, either willing or not. Those taken along the way may be facing great peril, however, as the grim magic of the place is slowly but surely set to empty them of their life during their stay. In game terms, this means a progressive loss of hit dice of character levels. The holder of the medallion is immune to this effect. 

       The Sanctuary still provides shelter for many things evil that lurk in the Mists of Ravenloft. As such, a DM may wish to design an episode about an unwilling adventuring party escaping it. This scenario, though rather simple in itself, may turn out to be a deadly, as well as deliciously terrifying, deed to accomplish. 

       The most obvious problem for this is the continual loss of levels the Sanctuary feeds on. The exact speed at which this happens is not provided here, in order to allow individual DMs to flesh an adventure with the regard of his or her needs. Whatever is chosen, the loss is temporary, unless the DM has a really devilish scenario in mind. The characters regain their levels at the rate of 1 per day, though this may be adjusted according to individual campaign needs. The main reason for the loss of levels is to tease the players as well as their characters, as they not only are restricted in time, but also progressively lose their power to face the more and more deadly denizens of the dark labyrinth they have stumbled upon. 

       An even more immediate threat to the characters is, however, the monsters that roam through the shadowy halls of the cathedral, as well as dozens and dozens of clever traps. DMs are encouraged to create less than lethal threats (at least at first!), in order to progressively weaken the party, instead of overwhelming them with deadly perils.

       When designing encounters inside the Sanctuary, it is better to concentrate щт monsters that prefer to toy with their prey, instead of attacking the party head first. Good selections for this might include Mist creatures, incorporeal or semicorporeal undead, gargoyles or shadows.

        The traps the heroes will meet on their path are no less threatening. Terror, despair, paralysation or life-draining might await the adventurers. On the other hand, a clever DM might design a few little "challenges" for the heroes to cope with along the way, that, though not apparently threatening, add mystery to the game. Things like this might include sounds echoed through the halls, dead ends that might be encountered, creatures that might offer to help the party (for a price), secret doors, or even some sort of riddles the party might stumble upon. If the players think it worthwhile to try and deal with these less-than immediate encounters, they might lose precious time. On the other hand, if they choose to leave behind a curious-looking symbol graved on a wall, they might feel they walked past an intricate mystery and may wonder for a long time afterwards... 

       If the scenario is especially well weaved into the adventure, the DM might even allow the characters to stumble across a long-forgotten relic of evil (or, on the contrary, great good), as they explore the Sanctuary. Even the long broken altar in the central chamber might still hold some powers. Among other things, it might still be holding some of the Mist creatures, or it may still be used to imprison a certain number of them. An especially intricate story might even allow the characters to make use of it; at their own peril, of course...

       In essence, a trip to the Sanctuary might provide a minor, but nonetheless memorable scenario to challenge the might of both the players and their characters. If done properly, the players will be left with a sentiment of vague mystery that cloaks this damned place of dread.

(Editor’s Note:

As of the time of writing, the Dwarf Maxmillian Hellspont had taken control of the Sanctuary)

The Mighty Wolfsbane

Did you ever hear, giorgio, of the Mists listening to every word spoken in this Land? You may take my word for it, truth is hidden in those tales. Thus, think twice before swearing anything to me, for sometimes, your vows may turn against you.

Amelia Voronaev
This, the second dark artefact in Amelia's possession, the Mighty Wolfsbane has the shape of a silver rapier. Its hilt has the form of wolf's head, from who's mouth extends the shining blade. Contrary to many other artefacts tainted by the Mists, it is not its sinister powers that make it so intriguing. It is its history that defines it, and because of its origins, it's unlike any other swords in the Demiplane.

       The first known appearance of this blade, dates back to 610 BC, and was wielded at the time by none other than Harkon Lukas, the accursed wolfwere bard, current darklord of Kartakass, as the Mists first carried him into the Demiplane of Dread. Since Lukas came from Cormyr, it may be safe to believe the sword was crafted in Toril, the FORGOTTEN REALMS world.

       As many Ravenloft bards tell, when he found himself in Barovia, Harkon Lukas felt great fury, although why it was so is told differently throughout the Core. It is known, though, that upon entering the Demiplane, Harkon started a campaign of carnage and terror amidst the isolated villages of the domain. It is said that his fury at the time was ever terrible, as he slaughtered his victims with wild rage. It is during this grim period that the blade had drunk the most of innocent blood ever, and the more it drank, the more Lukas's own thirst for carnage grew and flourished. 

       After about three years of terror, word of the wolfwere's activities finally reached the ears of Strahd von Zarovich himself. Annoyed by Lukas's activities for one reason or another, he ordered the bard to be caught and executed. Even though Harkon Lukas never feared Barovia's ordinary militia, he was at the time hardly a match for Strahd's undead minions. Some even say that bard's rage was such that he triumphed over these perils as well, but that Strahd himself, annoyed by deaths of his henchmen, personally challenged Lukas in battle in order to see him caged. Whatever the truth of this, it remains that Harkon has been defeated, and thus carried to the dungeons of Castle Ravenloft in order to be executed the following night, for the amusement of the Lord. 

       Fate, however, tempered with the wolfwere's fate, as his cell has been accidentally visited by a Zarovan vistana, a fair man called Voronaev. Harkon saw there his last desperate chance to escape death. In exchange of the freedom the man could grant him, Harkon promised anything that might be in his power to accomplish. This moment, it is said, was the lowest in all the wolfwere's existence. With utter humility, he cried, begged and wept to the vistana, imploring him to grant him freedom.

       At another time, Voronaev would certainly have paid no attention to the bard's low pleas. This time, however the Land itself guided the man's actions. Thus, he offered to help the wolfwere, if only the bard could advance a proof that he would keep his promise. In desperation, Harkon whispered the magical word that summoned his fellow sword to his side. He handed it to Voronaev, vowing that he would never hold his beloved blade again, until he accomplished his promised and repaid his dept. The vistana fellow smiled and agreed.

       And thus, Harkon has been set free from Strahd's grasp. In order to put as much distance between the Vampire and himself, he fled into the Mists, that opened on his path, revealing Kartakass, his new domain and prison. By the same token, the Dark Powers granted Harkon a cursed parody of his former sword, a bastard sword, in the memory of the cruel beast he has become. This weapon is fully described in Domains of Dread. The curse this new blade carries taunts him every second of his life, and he firmly believes that should he keep his part of the deal with the vistana, and get his blade back, he would be rid of the accursed item. Whether it is true or not remains to be seen.

       The sword, in the meantime, has journeyed through generations amid the vistani clan. As his greatest treasure, Voronaev granted it to his son, who in turn, gave it to his own daughter, Amelia Voronaev the Seer. 

       In game terms, the Mighty Wolfsbane is considered to be a rapier +2/+3 against shapechanging creatures. This includes any being with an innate capability to change shape, not just monsters of shapechanger class. It may be possible that, in accord of the popular lore, the sword is even more effective against werewolves. If this is the case, it may well be that it is this sword that has granted Harkon Lukas his great enmity towards these creatures.

A sample leader of the Pack

for the Symbol of Shining Death
Note: Some of the statistics below don’t math those of common Ferrymen.

3rd edition game statistics:
Emil Griffton

Mist Ferryman Leader of the Pack (Template), Lawful neutral (evil)
Abilities:
Str: 11 Dex: 10 Con: 12 

Int: 14 Wis: 13 Cha: 15

Hit Dice:

7 (42 hp)

Initiative:

+0
Speed:


30 feet
AC:


17 (+7 natural)
Attacks:
claw (+7) / claw(+4) / bite(+4)

Damage:

1d6/1d6/1d8
Saves:


Fort +3 Ref +5 Will +10
Face/Reach:

5ft X 5ft / 5ft
Special Attacks:
Disease
Special Qualities:
+1 or better weapons to hit
Skills:
bluff(3 ranks), concentration(1), hide(1), intimidation(4), sense motive(3), spellcraft(1), use magic device(1).
Feats:


iron will

2nd edition game statistics

Mist Ferryman Leader of the Pack, 

Lawful neutral (evil)

Abilities: 
Str: 11  Dex: 10 Con: 12  Int: 14  Wis: 13 Cha: 15

AC :


3

Movement :

12

Hit Dice:

7 (treat as 7-level fighter)

Hit Points:

42

THAC0:

14

No of Attacks:
3

Damage/Attack:
1d6/1d6/1d8

Special Attacks:
Disease

Special Defenses:
+1 or better magical weapons to hit

Magic Resistance:
Nil
Personality:

Though he was named Emil Griffton in life, this name serves the Ferryman no more. Though fragments of his past sometimes resurface in his personality, he has all but forgotten who he had once been. His skills, however, seem oriented to intimidation, trickery and torture.  Further, it appears that Griffton has fighter skills, and thus a grim image can be brought forward to judge ot the life this spirit once led. Whatever it has been, it appears that the medallion granted him but the skills with sinister flavor, and these skills serve Griffton well, even in undeath. 

       Five whole decades of grim despair amid the shadow-filled halls of the Sanctuary have left Griffton with a veil of darkness hanging upon his soul. The obsession of this place also infused him a lust for secrets this place once contained, and though he was never a member of the original priesthood that ruled this place, Griffton has a passion for Mists and all they contain, as well as the rituals that once were accomplished to control them. But this obsession does nothing more than cover his inner emptiness. Griffton is lost, isolated inside a narrow world of shadow and despair.

       As a servant of the Symbol, this spirit is somewhat narrow-minded, when it comes to conversation. He seems to enjoy speaking of the Symbol, the terms of his servitude to it, the dark honor that he extracts in return, his duties as a Pack Leader, the inner flows of everyone’s soul, and so on. He usually adopts a philosophical outlook on everything, depicting the world in grim colors. Those who listen too long to his rambling may feel an icy veil take hold of their hearts, their minds becoming filled with the images of despair. Amelia (and the Vistani for that matter) seems untouched by this phenomenon, which is not to say she enjoys Griffton’s speeches that much.

Combat:

Emil Griffton enjoys all the traits common to Mist Ferrymen. All non-enchanted weapons pass through him as if he was but mist. As an undead creature, he can be turned by a priest of good faith, as if he was a vampire. He is also immune to all charm and mind-affecting spells. Holy water does 1d4 points of damage to him is splashed on his immaterial body.

       When attacking, Griffton prefers to sneak attack his prey. Usually, that means his will summons fourth a thick cloud of fog around his enemy, and he then appears in the fog above the soul(s), attempting to tear their flesh apart with his spectral claws. He automatically wins the initiative for this round. If 3rd edition rules are used, he attacks first on this combat round only, rolling his normal initiative dice on the next round. 

       At will, Griffton can summon all, or some of the 6 remaining Ferrymen to his side. These arrive through the mists the next round. Also at will, this Leader can travel to any location he knows in the Demiplane. This includes all of the Core as well as a handful of Islands of Terror lost in the Mists.

       Griffton’s byte holds a deadly supernatural toxin that proved deadly to many an adversary. Those who receive damage from his teeth must save versus poison (in 2nd edition terms) or make a fortitude check (using 3rd edition rules) or suffer from a debilitating disease. The unfortunate victim loses one Constitution point per week, unless a cure disease spell is cast upon the victim. Lost Constitution is regained at a rate of 1 point per day. If the score is allowed to fall to 0 in this way, the victim becomes a Mist Ferryman himself after three days. The newly created mist denizen holds no loyalty to Griffton in any way. However, if he so wishes, Emil may make use of this power to create his replacement within the Pack under the terms described above in this article. The unfortunate soul slowly weakens, during which time Griffton watches over him (her), as to make sure all goes well. If the victim is cured, he will simply repeat the infection. He will also take care to take the victime away from those who cured him, in order to be sure all goes well. It is during this period that the Symbol of Shining Death may not be used. As such, intervals between the artifact’s uses may vary greatly. To simplify things, the delay may be considered of 1d10+11 days.

(Editor’s Note:

The Mist Horror Emil Griffton was destroyed by the Dwarf Maximillian Hellspont.)


Vallaki

756 Barovian Calendar


Mortimer walked quietly through the streets of Vallaki, heedless of the sounds of doors locking.  It was dusk, and in Barovia dusk was every sane man’s last chance to find shelter.  That’s where Mortimer was headed—the only place that came close to being called a home in this part of the Core.  The wooden sign swayed in the autumn breeze, and a tiny sliver of light poured out from under the door.  He reached for the handle and tried to open the door as quietly as possible.

The warm lamps of the tavern shone brightly enough to illuminate the newcomer.  His plaid coat and white cap made him look like anything but a scholar.  Spectacles and a slight build made him look even less like a soldier.  But when the door was shut behind him and the cold shaken off, Mortimer knew he could finally be himself.

By the far wall sat a gentleman dressed all in black, a wide-brimmed hat over his eyes.  He was a regular here at the Malodorous Goat, and Mortimer thought he could detect a hint of a smile on the man’s face as he walked in.  He had always wanted to chat with this fellow, find out how he had come to Vallaki and what he did when he wasn’t here (which seemed like never).  The opportunity had never presented itself, and if it weren’t for a hand on his shoulder, Mortimer might have gone over to him just then.

“Evenin’, Professor.” The voice was low and brooding, but Mortimer knew the source was neither.  Ugly perhaps, but certainly not brooding.

 “Hello, Grigg,” Mortimer answered.  “Anything new?”

Grigg Deadbreaker grinned, and slid a mug Mortimer’s way.  “Not in this town.  I was at the bookstore for a bit today.  Surly lot, them.  All I asked was if they knew when their new shipment would be arriving and the cur behind the counter told me if I ever asked that question again he’d pull out my toenails.”

“Which one was it?”

 “Dunno.  He may be new; it wasn’t the one that refuses to wear a shirt, nor the fellow with the queer glasses.”

 “I haven’t seen a bookstore with a staff that large outside of Dementlieu.  They can’t do such great business in a town full of shepherds.”

 “Aye, but the place is always packed.  You’d think it was the only bookstore on the planet that last week of October!”  Grigg’s bloodshot eyes drifted to the door as a young girl without shoes entered.  He was about to say something about the girl when a hand slammed down on the bar behind him.

 “You sure are milkin’ that drink.  You never seem to finish them when I have time to pour them!”  Behind eyes blackened with makeup, the barmaid glared at Grigg.  Her unfriendly lips were curled in something that bordered on a snarl.

Grigg drained his tankard and dropped a silver on the bar.  “Chandra, your service keeps this place in business.”

“Save it, Goblyn-face.”  She eyed the silver coin. “There better be more coming.”

“I’ll be here all night.”  He smiled, and she walked away, knowing fully that he’d be true to his word.  He was about to turn back to the Professor when the slightest brush of movement caught his attention.  He didn’t know where it was at first, but instinctively went for his still opened coin purse.  A tiny hand withdrew just in time.

“Hey Grigg!”  Drinnik’s cheerful face appeared on the other side of Mortimer.  “Hey to you, too, Professor.”

“Hello, Drinnik,” Mortimer answered, checking his own belt for his possessions.  “What’s new with you?”

Drinnik leaned against the bar, looking whimsically off to the side, as if something caught his eye.  “Bored.  Nothing fun to do around here.  I’m looking for an adventure.  Know of any?”

“Actually…” Mortimer started to speak, and Grigg leaned in a bit closer.  “I’ve been thinking of heading North for a bit, to gather the folklore of Tepest for a book I’m writing.  You see, they have a wonderful oral tradition, but no one has transcribed these ‘fairy tales’ of theirs onto paper.”

Drinnik did not look impressed, and Grigg was hunched awkwardly, as if waiting for the real adventure the Professor was suggesting.

Mortimer smiled inside.  He knew he had his audience.  “Anyhow, most of these stories point to the strangest of places.  It seems the Tepestani believe that the ‘fairies’ as they call them are commanded by a nobility of fairies that exists inside the Shadow Rift.

“Now, I was thinking of getting a group of fellows and somehow finding out if these tales are indeed true.  It may involve a trip into the Rift, but I’ve stumbled upon a map of what exists beneath the layer of fog.  It appears the only way down is through Tepest.  Now, I figured I would go to the best place in all of Barovia to find my traveling companions, so here I am, in the Malodorous Goat.”  He paused for effect and to see the looks on their faces.  “Know anyone that might be interested?”

Drinnik seemed only mildly interested, and Grigg had already gone back to his mug.  Mortimer sighed and surveyed the rest of the bar.  Surely there must be someone he could convince to go with him.  Making up lies to cover Lord Vasili’s secret mission did not suit him one bit, but if he followed the General’s orders to the letter, then he’d be allowed to go home.
The Regulars

This section of the Netbook is dedicated to all the people on the message board whose characters are not a member of the “Taverner’s” adventuring party.

Drinn The Dark

12th level Drow Warrior

Chaotic Good

Age:
102 years
Height:M (5'4")

Weight:120 lbs
Alignment:CG

Str:  
14

Dex: 
16

Con:  
14

Int:
17

Wis:
10

Chr:
16

Description:

Drinn The Dark cuts a dashing, dark, if not secretive persona.  The dark elf is proud of his heritage but he understands the need for discretion so he tends to adorn himself in cloaks and garments that easily hide his nature.  His nickname comes from the fact that his clothing and demeanor tend to reflect a darker side.  He commonly wears his black and grey  piwafwi, a dark elven made cloak that grants invisibility to the wearer, though the edges are worn and he seldom utilizes its special ability.  The drow is slender and lithe though well muscled like all drow with the typical flowing white hair, though he often wears his braided 

beneath his heavy cloak.    His icy grey eyes glitter with intelligence and only glow fiery red when his vision slips into the infrared spectrum.  Drinn is exceedingly handsome by drow standards as well.
Background:

The drow known as Drinn the Dark was originally born in Menzoberranzan the famed city of the drow.  His sire was none other than the archmage Gromph Baenre and his mother a priestess of Lolth for a minor house.  He showed no magical talent (unlike his unknown sister Liriel) so Gromph promptly forgot entirely about his existence.  His early years were spent in typical drow fashion, almost daily abuse at the hands of his Matron and sisters and their cruel snake headed whips.  Drinn grew to despise his station in life but had inherited his father’s intelligence enough to be patient.  Upon reaching the appropriate age he entered Melee-Magthere, the fighter academy, were he excelled in his warrior training.  He soon became one of the best fighters in his class and quickly rose in the ranks making more enemies then so-called friends.  Upon graduation he became the weapons master for his house, which granted him more freedom but still the young drow wanted more.  He asked for and received permission for a surface raid.  Upon reaching the surface the group surrounded and annihilated a caravan of traders traveling to market.  Drinn vented all of his untapped rage and anguish on the poor humans and he slaughtered almost half of the merchant band.  Upon returning to Menzoberranzan, he was quickly assigned to another raid, and another raid.  Finally the day come for a small attack on a nearby surface village.  The raid was a success but little did Drinn know that deep in the underdark forces were plotting against his family.  With their valued weapons master gone a lesser house seized the opportunity and attacked.  His family was wiped out in only a few minutes leaving Drinn the only survivor and potential witness.  The family however had other plans.  The very same raiding party held three members of the family and three others who had alliances with them.  Drinn was taken by surprise but he still managed to defeat four before he was overwhelmed.  Left for dead with no knowledge of his families demise, the determined drow silently returned wounded to his homeland where he found his family's house in ruins.  He then knew the truth.  He fled into the underdark and into a strange glowing cavern...  The cavern led him into the domain of Darken (necropolis) near the mountains of misery.  There he was found by a band of brigands lead by an evil darkling by the name of Sillius Demetri.  The ensuing fight cost several of the darkling's henchmen their lives.  In the end Sillius was spared his life on the promise that he would lead Drinn to a "nearby drow habitat."  The habitat Sillius was speaking of turned out to be deep within the bowels of the volcanic Mount Nirka.  Drinn was given audience with Sirong D'argath a powerful drow wizard.  Sirong sensed the power and intelligence deep within Drinn and agreed to take the warrior into his small "community" of drow.  He taught Drinn about his new surroundings and learned of Drinn's homeland.  After a time, Drinn learned of Sirong's desire to become a lich and was revolted.  He refused to help in the ceremony for such an unholy act so a battle ensued and Drinn was bound and offered as on offering during the ceremony.  However, Drinn broke free of the bonds in mid ceremony and struck down Sirong just as the spell was complete, releasing a horrible blast of magical energy.  The life essence of the wizard combined with the powerful magic granting him lich status but the dagger that brought his death sent that essence into his new phylactery, a small golden amulet in the shape of a spider griping a dragon skull.  The magic blast sealed the newborn lich's essence in the phylactery.  A battered and torn Drinn then gathered together some of his former associates magical belongings, not realizing what exactly had happened or what the phylactery actually was, and fled into the night.  He has since traveled the core and several islands in search of inner peace.  

Current Sketch:

Since entering the "Lands of Mist" he suffers from terrible nightmares, a particular horror for him since most drow never even dream.  He has come to terms with his inner rage and regrets his past malice against the other races.  He now continually strives to right the wrongs he committed by fighting against the forces of evil he once embraced.  Through his travels he has met up with many interesting companions, many of whom have lost their lives in his battles, but he currently keeps company with a unique and horribly scarred human wizard who refuses to give a name and simply goes by the title Blood Mage who he met up with in Souragne and a human warrior by the name of Karius BladeWraith, who is himself a Lt. in the Barovian Army.  Currently he has no idea that the amulet he wears around his neck contains the life essence of the lich, he only knows that it is the source of his continuing drow abilities.

Known Equipment:

Piwafwi:  fire resistant (+6 on wearers saving throws vs fire), grants invisibility to wearer-


75% effective.

Boots of dark elvenkind:  Move silently as boots of elvenkind

Phylactery of Sirong D'argath:  This small amulet contains the life force of the lich Sirong 
D'argath.  He is trapped inside and is unable to escape.  The strong magic 
contained within the amulet grants the ability to retain all the natural abilities and  
powers a life below the surface grants.  In Drinn's case this grants him all of his 
natural drow abilities that would normally disappear after being on the surface. It 
also causes his dark elvan equipment to retain their powers as well.

Special Abilities**:
120' infravision

Dancing Lights

Faerie fire

Globe of darkness 20'

Levitation

(All spell-like abilities can be used 10 times per day)

*Note: due to the nature of Ravenloft Drinn is not granted the abilities to "know alignment" or "detect magic"

**Drow with of noble blood typically gain the ability to use all base and mature powers more than once a day.  An additional daily use is granted at the end of each decade of life.  All drow with int about 16 can employ a maximum of two natural spell-like powers simultaneously. (Source: drow of the underdark)

Adventure Hooks:

Drinn is a frequent traveler, so he can be found almost anywhere in the core, though he rarely is seen in any of the island domains.  He can be encountered while trying to help any number of people (humans, elves, dwarves, etc…) in need or investigating various disturbances.  His need to undo his past evil causes him to seek out creatures of darkness and deal with them appropriately.  He has a need to cleanse the world of such vile creatures.

Something could of also happened with his pendant.  If it is stolen his powers would begin to fade and so he would be in a race against time to retrieve his lost pendant before he loses all of his innate abilities.

Alternately he could be encounter while trying to escape from persecution.  His drow heritage makes it hard for him to move around unimpeded.  Particularly in Tempest, he has been mistreated to say the least.


Any encounters with Drinn should be somewhat standoffish until he has gotten to known the pc.  Drinn is much more of a loner type but realizes that he must learn to value companionship in order to survive in these dark lands.  He is not overly friendly but once he develops a friendship, it is a bond that can rarely be broken.  He would gladly sacrifice himself in order to save a companion.

Phylactery pendant:

The pendant that Drinn wears around his neck is more than a link to his past, it is in fact the life essence of the Lich, Sirong D'argath.  Unbeknownst to Drinn, Sirong languishes inside the amulet and is desperately trying to find a way out.  He is fully aware of what goes on around him yet he is unable to act.  This confinement is driving him closer and closer to complete madness.  However the Lich grows stronger and stronger the deeper his dementia sinks.  It is only a matter of time before Sirong gains the desperation and power he needs to break free of the pendant.  His utter hatred of Drinn assures that he will be the first victim once he is freed.  The magical aura of the pendent is what grants Drinn his abilities.  The reasons for this are unknown but if Drinn parts with the pendant his powers begin to dim and disappear over the course of a week until he is reduced to a typical fighter.  If however, he is reunited with the pendant, he gains his abilities back within 2d6 rounds.  Drinn never parts with this magical item because it is a reminder to him of his heritage and his reasons for his continuing quest to rid the world of darkness.  He goes so far as to even sleep with it still around his neck.  Under no circumstances will he willingly part with it.  He knows that it is magical but has no idea of it’s true nature.
Destroying the amulet is no easy task. It must first release the entity within it and then it can be dealt with as a normal phylactery (see VRG: lich or VR Monster Hunter’s Compendium V2 for exact tactics to destroy a lich’s phylactery.)

*the pendant makes any innate ability permanent so long as the pendant is kept near the person who wishes to retain his/her abilities.



Druinor d'Yantra

2nd level mage, 4th  level bushi Human

STR: 17

DEX: 11

CON: 10

INT: 13

WIS: 10

CHA: 10

Fort: +4

Ref: +1

Will: +1

Speed: 30 ft

AC: 10

Size: M

Initiative: +10

Hit Points: 41

Attack bonus: +4

Skills:

pick pocket (free bushi skill)+2, knowledge (Ravenloft) +2, appraise

+2, knowledge (astrology) +3, wilderness lore +5

Feats: 

weapon proficiency (nunchuku), improved initiative, lightning

reflexes, endurance, tracking, blind fight

Languages: Balok, Kozakuran, Common, Vistani, Mordentish

the part which remains 2e:

spells known: 

magic missile, burning hands

Druinor, for a young man in his mid-20s, looks younger than he actually is with big, brown eyes, fair skin, a light beard and somewhat biggish ears. He supports long, blonde hair usually tied behind in a horsetail. Druinor usually wears dark-colored exotic robes, underneath which lies light nonmetallic woven armor. He is usually never seen without a large wicker hat covering his head.

Druinor is gentle, has a weird sense of humor (but everybody laughs, anyway), and generally slow to anger. He'd rather retain an aura of mystery around him whenever he's in public places.

Background

              Druinor was born in Baldur's Gate, a city in the world of Toril. When he reached 10 years of age he and his family migrated to Kara-Tur, where he began his double studies in magework and in the martial arts under the Order of the Silver Kris. reaching adulthood, he faced kai Chang, a powerful necromancer who stalked Shou Lung, malatra and Kozakura.

 With great effort he managed to defeat her, but she in turn placed a curse on him: within minutes,he was enveloped in Mists,and he found

himself in Har 'Akir. Travelling Ravenloft, lost, he gained friends in Borca, meeting a mage named Tiryn-Olenka Blaas and a fighter named Frekul Winterboone.

 He agreed to join them in their quest to find seventeen cursed artifacts reviled by the Vistani. Through them and a few other people they founded the Midway Haven Observatory in Barovia, using a weather watch facility as a front, but really using the building as a storehouse for the seventeen artifacts.

Current sketch:
Druinor is the most travelled member of Midway Haven, wandering the Demiplane and collecting a few souvenirs for the Observatory. He, of course, is looking for a way back to Kozakura, but he isn't in a hurry.

Combat

In combat, Druinor will never hesitate to bring out Synder, a Krisblade (treat as short sword) that deals an additional 1d6 electrical damage to an opponent. He might also bring out his nunchuku in combat, and might also cast spells, while picking the pockets of his opponents in the process.



Dr. Malcolm Harrison

7th-Level Human Thief, 

Chaotic Good
Str

12

Dex

16

Con

13

Int

14

Wis

15

Cha

11

Armor Class

6

Movement

12

Level/Hit Dice
7

Hit Points

35

THAC0

16

Morale

14



No. of Attacks
1/1

Damage/Attack
By weapon

Special Attacks
Nil

Special Defenses
Nil

Magic Resistance
Nil

While on an archeological dig, Malcolm attempts to keep himself well dressed and hansom.  In his late twenties, he can usually be found in woolen pants held by suspenders, a loose shirt and a worn surcoat. His brown hair is neatly parted and is only blemished by a white streak in his bangs.  Malcolm’s skinny, muscular frame stands close to six feet tall and smells faintly of gunpowder.  A pair of glasses perches upon his nose while he reads and writes in his journal, which he carries with him frequently.  His face glows with a youthful energy, especially while working.  His satchel, passed down from his father, carries a magnifying glass, his journal, charcoal, and plenty of paper. 

Background

When young Thomas Dossonville first heard he would be apprenticing a historian, he was less than excited.  His father had arranged for Dr. Harrison to teach Thomas as a birthday present for the young man.  Thomas had wanted a puppy.

But after his father had dropped him off, and Thomas was alone with Dr. Harrison for the first time, his views on historians changed.

"Do you know how to shoot one of these?" Malcolm asked young Dossonville while handing him a pistol.

Thomas held the pistol bewilderedly. "Excuse me..?"

"The pistol, young Dossonville.  Have you used one before?"

Young Dossonville looked from the pistol, to the historian, and then back to the pistol.  "Excuse me, but what does being able to fire a pistol have to do with history?"

Dr. Harrison smiled faintly.  "Well, young Dossonville, one must be able to defend himself properly in order to survive and tell others of what he has learned."

The connection remained unclear to Thomas.  "Survive what, sir?"

"Whatever happens to be trying to disembowel you at the time."

Thomas swallowed hard, "Disembowel, sir?"

"How much did your father tell you about me?" Malcolm asked with a smile.

"Only that you were a historian, sir."

"And what exactly do you think a historian does?"

"Well," Thomas began.  "They sit in libraries looking at old books and write facts down, sir.  Oh, and they talk with elderly people and write down what they say."

"That might be true for some, young Dossonville," Malcolm chuckled, "but I discover history in a much more exciting way."

*   *   *


Malcolm was born in 725.  He lived in Mordentshire with his parents until he was fifteen.  At this age, he moved to Port-A-Luicine with his wealthy uncle in order to receive a better education.  His study habits and determination paid off because a few years after he was accepted to the University of Port A Lucine.


While at the University, Malcolm became increasingly interested in the history of the land.  Growing even more so by the discovery of the small amount of information on the subject.  Malcolm saw the past as a mystery, and one he would set out to solve.


A professor, Dr. Valsin, noticed the youth's yearning for information and decided to take the young Malcolm under his wing.  Dr. Valsin practiced a mellow system of discovering history.  One that did not include excitement and danger.  But his system did include tremendous amounts of travel.  Over the five years the two worked together, they traveled to far off places as Tempest, Borca, Ghastria and Nova Vaasa.


Although Malcolm respected and honored Dr. Valsin, the young historian believed the doctor's methods to passive.  Malcolm wanted to dive into history, discover it first hand.  One night, the two historians engaged in an argument over the subject that ended with Malcolm storming out.  They have not spoken since.


The next week, Malcolm joined a group of mercenaries.  From these men, Malcolm learned how to wield a sword, fire a pistol, disarm a trap and more.  With his newfound skills, Malcolm went in search of history and found it.

Current Sketch

Malcolm has published three small books on various parts of the core.  The University pays for much of his work as well as the profits of his books.  When not on an expedition, he can be found in his town a few blocks from the school.  Currently, Malcolm, with the help of young Dossonville, is launching his fourth expedition, an investigation of a series of tunnels found in eastern Dementlieu.

       Like most people, Malcolm has several sides to his personality.  When working, he is dedicated and serious.  He is extremely interested in learning and documenting everything, so as not to miss any important information.  His high intelligence makes it easy for him to decipher languages and locate dangerous hazards.  Malcolm views safety as his number one priority and has been known to stop expeditions if things get too out of hand.


When not working, Malcolm is much more laid back.  The historian enjoys a good laugh and sharing stories with his friends.  He often has a good tale to tell and ale to drink.

Combat


Whenever possible, Malcolm will use his pistol in combat.  He finds it more effective than his rapier in most situations.  If for some reason, he cannot use a pistol, Malcolm will use the rapier on his side.  Although he is not an expert with the weapon, he is skilled enough to kill a man or beast.


When defending himself, the historian will always protect the others who are with him.  Malcolm will ignore adversaries who are attacking him, if someone else needs help against other attackers.  


Malcolm wears leather armor while travelling and exploring.  He finds it more comfortable and efficient than metal armor in his line of work.

Adventure Hook


If the PC's have earned a reputation of adequate fighters, Malcolm may contact them for protection services.  Although Malcolm is well adept at holding his own, some of his followers are not as skilled.


Additionally, Malcolm is well known for his historical knowledge and may be able to answer questions about the past.  His authority lies mainly in artifacts and ruins rather than people and bloodlines.



Professor Mortimer Wachter

1st Level Human Bard (Loremaster)

Lawful Good
Str:
9 

Dex:
14 

Con:
10 

Int:
17 

Wis:
16 

Cha:
15 

THAC0:  20

Hit Points:  6   

AC: (10) 6, 5

Languages: Mordentish, Darkonese, Thayvian, Balok, Lamordian, Falkovnian, 

Akiri (Prof)

Class Abilities: Detect Noise   Detect Magic   Read Languages Scroll Use Legend Lore   Arcane Lore   Persuasion   Etymology

Abilities/ Misc. Moderate allergy to Dust

Background:
I have a surname that is steeped in legend.  The first Wachters were Barovian nobles predating the cataclysmic events of 351.  A manytime-great grandfather of mine, Victor, is said to have actually taken Castle Ravenloft as a high ranking officer in General Von Zarovich's army.  Another ancestor, Felix, actually founded the Mordentish sect of the Church of Ezra [q.v. Anchors of Faith" by John Mangrum.]  But my parents are part of a branch that has been pruned fromt he family tree; we're the Mordent Wachters, those that followed Uncle Felix from our ancestral lands and set ourselves up independant of family fame or fortune.  My parents, in fact, are small-time farmers in the small village of Glenwich, Mordent.

Farming and fishing never really interested me, however.  I was a bookish sort, and my parents and brothers decided to send me away from Glenwich where my intellect could be put to use.  Ezra bless them, they nearly broke themselves to send me to University in Port-a-Lucine.  I would not let them down.  I threw myself into my studies, and quickly earned degrees in writing and history.  And Port-a-Lucine offered things I would never find in Glenwich.  I became an avid fan of the Theatre and found myself there almost as often as the library.  My faith in Our Guardian in the mists grew as well, and the Anchorites of the chapel grew to like me as a young spark in their congregation.  

Not long after I finished my degree, I was offered to fill in for a writing professor who had mysteriously disappeared.  I had loved this particular professor's class very much in my undergraduate days, and it was my honor to teach in her stead.  I loved being a professor, and students eagerly registered for my classes.  I'd like to think it was my knowledge and teachign style that attracted them, but more likely it was that I was so close in age to the new students and I cared less about grading and more about the creative process.  At any rate, I may be responsible for training what will become the next generation of novelists. Keep special eye on a young man by the name of Voltaire who is not a native of our realms, but performed admirably in my classes.  Such an interesting sense of humor he had!

I still loved the theatre, and often retreated to it during exam weeks.  It was there I was smitten by a young actress.  From her first entrance to the stage she had my heart.  I will admit I was always something of a flirt, but nevr had my heart wanted so much for just one.  I began going to the shows more frequently even tahn before, and memorized every line she spoke.  As luck would have it, she was a student at the University, and I made it a point to seek her out.  Her name was Phaedra,a nd I knew she was destined to be an actress of great reknown.  Ours was a romance for the ages, but Darkness seemed to want me miserable.  Phaedra missed a rendezvous and I became worried for her safety, so I sought her out.  But when I got to her room, two men were walking out, nearly bowling me over.  

I questioned Phaedra, and she sent me away, though I could tell something else was up.  I had surely been in Dementlieu too long by then, for I told her that my honor demanded I know what was going on.  I brandished my pistol, claiming that i would fight any that would stand in the way of my true love and I.  But she told me she didn't love me, that I was a silly dreamer that would be stuck paying homage to the highmasters and deans of the University.  She insulted me in any way she could, crying the entire time.  I knew the words were not hers; she had not meant what she said, but I bowed and took my leave, once again saying how I loved her.

I had to find out what my love was protecting me from, and this is when i began using magic. I made a few contacts in what is known as the Societie d’Legerdemaine, and borrowed some magical devices from that group.   My courses became a distraction, and I haphazardly corrected papers in between magical research.  Through subtlety I found out that Phaedra indeed had another lover, but it was a reluctant pairing.  My jealousy may hve coulded my magic, because I could not dicern the identity of the man that stole Phaedra from me.

Magic had failed me, and jealousy was feuling my actions.  I decided that if magic wouldn't show me his face, my own eyes would.  To my horror, the man that had stolen my dear Phaedra's affection was none other than Dominic d’Honaire, one of the most feared men in all of Dementlieu!  

I say to you now, I am no coward, but I realized then what Phaedra was trying to protect me from.  I tried to go on as if nothing had happened, but I returned to find my office ransacked and out my window saw several brutes headed toward by building.  I collected that which I held most dear to me and I fled.  I returned to Mordent where I thought I would plot a  way to win back my love from d’Honaire.

While in Mordentshire, I came into the employ of Jules Weathermay.  He wanted a biography of himself written, and I became that writer.  It was good work while it lasted, and I made many friends among Mordent’s nobles.  But as the rumors began circulating as whose biography I would write next, I realized I needed more in my life.  Little did I know how much more I would get!

Current Sketch

Mortimer Wachter fears intrigue.  Not so much intrigue itself, but he has seen what one man can do to a population.  He second guesses his actions, fearing that even if he does right, he is playing into some villain’s hand.  He does not want to be anyone’s pawn, but always feels he is.

Even tempered and quiet, the professor never lets on how nervous or emotional he is. He smokes a pipe and is very clean and meiculous due to allergy to dust. He even dusts crypts and abandoned mansions to help his allergy.

Professor Wacther wants to see the world. He also wants to win his love back from d’Honaire, while still showing he wasn’t a coward when he fled (also to cinvince himself of the same).  He would like a chance to sit down and do some of his OWN writing for a change, but who has time for retirement in this world?

Dominic d’Honaire is his adversary. D’Honaire probably doesn’t think twice about the meek professor that used to live in his land, but Wachter feels like the pendulum swings both ways, and that d’Honaire is nervous for the day he returns to Port-a-Lucine. Until that time, Wachter has no use for bullies of any kind, and tends to focus his efforst in helping those oppressed by them.

He is the biographer of Jules Weathermay and is still close to the family. Fringe connections in the Societie d’Legerdemaine [q.v. BoS], several artists and actors in Port-a-Lucine and  professors at the city’s University.  

Combat

In combat, the professor wields a silvered short sword. This helps against numerous phenotypes of werebeasts. He also uses a small Wheellock pistol for ranged attacks.



Peregrine 

9th level Human Executioner 

True neutral
Str: 16 

Dex: 15 

Con: 16 

Int: 15 

Wis: 12 

Cha: 10

Fort: +9

Ref: +8 

Will: +7 

Speed: 30 feet 

Initiative: +7 
Hit points: 72 

Armor class: 13 

Melee attack: Armed with the Black Lady: +15/+10 

Damage: 7-18 + special (Armed with some other weapons: +12/+7) 

Damage: by weapon Unarmed: +9/+6. 

Languages: Special 

Skills: Bluff +10, Climb +6, Concentrate +11, Heal +8, Intimidate +12, Knowledge (Anatomy) +8, Listen +5, Move Silently +7, Swim +6, Sense Motive +12, Torture +19. 

Feats: Skill Focus (Torture), Improved Initiative, Improved Critical Power Attack, Cleave, Great Cleave 

Spells (once each per day): Inflict Light Wounds, Shatter, Contagion, Inflict Critical Wounds, Circle of Doom. 

Peregrine is a man of average height, but with large bones and heavily muscled; he is absolutely bald, even without eyebrows, and has piercing blue eyes. Two long scars mar his head, one running down the center of his face and the other down the back of his head. He always dressed in a shirt and trousers which have the eye-bending appearance of being darker than black and wears heavy black boots. 

Background

Peregrine is largely unaware of his own background; he recalls his past only in brief spurts, usually remembering things which have little or no bearing on his present situation. He knows he was once an executioner and that Ravenloft is not his home, but very little beyond that. He carries a curious square-tipped sword known as the Black Lady and a lens-shaped piece of crystal about the size of a man's palm, a curio which he suspects is a powerful artifact but whose use he has not yet discovered. 

       He is hesitant and rather vague in manner, a product of his lack of memory; ordinarily he is quiet, but firm and decisive. He is polite but rather distant; he is is not particularly honest nor particularly loyal, but he feels a deep obligation to help those who have helped him and to keep his word if he has sworn to something. His vocabulary and manner hint at a good education, but his skills in combat and in torturing hint that he has come by his education in an extremely unorthodox fashion. 

    He is currently deeply engaged in attempting to discover what has brought him here to Ravenloft and who--or what--has robbed him of his memories and why. Curiously, after a few minutes of exposure he can speak any language he hears; he links this ability and his memory loss to the strange scars on his head. 

The Black Lady:

The Black Lady is a long sword, with its blade about a meter long and a two handed grip; the blade is about two inches wide and has a curious green-purple sheen. The tip is square; the Black Lady is not effective for piercing, but is deadly as a slashing weapon. The blade is curiously heavy; some liquid heavier than iron runs in a channel within the blade, shifting the blade's center of mass toward the hands as the blade is raised and toward the tip as it is lowered, greatly increased the momentum of the swing. 

       The two-handed grip is plain black leather, while the crosspiece is silver, terminating in a skull at each end. Close examination by an expert in anatomy would reveal the skulls have been carefully detailed to indicate one is a man's skull, one a woman's. The words Regina Requiem are scribed along the blade; the executioners claim that this is the sword's name, and therefore call it the Black Lady. 

      The Black Lady has been the property of the executioners of Tyr for generations and has acquired a history and personality all its own. Most people are extremely unwilling to touch it, and the screams of those to whom it has administered justice seem to hang in the air as it comes from its scabbard. It functions as a vorpal weapon. 

The Lens 

The properties of the blue crystal lens carried by Peregrine are not well understood. At times it seems to have the ability to turn or even destroy undead and to heal or raise from the dead; at other times it seems to be no more than a piece of blue glass. Neither Peregrine nor anyone else have been able to determine what activates it, or if it acts at its own whim.

Adventure hooks: 

· Peregrine finds and kidnaps a person whom he believes is responsible for the loss of his memories; the adventurers are hired to rescue that person, only to discover that he had, indeed, been making unsavory experiments with memory, lending credence to Peregrine's accusations. They may attempt to rescue the "victim" and remove Peregrine, or to aid Peregrine in finding his memories again... 

· The party meets Peregrine at the Malodorous Goat Tavern; he meets them and converses briefly with them, then representatives of Strahd appear and arrest him, taking him to Castle Ravenloft. The party leaves, only to discover that one of their number feels a strange desire to go toward the south. Knowing that he was about to be arrested, Peregrine planted the blue crystal lens on one of the party, and the lens is compelling that person to seek out Peregrine and return to him. Unfortunately, Strahd wants the lens for himself. The party may soon find itself pursuing Peregrine toward the border of Kartakass, pursued, in turn, by Strahd's minions... 

Prestige class: Executioner of Tyr 

Adventures: The executioners of Tyr will only become adventurers by accident. Nearly all spend their whole lives in the service of their guild; only a misfit, an outcast, or one displaced by war or disaster will turn to the adventuring life. 

Characteristics: The executioners are the ultimate representatives of law and order in Tyr; perhaps not surprising, they tend to be humorless men with odd quirks of personality. They are responsible for carrying out judicial sentences, whether by torture or execution; they are therefore trained to be able to incapacitate unruly prisoners without weapons and given training with bladed weapons, as well. They are also instructed in anatomy and healing, the better to carry out their duties as torturers.

      As devotees of the Masked Lady they are able to cast certain clerical spells which she grants them for the better completion of their duties. 

Alignment: There are no chaotic executioners, as the guild demands strict compliance with its traditions and bylaws and harshly punishes any who trangress them. Few are evil, as the masters of the guild attempt to remove any desire to take pleasure in cruelty at an early age and place a high value on respect for the state, for the law, and for law-abiding citizens; fewer still are good, as the masters also attempt to eradicate any compassion for the sentenced while the executioners are young. Those who are of good alignment are usually deeply unhappy.

Religion: All executioners give homage to the Masked Lady, patroness of their guild, in addition to their adherence to the monotheistic religion of Tyr. 

Background: Executioners of Tyr are all raised as members of the guild; they draw their numbers from the children of those turned over to them, who are taken into the guild and supported and taught by the masters, journeymen, and apprentices. Children over four years of age are turned over to the state, rather than being taken into the guild, as the guild believes that a child must be brought up in the ways of the guild to be an effective executioner. 

Races: An executioner of Tyr must be human. 

Abilities: The executioners of Tyr are most successful as well-rounded individuals. Intelligence and Wisdom are often crucial to the implementation of their duty as torturers; Strength is needed to handle the heavy ceremonial sword used in executions, Dexterity is needed for the unarmed combat executioners are trained in, and Constitution is desirable to bear up under the austere life of the executioner's guild. Interestingly enough, Charisma is often considered an executioner's prime requisite, at least by members of the guild, as it implies the ability overawe and strike fear into the malefactor. 

Alignment: Any non-chaotic. 

Hit dice: d10 

Weapon and armor proficiencies: Executioners are proficient with light armor, simple weapons and bladed martial weapons.

Class skills: Bluff, Concentration, Heal, Intimidate, Knowledge (Anatomy), Sense Motive, Torture. 

Skill points at first level: (4 + intelligence modifier) x 4 Skill points at each additional level: 4 + intelligence modifier

Skill: Torture (Int):The individual with the Torture skill is knowledgable about the ways to induce pain in the human body. 

Check: When using the Torture skill on a person to obtain information, the torturer makes a skill check (DC: 15 + the tortured person's bonus to Will saving throws). If the check succeeds, the tortured person's will is broken and he will answer questions, obey commands, and so forth. If the tortured person has a Wisdom of more than 18 the skill check automatically fails. 

     When using the Torture skill on a person to immobilize him, the torturer makes a skill check ( DC of 15 + the tortured person's bonus to Fortitude saving throws). If the check succeeds, the tortured person lapses into unconsciousness for a number of minutes equal to the number by which the check succeeded times 10. (I.e., if the DC is 19 and the modified roll is 24, the tortured person will be immobilized for (24-19) x 10 = 50 minutes.) If the tortured person's constitution is higher than 18 the skill check automatically fails. 

     Having 5 or more ranks in Torture gives a +4 synergy bonus to Intimidate checks made on a person who has previously been tortured. Having 5 or more ranks in Intimidate gives a +2 synergy bonus to Torture checks. 

Retry: Retries are possible. Depending on the tortured person's Wisdom and Constitution scores, subsequent attempts may be more or less successful; the adjustment is left to the Dungeon Master's discretion. Class features: 

Combat: When armed, executioners attack as fighters of their level; when unarmed, they attack as monks of their level and they have the stunning attack ability of monks. They roll their saving throws as monks. They do NOT get the other special abilities of monks or the bonus feats of fighters, however. 

· At fifth level the executioner gains Improved Critical as a bonus feat.

· At 12th level any slashing weapon used by an executioner functions as a sword of sharpness. 

· At 20th level any slashing weapon used by an executioner functions as a vorpal weapon. (This applies only to the chance to sever a limb or decapitate; the weapon used has no more bonus to hit or damage than it did before. These abilities merely reflect the executioner's knowledge of anatomy and ability to land a killing blow, rather than any supernatural augmentation of his abilities.)

An executioner may cast spells as a cleric of the same level, but ONLY domain spells and ONLY from the domains of Death or Destruction. (Therefore, a 9th level executioner may cast the 1st, 2nd, 3rd, 4th, and 5th level spells from the domain of Death (or Destruction) once per day.) As with a cleric, the executioner must choose the domain he wishes to cast from as a beginning character; he may not subsequently change it.

     If an executioner gains a level in some other class he may never advance in levels as an executioner again, although he retains all of his class abilities. 

AUTHOR'S DISCLAIMER: The author wishes to acknowledge the inspiration of Gene Wolfe's "Book of the New Sun" for the information presented here. Although not plagiarized in the strictest sense, anyone having read that book will certainly recognize the Black Lady, the Lens, and the executioners of Tyr as pale shadows of the originals created by Mr. Wolfe.



The Prisoner of the Mists (Lomar Graymill)

7th Level Human Ranger,

 Neutral Good
Armor Class

6


Movement

12



Hit Points

47


THAC0

14



No. Of Attacks
3/2 or 5/2

Damage/Attack
by weapon

Special Attacks
none

Special Defenses
none

Special Vulnerabilities none

Magic Resistance
nil

Str
13

Dex
14

Con
14

Int
16


Wis
14


Cha
8

The " Prisoner of the Mists" is 5'10" tall and weighs about 140 lbs.  He has hair that looks black in all but the brightest light, but he insists (even to the point of falling back on his sword to speak for him) on calling it "dark brown."  His eyes are a definite brown (no ambiguity there), but often look darker when a brooding mood overtakes him.

The Prisoner almost always dresses in all-black woodsman's clothes, rarely changing his style even for formal occasions (which he avoids like the plague anyway).  He wears a black cloak, and is fond of wearing the hood up, covering his face.  He constantly wears his sword at his hip, and walks with the paranoid manner of a hunted beast.  He is only about twenty years old, but the cares of the world are heavy on his shoulders, making him look almost ten years older.

Background

                       The man who refers to himself as "Prisoner of the Mists" was born as Lomar Graymill on a Prime Material Plane known as Ellisor.  He was always closely connected to nature and had a passion for justice, and so was drawn to the profession of ranger from an early age.  By the time he was sixteen he was already known around his village for battling the dark creatures of the forest.  The call of altruism was great in Lomar, and he soon joined an adventuring group, determined to rid the world of evil wherever he could.  The group achieved local fame and was well-known for their many successes.

Two events in the life of Lomar Graymill served to set him apart from any other adventurer on his world, marking his path to imprisonment in the Demiplane of Dread.  The first occurred early in his adventuring career.  A time of great darkness had fallen over Ellisor, and beings of great evil had begun to spring up like weeds.  It was during a quest to destroy one of these beings that a great earthquake struck.  The ground buckled and tore, great clouds of mist billowed from it, and Lomar found himself separated from his party, lost in the befuddling fog.  When finally the fog cleared, Lomar found himself staring at a gypsy wagon.  Two men were working on fixing a broken wheel, while an old woman was watching him piercingly.  He realized immediately that these gypsies were unlike any he had ever encountered before.  But he assumed that he was just being superstitious, and offered to help them fix their tire.

The old woman nodded once, and so Lomar helped them out.  After he had finished, she walked forward and offered to repay him by telling his fortune for free.  Though he believed little in such superstition, he decided to humor the old woman.  She took his palm, and began to intone: “I see a long lifeline, longer than this world, unconfined by its boundaries yet ringed all around by mist.  I see vast stretches of lost time, of monsters preying on mind and body, of living nightmares and imprisonment eternal!”  Startled, he took a step back from the woman, wondering what kind of gypsies gave people bad fortunes.  But to his surprise, the gypsies were already gone.  Then his adventuring group came over a ridge and spotted him, and he pushed the strange incident from his mind.

The time of darkness passed, and Ellisor returned to normal.  A year later, Lomar’s group crossed paths with what the Prisoner refers to as a "master vampire."  The vampire had been preying on the people of a far-flung province of their country for over a hundred and fifty years, operating the government behind the scenes and torturing the populace.  Confident in their ability, the group managed to expose the vampire and storm his castle.  Little did they expect scores of magical and mechanical traps and minions both living and undead before they even came close to the vampire himself.  After toying with them for several hours, the vampire revealed himself, decimating the small group easily.  In the chaos of battle, Lomar abandoned his dying friends, and fled.

That very night, Lomar began to have nightmares.  In his dreams, his friends died over and over again.  Sometimes it was him killing them, at other times it was the vampire or other monsters while Lomar looked on or even helped.  Their dying curses burned into his flesh but he was unable to help them, no matter what he did.  The vampire hunted him through forest after forest, and the ranger was never able to escape.  And strangest of all, there were moments when a terrifying figure seemed to watch him from the shadows, tall and cloaked, with spiders crawling all over his gaunt frame.

In life as well as in his dreams, Lomar was being pursued.  Furious at how the adventurers had destroyed his careful masquerade, the vampire was determined to destroy the interfering ranger.  Because the vampire was forced to sleep by day, Lomar managed to stay one step ahead of it by  going short on sleep.  But the lack of sleep, constant pursuit, and the nightmares were wearing him down, and his foe drew ever closer.

Finally Lomar collapsed from exhaustion, and his mind was borne directly into another nightmare.  He fled through mist-cloaked forests, but his vampire foe was waiting for him at every turn.  Finally the terrified ranger found himself trapped in a grove of trees, as his enemy approached through the only entrance.  “Wherever you flee, Lomar Graymill, I will find you,” the creature hissed.  “The name is forever burned in my mind, and I will see it destroyed!”  Mist swelled all around him as the vampire’s hand closed on his throat – and he woke, screaming.  

Lomar found himself in a strange forest, one he had never seen before.  Afraid that his enemy was on his heels, he picked himself up and plunged into the foggy night.  Unbeknownst to him, Lomar was now trapped in the Land of Mists, wandering the domain of Tepest.

The ranger fought the monsters of Tepest for several weeks, attempting to learn the language and find out where he was, but after being driven out of town by one too many angry mobs, he made his way into Barovia instead.  Barely surviving, he traveled north, learning Balok and letting it sink in that he was indeed in another land.  Finally he made it to Vallaki, where he stopped at the Kargatane Bookshop, hoping for some more definite information on his whereabouts.  Miraculously, he survived this experience and even learned some useful information.  After stopping for a quick drink at the Malodorous Goat, he packed up and moved to Lechberg.  After several failed attempts to escape the Land of Mists, he realized that conventional methods were not going to work. In an attempt to hide from the vampire he was certain still hunted him, he had stopped going by his real name months earlier.  Now realizing that his stay in this foreign land was going to be prolonged, he adopted the dejected alias he now goes by most frequently - Prisoner of the Mists.

Current Sketch

                             The Prisoner of the Mists has been trapped in Ravenloft for over two years now.  He has spent the better part of that at the University of Lechberg, trying to learn all he can about the nature of the Demiplane in attempt to escape.  Having tried all the conventional methods, he realizes that he is in a special kind of trap.

The Prisoner is a rather paranoid man.  Because of his experience with them during the Grand Conjunction, he is deeply mistrustful of Vistani, and avoids them at all costs.  He suspects them of getting him into this, and rumors of their involvement with Strahd make him suspicious that they might report him to his enemy as well.  He is sure that his vampire foe was also transported into the Land of Mists, and for this reason, he never goes by his real name - under no circumstances will he reveal it to anyone.  When adventuring, he is the Prisoner of the Mists only, and rarely shows his face.  He is not officially enrolled at the U of L, but merely uses it as a giant research library.  When speaking with professors, he never uses the same alias twice.

For a ranger, the Prisoner spends surprisingly little time out in nature; this may contribute to his general jittery, brooding nature.  Furthermore, he has been torn from his home and is trapped in a strange land.  Brooding moods overtake him frequently; he has even been known to weep after failing at a quest or attempt to escape.

The Prisoner of the Mists has recently begun to study the Nightmare Lands, and is intrigued by rumors of the nether portals.  His nightmares ceased once he entered Ravenloft, but he feels they must be strongly connected to his predicament.

In general, the Prisoner spends his time researching in Lechberg.  He can't keep it up year round, though, and sometimes he just needs to plunge back into nature and fight against the evil that plagues his new home.  Usually, he makes for Vallaki on these "vacations," to have a drink with the other misfits at the Malodorous Goat.  He can most often be found there for a month in the winter and three months in the summer, though he's been known to take a spontaneous escape or two.

Patrons at the Goat might notice him there more often than four months out of the year, however.  This is because the Prisoner gained a mysterious ability while crossing into Ravenloft - he can project a most convincing illusion of himself to any place he is very familiar with, an illusion that fools every sense except touch.  To do so, he must enter a trance, at which point he seemingly finds himself in a new location.  The only places he really knows well enough to do this to are the University, the Bookstore, and the Goat.  He has been afraid to project himself into the Nightmare Lands, though he believes he could, because he is afraid his spirit might be trapped and unable to return to his body.  The plan, however, is never far from his mind, especially in moments of desperation.

Combat

               The Prisoner of the Mists usually fights with the same broadsword he has been carrying for over five years now, though he is proficient with all blades.  Occasionally, he will fight with a sword in his right hand and a dagger in his left.  He keeps a belt pistol hidden beneath his cloak (he dislikes firearms, but felt compelled to learn how to use one after entering Ravenloft, just in case).  He also carries a longbow and hand axe with him whenever he leaves Lechberg.  Being 7th level, he makes three attacks per two rounds, except when his dagger grants him an extra attack per round.  The Prisoner wears leather armor and cloak of protection +2, giving him AC 6.  He is never separated from his cloak.

The Prisoner cannot be harmed by physical attacks while in spirit form; everything just passes through him.  He can be affected by mental attacks, however, or by attacks that affect ethereal creatures.  Note that he is not technically ethereal; anyone entering the border ethereal will not be able to attack him physically.

Adventure Hooks:  

· The Prisoner of the Mists is a likely ally for any group planning an escape from Ravenloft or about to go up against the Nightmare Court.  He will jump at any (non foolhardy) attempt to escape the Land of Mists, and will be willing to devote all his energy into seeing the plan succeed.  Likewise, he suspects that his fate is somehow tied to the Nightmare Lands and that through them might lie his escape from Ravenloft - as such, he will want to learn all he can about the Nightmare Lands, and may be willing to help adventurers against the Court.  He will not travel to the Nightmare Lands on his own, but the security of an adventuring party might convince him to do so.

· The Prisoner's vampire foe might also bring him into contact with an adventuring group.  The vampire was a master at masquerading as human, and would most likely be posing as a wealthy person of some importance.  He might try to use the heroes to flush out the Prisoner – if the heroes are also seeking to escape the Demiplane, for example, he might send them on a wild goose chase, claiming that he has found a ritual by which they might escape.  The procedure will take them through most of the Core, attracting enough attention for the Prisoner to take note.  The vampire will then appear as the pointless ritual fails, and attempt to kill them all.  Alternately, the heroes could be on the vampire’s trail but unable to determine any of his weaknesses.  They come across the Prisoner, or hear rumors of someone who survived their enemy’s wrath, and it turns out that he knows enough of the monster’s history and weaknesses to help them destroy it.  Any group that accomplished this goal would earn the Prisoner’s gratitude for life, though it is unlikely he would ever give up the alias he uses (his paranoia is extreme enough that his old name is forever dead to him – what if the vampire comes back?  They do have that nasty habit).

· Finally, the Prisoner of the Mists is still a ranger, with protection of nature and the innocent at heart.  He will do all he can to defend the innocent and to keep the creatures of the night from preying on them.  He is not suicidal, though, and will not hesitate to abandon his companions and flee if he knows it is the only way he will survive.  He will feel guilty, but he will still run.  These tendencies could easily set him up as an ally or bring him into conflict with an adventuring group, depending on how altruistic they are and at what point in the story they arrive.

Certain details of the Prisoner's past have been left vague on purpose.  Did the vampire really enter Ravenloft, or is the ranger just paranoid?  What is the Prisoner's connection with the Nightmare Lands?  What is the meaning of his mysterious projection power?  Do the Vistani have anything to do with his predicament?  How (or why) did he live for only one year after the Grand Conjunction, then end up in Ravenloft over ten years later?  This should allow the DM to fit him into any campaign or story line without much difficulty.  Once he has been introduced to a party, discovering the secrets of his past could be a series of adventures in itself. 

Note that Ellisor is the Prime Material of my own campaign, and the time of darkness mentioned is part of the history of this world, overlapping the Grand Conjunction but different.  Obviously, this history can be tweaked and the Prisoner can really be from any Prime Material Plane the DM desires. 



The Lost Wiccan 

Megan Llewellyn

7th level Infected Werewolf Gypsy/Witch, Lawful Good 

(Chaotic Evil).
Armour Class
8 (6)

Movement

12 (15)

Level/Hd

7d6

Hit points

30

Thac0


17 (14)

No. Attacks

1
Dmg per attack
By Weapon (2d4)

Special attacks
Lycanthropy, Spells, Knife Fighting
Special defences
+1 magical weapon or silver to hit, Spells
Special Vulnerabilities Silver, Aconite (Wolfsbane)

Magic resistance
Nil

Str

11 (19)

Dex

16 (16)

Con

14

Int

17

Wis

16

Cha                 17 (7 with scarring visible) 

Scores in parenthesis relate to Megan in her Manbeast form.

HD: 7d6+4 

HP: 36 

Initiative: +3; +6 (as wolf or hybrid) 

Speed: 30 ft., 50ft. in wolf/hybrid form 

AC: 15 (+2 nautral); 19 in wolf/hybrid 

         form 

Attacks: Silver Dagger (2d4); bite (1d6) 

              +3 melee as wolf or hybrid

Face/Reach: 5ft by 5ft (both)

Special Attacks: Trip, curse of lycanthropy as wolf or hybrid 

Special Qualities: Wolf Empathy; plus scent, damage reduction 15/silver as wolf or hybrid. 

Fort: +4 (Human), +7 (werewolf)

Ref: +5 (both)

Will: +8 (H), +2 (W) 

Str: 11 (0)/19 (+4) 

Dex: 16 (+3)/18 (+4) 

Con: 14 (+2)
Int: 17 (+3)
Wis: 16 (+3)

Cha: 17 (+3)/7 (-2, with scarring visable) 

Spells Per Day: 6\6\6\4

Base Attack: +3

Skills: Alchemy (+7), Animal Empathy (+7), Concentration (+6), Craft (medicine) (+7), Heal (+7), Intuit Direction (+7), Knowledge (nature) (+7), Knowledge (Religion, Wicca) (+7), Profession (Herbalist) (+7), Wilderness Lore (+7) 

Feats: Weapon Proficentcy (Dagger), Brew Potion, Blind-Fight, Improved Initiative, Weapon Finesse (bite) as hybrid and/or hybrid 

Spells (6/4/2)

Level 1
Reveal the Weave*, Luck*, Cure Light Wounds, Entangle, Faerie Fire, Invisibility to Animals, Invisibility to Undead, Pass Without Trace, Protection From Evil, Remove Fear, Animal Friendship, Light.

Level 2
Arcane Sights*, Love Charm*, Master Coven Magic*, Aid, Detect Charm, Flame Blade, Goodberry, Hold Person, Silence 15’ Radius, Speak With Animals.

Level 3
Lethe*, Animate Dead, Speak With Dead, Cure Blindness & Deafness, Dispel Magic, Tree, Water Breathing, Summon Insects.

*These spells are taken from Van Richten’s Guide to Witches as found in Van Richten’s Monster Hunters Compendium Volume 3.

Above and beyond the average man sees, there is far more that isn’t.  beneath the skin of the most harmless person who only builds, there is a beast screaming to get out.  Likewise, within the beast is a creature able to bring great good to others.  Between these two is the Witch.  Long thought to be good by some and evil by others, they stand on neutral ground between the light and darkness, they are true neutrality.

Megan is a small person when you first see her, standing shy of five feet and with a body that looks far more welcome on the lithe elf than a human due to its size and build.  This frail form hides the truth of her actual power and ability.  Beyond the physical aspect of her body, her face is one of charm and welcome.  Her deep hazel eyes and long, thick waves of jet hair that race over her shoulders and back, blowing freely in any breeze make her appear more dark and suspicious than she actually is.  Also, when she speaks, her voice comes out like that of the song of an angel, always positive in tone and ready to comfort others in their need.

Megan dresses in a rather offbeat way, she wears a simple linen gown, under this are n equally light vest and loose pants.  Though these are there to hide the large pale scars that cover more than half her body.  Over the gown though, her tastes in fashion speak for themselves.  She wears a robe unlike any other, the vibrant knots and curls of red, green and white are neatly woven into a pattern that resembles those knitted by the elves of Necropolis, deep in the Mountains of Misery and the Mistlands.  Her similarity goes further though as she speaks in an accent very much like theirs and can speak their language with ease.  She also speaks all forms of Balok and bastardised smattering of others, many of these are insults that she tends to taunt her opponents.

Megan is also at home among others, loving to jest and sing with friends with over a mug of warm ale on cold nights.

Background

Wales of the 16th century was not a happy place to be by any means if you did not conform to the Christian religion.  Though much of the “civilised” world at this time had mostly settled into the new religion of Christianity, there were still pockets that held to the older beliefs.  Many people in parts of Britain still held these beliefs strongly, many of these held them secretly, behind closed doors and in the shadows where none could see or find them.  Yet every now and them, there would be the screams of another poor soul being dragged off into the pitch night beyond the door.

It was during one of these screams that Megan came into the world she grew up in.  Though the screams of her mothers’ long labour would have been enough, the local magistrates had swept don upon the town to claim “The Witches” in the name of Christ to be held trial in the morrow.  Though they were called trials, they were unfair and none ever survived them.  Being drowned or hung was not a nice thought, especially if you are being born unto it.

Megan’s family were not arrested that night, instead they stuck to the darkness of the forest where Megan spent her few hours of life and whilst she slept that morning, the trials were held and many good people were needlessly put to death.  Megan’s family had good need to hide however, whilst those being cast down through so called Divine Justice, Megan’s family were true Witches, they healed and cared for the community and earned the respect, not fear from their friends and neighbours, as had been the way for many centuries.  For if a Witch lived next door to you, you were blessed indeed.  Much of those old beliefs were passing into the growing darkness of the east now, Christianity swept westwards like a long night that would never lift and the old religion could not and would not fight it.

As the years passed and Megan grew into a small child, the Burning Times continued, though none were ever burned in Wales, England or Ireland.   There were stories from the Highlands in the north and from across the sea in the east. Dread tales of men, women and children lashed to an inch of their lives before being tied to large wooden stakes atop a pyre and burned to death.  Their screams were filling the day and night until they perished slowly.

Still, the Witches did not worry about the material world or their own lives, theirs were lives of the purest quest for divinity among those who lived and Megan was no exception.

She grew quickly into the religion but, in the tradition, not forced into it.  Freedoms of choice and free will we as important to these people as life itself.  Megan was good in her rate of learning and also learned all the languages of Britain before the end of her twelfth year.  This was unusual to do but as the family travelled more and more, they got to see much of the four lands that made up Britain.

Still the family travelled and came to be known as Gypsies, though they were not Romaine, they accepted anything that would take attention away from their Craft.  They also used this ruse to pass amulet of protection and blessing off to those they passed and settled in villages and small towns long enough to purchase food and other necessary commodities.

Still, they always travelled north.  Though they did not go directly north and covered almost every piece of dirt on the British mainland, they still went north.  They arrived in the Highlands as Megan grew into an adult.  Behind them was a land of growing darkness and dread, before them was pure anarchy and evil.  The Church has sanctioned the immediate death of all those who failed to confess their sins, tell of the other Witches with which they were in league and cast off their old lives and welcome Christ into their hearts.  Though many did confess and welcome Christ, they secretly carried on the old ways in secret, behind the locked door of their own homes.  Those who did not accept the new faith were imprisoned, beaten and burned among the other heathens that worked in league with Lucifer.  (Authors Note – This was in the eyes of the Christian church. In truth, Lucifer has never been part of Witchcraft and didn’t exist until he was created by a small group of Catholics in Cornwall in the 12th century AD).  For all those who stood in the divine path of God without lowering their head in shame were all to be working against him (though God is sexless in true Christian fashion) and conspiring with the Devil.

It was in this cold and desolate country that Megan spent the final few years of her life in this world.  Like many others of thousands, her family and herself were eventually caught and taken off to the magistrate.  Before him, they confessed nothing and unified with their own harmony and inner peace, they welcomed the physical death to come.  For with that they would once again return to the open arms of Cernunoss and Kerridwen and pass their days until it once again came time for them to live again in this material realm.

The magistrate also had plans for the large coven he had managed to bring under God’s justice.  He tortured them for some time, those nearing death were burned or hung whilst the screams of the other filled their ears as they died.  Megan lost her eyes tongue, fingers and other parts of her anatomy during the weeks of pain that passed.  Never before had any of them witnessed nor heard of such cruelty and if any of them could have wept them they would.  Eventually, when it became obvious that none of them would confess, the stakes and pies were readied and the family was lashed to them.  as the heat grew, Megan prayed to her Goddess and God to welcome her sooner and let her die now before the pain of the flames eating away at her flesh took her into the madness she had fought these weeks.  This welcomed end did not come as the heat raked her feet and legs, she felt her skin blister and melt below the ferocious heat against her and what clothing remained on her ignited, letting the flames climb to the remaining hair that adorned her crown.

Still, among the heat and pain, she prayed for a quick release, that one would take pity on her and end her misery.  Still none came.  Then, as the darkness opened around her and she felt reality drift away as she entered the Tyr Na Ogg (Land of the Young), the Dark Powers opened their gates and took her into their fold.

Those Megan was neither evil nor cruel in any way, the Dark Powers seem to prefer a balance between those of light and those of darkness in the world they govern from beyond imagination.  When Megan awoke, she found that she could see.  Though all she could see were the mists about her, she found this a blessing in itself.

Who knows how long she remained in the mists but for all the time she did, never did she grow hungry or tired, nor did she age.  As time went on, she felt more of herself return.  Her tongue was next, followed by her fingers, the burns on her head, back and legs receded though scars remained.  Her hair grew back as it did before, hanging in long waves of black that swayed in breezes and shimmered in light.

Then, after a time she cannot recollect, the mists parted.

About her was a land not unlike her own.  Though the geography was different, the truths to it were the same principle.  She also discovered that no matter how hard she tried, she could not understand anything another person would say to her.  She tried to learn the unusual tongue they spoke but failed at each attempt.  For the first time in her life, Megan was alone and she did not like this loneliness.  She was alienated from the entire world about her, not just by her country of origin and the loss of those she loved, but also by language.

As she travelled the land about her, she found a world filled with many lands, peoples and languages.  Some folk were small whilst others were as her.  Some were dark in skin whilst others were light.  Though she could never communicate with them on a verbal level, body language was a skin she developed to an art form.  Finally, she found some folk she could converse with, at least to the level of understanding the other.  She learned the name of the world she now lived, the names of the lands within that world known to the Elves of Necropolis and many other things.  Under their guiding hand, she learned Balok as she planned to travel south.  Megan learned a great deal from the Elves and in return taught them some of her ways.  Her skills with herbs were different to their own so they marvelled over the simplicity that she worked with and the perfection of the results.

So, Megan began to understand the world about her.  The cultures and customs of the people fascinated her and she strived to learn other tongues native to the many regions.  Though she was impatient and didn’t wait to learn entire languages, she learned what she needed and moved on.  Always heading south.

Soon enough, she found in the Balinok Mountains and as she went, her ears were filled with creams of those suffering.  She hurried as she followed these screams of pain and terror, so familiar to her and found a scene of carnage.  A pack of terrible beasts were preying upon a group of travellers, though stricken with panic and terror from the screams so similar to her, Megan found herself uttering words she had never used though knew.  She was uttering an incantation for a form of magick not cast by witches.  This magick was for battle and war, not the things that Witches sought in life but as she continued a flame appeared before her and she reached for it beyond her will.  As she touched it, the flame felt neither hot nor did it harm her, instead it continues to grow into a long shard not unlike a blade.  With this in hand, she strode down, heart filled with horror among the beasts.  A few fell to the flame in her hands and others touched by it yelped an agony and screamed as it seared their flesh.  Soon the beasts were fleeing or dead at her feet and the flame died in her hand.

On this day, Megan began to discover the terrible aspects to life in this world, the darkness and evil were everywhere to be seen once she opened her eyes to it.  She decided that even if she were one person, that one can still do some good, if only a little.

Eventually, she found herself hired by a Songmeister of Kartakass to remove a small problem he had been having with wolves.  Being adept with animals, Megan (now nick named The Lost Wiccan, though not many really knew what Wiccan meant in this world) went out to remove them from the local area.  What she found was something far terrible, Werewolves and all she had were her few spells to protect her and a silver knife she kept for cutting herbs.

When she spells were gone, the beasts were still at her, what had smite other foes seemed to have little or no effect on these beasts.  Cautiously she drew her knife and thrust it out against one of them as it leaped for her.  The beast seemed to scream in an almost human tone as the blade slipped into its chest and the pair collapsed to the ground.  As she rose she looked at the creature to find it gone, replaced by a small child.  Feeling the pity that grew in her heart for the poor creature, she looked back at the other beasts with redoubled resolve and entered the fray…

When she stumbled into Vallaki several weeks later, Megan was no longer the human she once was.  Her body was at war with the infection the Werewolves had passed onto her with the many claws and teeth that had bitten into her flesh.  Though her magicks had healed the cuts and bites upon her, she was weak from the illness invading her and needed rest.  She took up residence in a small cottage just outside the village itself and began to recover her lost strength.  Though each night as she slept, the same nightmare brought her screaming to consciousness.  In her dream she was one of the beasts she fought and she was the one with the teeth and claws, rending the flesh of the innocent.  One night, when she awoke and stepped out into the moonlight to cool in the night air, the waxing crescent hung in the sky and she knew exactly what she had become…

Current Sketch

Today, Megan, despite her warm exterior is a very lonely person.  Having watched the deaths of all that she had ever loved, the event has left deep emotional scarring upon her.   Though she enjoys the company of others, she does so only to remind herself of her loneliness in the Demiplane of Dread.  She often ponders over why the Goddess Kerridwen took her to this world so steeped in vile evil.  The place reeks at every paw, constantly seeming as if it is trying to seep into the very pores of her skin.

Because of the past and the current standing of her life, Megan has devoted herself to what she used to be, a helper of others.  Though she recently became infected with Lycanthropy, she has developed a herbal remedy able to help contain the beast within when it screams to be released.  Even with her most careful precautions however, the wolf within has still escaped on nights when the moon is quarter full in its waxing stage in the night sky.  Other than the moon, she has discovered that the common Snowdrop has the same effect, whilst she searches into why this is, she is careful in the presence of nature.  Despite it being a great part of her religion.

Megan seems set to stay in Vallaki for some time now, journeying only small distances in her fight against darkness.  Though this stops her from going on hunts that would lead her into other lands, it also helps her aid those she knows most and contain the beast within when she can lock it away for the night.

Combat

Whilst Megan prefers to avoid fighting too close to her opponents, she is quite adept if forced into such situations.  Spells such as Flame Blade, Hold Person, Silence 15’ Radius, Dispel Magic and others come in useful when they are needed in this predicament.  Also, even without the use of her spells, she is proficient in the use of all knives, daggers and small weapons such as a sling and blowgun.  If she does use her silver lined dagger in melee, she also gains the Gypsy benefit of Knife Fighting.  This ability bestows a +1 attack and +2 damage bonuses to all melee attack with this weapon and all other daggers and knives.  Also, Megan gas studied into the Flame Blade spell and may cast the spell to produce a dagger-sized blade, this allows her to gain the +1 attack bonus with the weapon but not the bonus for additional damage.

As a Witch, Megan also has been granted several abilities that are tied to this power.  Though the Dark Powers, Cernunoss and Kerridwen now grant her powers, as they seem to be struggling over what power she should be granted.  Firstly, she is unable to detect other witches or those with the potential to become one.  This was not one of her powers on her true home and none power has seen fit to grant it to her on this one.  Like others, she is linked to the Weave, however, she has also been granted the ability to cast spells as a Gypsy in addition to those she gains from the Weave.  These spells are cast and memorised in the same way, the difference being the number of spells she is now entitled to memorise at a time.  Also, her spell casting has been effected in another way due to the bickering among those trying to control her abilities.  This is greatly effected in the potency of the magic she produces.

Each time Megan goes to cast a spell, she is forced to make an intelligence check with a -5 penalty.  If this check passes, that spell is cast as normal.  If the check is failed, then the following table should be consulted to see how the spell is effected.

D20
Effect

1
the spell does not take effect

2 the spell comes into effect as if cast by a 1st level caster

3 the spell comes into effect as if cast at 3 caster levels lower

4
the spell comes into effect as if cast at 2 caster levels lower

5
the spell comes into effect as if cast at 1 caster level lower

6-7
the spells’ duration is reduced to instantaneous

8-9
the spells’ duration is 50% of normal

10
the spells’ duration is 75% of normal

12
the spells’ duration is 125% of normal

12-13
the spells’ duration is 150% of normal

14-15
the spells’ duration is 200% of normal

16
the spell comes into effect as if cast at 1 caster level higher

17
the spell comes into effect as if cast at 2 caster levels higher

18
the spell comes into effect as if cast at 3 caster levels higher

19
the spell comes into effect as if cast by a 14th level caster

20
the spell takes on an additional effect*

*Roll on the Addition Power Table below

D8
Addition Power

1
if used to attack, the spell will inflict double the normal effect or damage

2
the caster has been infused with Weave energy and thus the spell works as normal, however, a second spell of the DM’s choice is also activated

3
the spell attracts a lot of negative energy that flows from the caster into the target, this target is forced to make a saving throw vs. Death Magic or lose a level of Life Energy (all targets, even the caster if she is the target)

4
if the spell has a more powerful version (i.e. Continual Light is an empowered Light spell) then the next more powerful variant is cast

5
the spell is cast as well as next lower powered version (i.e. Cure Serious wounds have Cure Light below it in power)

6
the caster is infused with Dark Planar Energy, this forces them to make a Power Check (1% + double spell level) or have the alignment slip one step towards Evil

7
The Dark Powers’ gain power over the Goddess and God for a moment and the caster is granted an ability and weakness like that of a failed Power Check (though not shifted towards a domain lord)

8
The Goddess or God gain power for a moment and the spell cast has triple the effect on those who are Evil aligned


This altered spell ability makes Megan hard to predict in battle and also to play, though given a little preparation; she can become a very fun character to play.

Megan is also infected with Lycanthropy and is hence an Infected Werewolf.  She despises this fact and sees it as a constant thorn in her side that she longs to purge from herself.

Other than her primary human form, the presence of a waxing crescent moon large pyre for burning is enough to make her lose control over her lupine side and take on the form of a wolfman hybrid.  The transformation to this form takes an entire round to complete and forces Horror checks upon those who look upon it unless they roleplay sufficiently.  If she has imbued the remedy that she always strives to complete, this transformation is delayed by d3+2 hours and will then take place immediately, regardless of what action Megan is taking or where she is.  During this delay in the transformation, she does all she can to reach a safe and unpopulated area so she can take on this hybrid form and minimise the risk of injury or death to innocent people.

Other than delaying her transformation, this herbal remedy does carry another side effect.  This causes her to be physically ill and take on the symptoms of stomach flu for next d3x3 days.  During this period, she may not cast spells and should maintain proper bed rest.  If this bed rest is disturbed for more than an hour a day or she carries out any strenuous activity, then that days’ rest is lost and another day is added in extension to those the illness remains.

This illness also inflicts a -3 or 15% penalty to all checks, dice rolls and other effects she has to make in that duration and she may not memorise, nor cast spells.

When Megan takes on her hybrid, wolfman form, she grows to about 7 feet in height and remains humanoid with a wolf’s head and fur cascading over her form.  She gains a strength score of 19 and a dexterity of 16 (though this score remains unchanged) and regenerates d6x10percent of all hit points lost since the transformation was due to take place.  When she reverts to her human form, this regeneration takes place once more unless she has been reduced to -10 or less hit points, in which case she is dead.

Megan’s hands take on the form of claws in her wolfman form and inflict 2d4 damage per blow in melee.  The suppleness of these claws they allow her to cast spells with somatic components and allow her to wield weapons as well as she normally can.  If she does opt to do the latter (20%) then she wields them with a +7 damage bonus from her high strength score.

Though her head is misshapen, her vocal chords remain intact, allowing her to cast spells she may have memorised with verbal components.  However, they are altered somewhat and this gives each spell she casts needing this component a 30% chance of failure with the addition of another 1% per spell level.  All of her spells are altered by the regular rules enforced by the conflict between her deities and the Dark Powers’ as noted above.

Finally, she is always suffers the effects of Bloodlust when she takes on her wolfman form, this makes her an almost mindless beast.  Though she retains her mentality once she has fed on at least 15lb of raw flesh, normally an innocent forest or mountain creature.

Other than her wolfman form, Megan tend to avoid eating meat, ingesting only 10lb of it a week.  She tends to ingest all of this in one meal in the secrecy of her own lodgings as she find the thought of consuming raw meat a revolting thing.

Also, other than the effects, abilities and weaknesses mentioned above, Megan is immune to all mundane weapons that strike her, causing them to bounce off her form harmlessly.  The only weapons that may inflict damage upon her are those containing silver or are enchanted in some manner.  Aconite (Wolfsbane) is poisonous to her, even though it is an ingredient to the remedy she produces for herself.  Having it enter her blood supply in its undiluted form will force her to make a saving throw vs. Petrify or she will die in agony.  If this herb is added to anything she is to ingest, she has a 75% chance of detecting it and avoiding all of the contaminated foods, drinks and so on.  Any mundane weapon coated with this herb will not inflict harm upon her physically but will still enforce the saving throw upon her to avoid instant death.

Adventure Hooks
· Megan is desperately in search of a rare and powerful herb to complete another remedy to fight of the ever more hungry beast within her and finally hears of it growing within the confines of Tepest. Though she is unable to make a journey of that length on her own, she is more than willing to hire others to retrieve it for her. The herb must be delivered alive and well cared for due to its fragility. However, there have been disappearances about the area in which the herb grows possibly the work of Hags, Fey or Goblins.

· Megan has been fighting a hard and downward battle against a spirit residing in the forests about Vallaki. With no others to aid her, she enters a final battle with the spirit and is struck down, left for dead. When the heroes find her, she is close to death and does not regain consciousness for some time, even when she does, she seems to have little memory of the past. Those in Vallaki know her and she pleads to the heroes to help her restore her lost memory. Together they must follow the recent events in Megan’s life, only when the spirit is defeated will her memories be freed from their prison within the spirits form. Also, if Megan has not had her memories restored and she changes into her hybrid form, she is forced to make a Madness check upon becoming human again. 

· Rumours of a wolfman attacking locals and farmer about Vallaki have been growing for sometime. Naturally, Megan suspects it to be herself, somehow escaping the silver lined cage in her cellar. She hires the heroes to look over her on the nights of the next waxing crescent, though she does not change, the killings carry on in the area. Megan has no choice but to trust those who now know her secret as they work together in tracking down and destroying the Lycanthrope responsible. 

· The wolf beast within Megan is now beyond the control of her remedies, no matter how powerful or potent she prepares them. it has also been able to escape its cage and finds herself waking in the forests and Balinoks. She now has no choice but to find a cure for her Lycanthropy at any cost. As she has herself locked away in a local sanitarium, Megan hires a powerful group of heroes to seek this cure. Only if the Werewolf responsible for her affliction is destroyed can she be released from the dreadful curse. A scar from a wound that Megan inflicted upon him can identify the beast and, unfortunately, the Werewolf is a highly respected Songmeister in one of the villages of Kartakass. Can this Werewolf be revealed and destroyed before Megan forever loses her soul to darkness? 

· Through her many visits to the Malodorous Goat Inn and the conversations she has there with many travellers passing through. Megan has heard stories of a powerful magical artefact or item that will stabilise her magical abilities. Though Megan is not willing to travel alone, the heroes just happen to arrive at the inn as she starts asking for the help of others in this quest. There is one catch that Megan was never told though, the item is a creation of Hazlik himself, the Darklord of Hazlan and he isn’t willing to part with this treasure so easily. Not unless the heroes and Megan perform him a small service or five. Recovering five amulets that were stolen from him by highly skilled thieves that are now scattered across the Core. Of course, Hazlik is most likely to betray the heroes and Megan once their work is done, but the possibilities for this mini campaign can be amazing. 

· After meeting Megan in the past, the heroes once more return to Vallaki to hear the worst of their old friend, that she went into the woods several months ago and disappeared, now feared dead. As the heroes stay in the village, they share the same dreams of Megan asking their aid. Eventually, Megan’s spirit appears before them, her body has been stolen from her and she begs them to recover it and the phylactery that now imprisons her soul. If the two are brought together, she will be restored to life. However, the phylactery is in a location unknown to her, all she knows is that no light penetrates its resting-place. Also, her body is now host to a sorcerous witch that seeks to create great evil in the guise of Megan herself. This could form into a campaign of its own with many visions on apparitions of Megan as she discovers more of her prison and slowly becomes more trapped by it, making the visions weaker and shorter. It may also involve further plots as the heroes uncover clues to those who may know the location of the sorcerous witch. The eventually showdown should keep plenty of drama and tension as the heroes race against time as Megan begins to fade completely into the Astral Plane, forever unable to regain her body. 



Charneka Varentowsky 

Male Human, 6th level Rogue (Gypsy) 

Neutral Good

STR: 8 (-1) 

DEX: 16 (+3) 

CON: 13 (+1) 

INT: 16 (+3) 

WIS: 15 (+2) 

CHA: 15 (+2) 

Fort: +3 

Ref: +8 

Will: +4 

Speed 30 ft 

Size M (5'6)

Initiative +3 

Armor class 13 

Hit points 35 

Attack bonus +3 (melee), +7 (ranged and daggers), +8 (pistols)

Skills: Balance +9, Disable device +9, Gunsmith +9, Hide +9, Intimidate +6, Intuit Direction +7, Move silently +9, Open Lock +9, Perform (juggling) +11 (with skill focus), Perform (singing) +7, Pick Pocket +9, Sense Motive +7, Tumbling +9 

Feats: Ambidexterity, Skill Focus (Perform: juggling), Weapon Finesse (dagger), Weapon Focus (Pistols) 

Languages: Paterna, Mordentish, Balok, Kartakan 

Character abilities: Sneak attack +3d6, Evasion, Uncanny dodge, Can't be flanked

Appearance 

Charneka is a young lad in his early twenties. His short hair is jet black and his complexion is slightly tanned. His azure-green eyes seem deep and his gaze can be entrancing. His features aren't especially handsome but his aura of exoticness renders him very interesting for the opposite sex. 

       His face is very smooth and he doesn't seem to have any facial hair. His frame is one worthy of an agile but frail athlete. And although his arms aren't muscular a bit, his legs are sturdy and quite muscled. His thin size might suggest a disease or eating disorder but he's actually in perfect health. He's human in every physical way but as his background will tell, he's actually a Vistani. Charneka never wears shoes or boots except in the winter. 

      He's used to travel barefooted and can run without problem on rock (he can't run for long anyway). He always cover his head with a yellow bandanna. He commonly wears a pair of patched-up pants and a light blue or green shirt. When he's got the money, he usually buys shirts with meticulous motifs sewed on the sleeves. He also wears a black sleeveless shirt over the paler shirt. Charneka is never seen without his without his trusty pistol and rapier. 

       These two weapons hang on a belt while his small smoke powder containers are on a belt across his chest. He never hides his pistol and shows it off at every opportunity. His rapier is silver coated. He always hides a few daggers on him since he's a fierce knife fighter. 

Background 

Charneka of the Varentowsky clan, of the Naiat tribe, of the Boem task was born in 730, Barovian Calendar. The clan was a small travelling circus and Charneka's parents were the jugglers. They taught their boy in their art and he became quite good at it. He got a sister when he was five. The young Vistani had an happy childhood, as a full member of his clan. Vistani history was taught to him and he was proud of his gypsy heritage. He also began to learn Vistani secrets and powers. His mother was a talented seer and she showed him a trick or two. 

       But Charneka really excelled at juggling with knives and was able to juggle with three knives while he was very young. He was taught to accept and protect his peers, and he was shown how to have compassion even towards giorgos. His clan was Naiat and they acted as such. Entertainment was in their blood. They were very honest and didn't pull any pranks on giorgos. In fact, they tolerated giorgos more than most Vistani and gave them a good deal of respect. They never accepted them however, like all Vistani. 

       Nobody except them knew of this unusual tolerance, many humans still saw them only as cutthroats and thieves. In 739 BC, this prejudice destroyed Charneka's dreams. The clan was travelling through Falkovnia, a domain in which they never stopped to perform because of the political regime. When they were camping near the Falkovnian/Dementian border, a group of giorgos approached the camp. They all had Drakov's sign burned on their forehead. 

        They claimed that they heard about the clan's prowess and wanted to see them perform for them. The Varentowsky were suspicious and told them to leave at once or they would fall prey to the evil eye. The Vistani knew it was a trap but didn't expect what came at them: a fireball thrown from the woods. The raunie's vardo was hit and she burned within it. Before the captain could issue any order, the Falkovnians were upon them and started to slaughter the clan members. Charneka was in the family vardo when he saw his mother beheaded. His father managed to back stab a Falkovnian before he fell. Charneka took his sister on his back and discreetly left the now burning vardo. He managed to flee into the woods even with his sister crying. He got lost however and after a day of wandering, he hid in a bush. 

       Charneka passed the next few years stealing to feed himself and his sister. They wandered from village to village in Dementlieu. Three years after the Great Upheaval, Charneka noticed a Canjar tribe in Port-à-Lucine. He immediately went to see them; it had been five years since he last saw one of his kind alive. They didn't welcome him, but they didn't rejected him either, they gave him and his sister a good bed and a good meal. The Vistani had agreed to take care of him and his sister until they were able to rebuild their tribe. Charneka found out that other Vistani tribes weren't as understanding as his own. 

       One year had barely passed when Charneka began to consider his saviors immoral and dangerous to giorgos. In 745, Charneka learned something that made him despise the Vistani ever since. His new Canjar tribe had set camp near the Dementian/Falkovnian border where his old tribe was slaughtered. Charneka didn't want to stay there so he decided to ask the raunie if the tribe could leave sooner. 

      When the young gypsy entered the vardo, the old Vistana answer his question before he opened his mouth: "No we won't leave tonight Charneka and yes, I know this is were your tribe met a horrible death!" 

       Charneka innocently asked: "How did you know?" 

       As you should know, we Vistana have known and always will know this kind of sinister crime against our own. Charneka pondered on this answer and came to a sudden realization: if they knew that the massacre was about to take place, why didn't they do anything. Charneka exploded and left the vardo in anger. He hurried to find his sister and took her with him and left the camp. He found the raunie blocking the way. She asked him why he wanted to leave. 

       “You are all monsters of the worse kind, I don't want to have anything to do with you!”

       “What are you then if you aren't Vistani? What were your parents if not Vistani?” 

“I don't know but we Varentowsky weren't Vistani. We were gypsies, helping one another.” 

      The raunie attempted to explain how one cannot escape his destiny but Charneka didn't believe in her enigmatic explanation of how fate works. He decided to act, using his Vistani power for the first and last time: "By my parent's name, until Vistani everywhere find good in their wicked hearts, I shall be called Vistani no more!" Young Charneka left the tribe right afterwards. A year after he left the Canjar, he got separated from his sister when local authorities apprehended him for robbery. Although he escaped, he never found her since he was force to flee the capital and he started roaming the Core. 

Current Sketch 

Charneka is now alone, his neither accepted by giorgos or Vistani. He relies entirely on himself and the few friends he has made throughout the years. A curse now hangs on him, a self-inflicted curse which transformed him into a giorgo. He doesn't regret doing it and proudly shows his gypsy heritage. Charneka wanders around the Western Core, performing and sometimes stealing for a living. Often being forced to steal, he became a wanted man in Mordent, Kartakass, Sithicus and Invidia. Charneka's goal is simple, to help all those of have been wronged by the Vistani. He tries to find ways to remove curses, interpret Vistani predictions but he will in no circumstance attack them except if they attack someone first. Charneka also helps everyone in need to the best of his capabilities. He sometime joins adventuring parties but never stays for too long, because he wants to avoid the static burn even though he's now immune to it. Among his friends there's: a knight of the shadows, Larissa Snowmane, Tara Kolyana and he even met Van Richten once before the doctor disappeared. 

Personality

 Charneka is a kind young man, always willing to give his life for others. He doesn't give his trust to anyone but when he does, it lasts for life and knows no boundaries. Being alone in the world, he tend to help those who are also alone by giving them comfort. He's always on the look out for Vistani victims. Charneka is hard to follow when he talks about his heritage: he's proud to be a gypsy, yet he despises every other gypsy he encounters. He's ashamed that he was once a Vistana but he's honored to be a Varentowsky. He keeps hidden that he was once Vistana but says loudly that he was from the Varentowsky tribe. His gypsy honor dictates his conduct and woe to the one who insults his tribe. While he's normally no the type to brag, Charneka spent so much time in Dementlieu that he tends to look down upon people from domains without firearm technology. He considers them more primitive domains but he tries not to offend anyone since it ain't there fault. Charneka loves to show off in front of audiences, being from a Naiat tribe, it's not a surprise. Whenever he can, he juggles while singing with one knife, then two, three and so on. He's even more show off when lovely damsels are in the crowd and he loves their company. He's loves to flirt with them especially if they're from less European domains like Sri Raji and Har Akir. Kind and friendly with his friends, he's merciless towards his opponents. He fights to the death unless the opponent is helpless. Charneka is known to hold grudge for long periods of time. 

Combat 

Charneka loves to fight with three different kind of weapons that he uses in certain situations. First of all, he uses his snap lock pistol whenever he needs to cover a friend, drive away harmless assailants or to use heavy force (breaking chains or locks). Smoke powder being very costly, he doesn't use his gun very often and most of the time it's only to frighten people from domains less advanced in technology. He learned to use firearms because Vistani don't like them and find them disgusting weapons. The other weapon he uses is his silver coated rapier. He uses it against creatures vulnerable to silver and when he's in a melee. His practice a lot and hopes to eventually become as good with the rapier as he is with the dagger. The third weapon he uses is the dagger. The one he uses belonged to his father and the hilt is shaped like a unicorn and as magical enchantment making it a +1 weapon. He fights with a dagger when he's one on one and when he uses his sneak attack. Charneka never hesitate to use his sneak attack and laughs at anyone who finds it dishonest.



Yaoi Huntress Earth 

8th. Level Human Rouge, Neutral 

Str: 10 (0)

Dex: 18 (+4) 

Con: 12 (+1)

Int: 13 (+1)

Wis: 11 (0)

Cha: 17 (+3)

Fort: 3 

Reflex: 10

Will: 2 

Melee: 6 

Ranged: 5

HD/HP: 8d6, 46

AC: 14 

Initiative: 4 

Base Attack Bonus: 6/1 

Weapon: Guardian Sceptre (1d8, +2)

 Special Power: Teleport

 Skills: Alchemy (5), Appraise (7), Bluff (7), Craft (5), Decipher Script (3), Diplomacy (7), Gather Info (10), Hide (8), Knowledge (arcana, religion, geography, history, local, nobility and royalty) +7, Listen (4), Move Silently (8), Read Lips (5), Sense Motive (4) 

Feats: Alertness, Dodge, Weapon Specialty (sceptor), Uncanny Dodge (can't be flanked) Sneak Attack: 4d6

Guardian Sceptor: A strong sceptor created by an alchemist client in return for some information. It also can launch bolts of power at 1d6. Bolt charges are 30 before it needs to be recharged.

Teleport: Yaoi Huntress Earth is allowed to teleport anywhere in the planes, but is unable to take anyone with her. This was an agreement before she could set up in Ravenloft, though she doesn't remember who this agreement was with or what they looked like. 

Yaoi Huntress Earth is a 21-year-old girl/woman whose youthful looks could easily pass her off as 16 or 18. Her black-brown hair is in an inverted bob that reaches her chin. She wears a pair of thin-rimmed glasses that are vital for her to see. (She's almost legally blind without them.) She has a slightly Asian look to her. Her outfit is a sleeveless black mini-dress with a flowing skirt and a thick, blue stripe that goes down the middle of the front and back.

Background

       There are a lot of secrets in this world and I can find them for you if you want. It's not that I have the time to fight for love and justice of planet Earth anymore. At one time I was a Sailor Scout. What's that? Think of magical protector that represents a certain plane or area. It was a nice deal, I got to forkful a childhood dream and protect my home planet under the name Sailor Earth, but it all went sour when the sailor council decided I wasn't pulling my weight and had me fight off three other scouts hungry for my position. I tried, but in the end I lost when I got "distracted." Forbidden Lore: The real reason Yaoi Huntress Earth was forced to fight the gauntlet was due to a duel of ethics between her and the husband of the council leader. It was his doing that distracted her long enough for her to get knocked out. I had to give up everything: my Sailor Earth mantle, my Earth Rage Blasts, my Earth Sceptre, and contact with the other scouts. At least they gave me a parting gift, the ability to teleport between realms. All scouts have this to a degree, but I can go whereever I want.

      Thanks to this talent, I have made a name for myself as a seller of information. I know this isn't much, but it's what I am. 

Current status

                          Yaoi Huntress Earth has gained an interest in the land of the mists and has become a hunter and gather of information to those who are able to summon and buy her services. Just remember that she's not responsible for the effects that one suffers from what they learn. 

Summoning the Huntress: Anyone who is able to use a special summon spell or tossing a huntress token in the air and using the command word. She usually gives returning customers a token if they need her help. If she finds something that a frequent customer would find interesting, she may appear to them and give them the titbit for free. 

Huntress Tokens: A half-dollar sized (American) coin that has an "H" one side and the profile of the huntress’ herself. Each coin is made of a different substance and needs a different command word to work.

Huntress Contract: All potential clients must sign a contract that they agree not to hold her responsible if the information is useless or not what they want to hear. Though she will never lie or smudge any information, she can not 100% guarantee that it will not be a false lead. Personality: The pain of losing her Sailor Scout status has lessened since becoming a huntress. She enjoys her work and likes to make her clients happy so she carries a neutral opinion toward them no matter how evil or good they are. She has made friends with both heroes and darklords, which is of yet to get her in trouble. To keep it that way, she makes sure to not get aquatinted with her client’s enemies if she cannot help it and has the right to cancel a deal if it interferes with her current plans. If she is unable to find what her clients need, she'll try to bargain with something else.

 NOTE: Yaoi Huntress Earth will not do anything evil or devious to achieve what she wants if she can help it.

Combat

               The huntress' main objective is information and will try to avoid combat if necessary. If it cannot be avoided or she just wants a good fight every now and then, she'll relay on her speed and will escape with her teleport if things aren't going good.



Vallaki
756 Barovian Calendar


Chandra slid the bolts back across the door to the Malodorous Goat Tavern. Juan started to count the day’s takings. Gillean put his feet on a table. “Good day’s takin’s, eh?” he asked in his gruff voice.

      “It’d probably be more if Chandra stopped pocketing half of her takings.” Lillith chuckled.

      “Thems tips, harlot!” Chandra snapped, “Per’aps you’d take more if ye’d stopped airin’ yer gums and flirtin’s with the men and started servin’ more drinks!”

      Millie shook her head. “We’d probably made more if we did not have to give the new girl’s parents some money to say sorry for the accident.”

      Five pairs of eyes stared at the fresh blood patch on the floor. By complete accident the weather vane had fallen off the ceiling and through the roof. It had not hit the poor girl; rather it had hit the table across the room from her. This caused the table to flip, throwing its contents across the room. Its contents had currently been a steak dinner. Two steak knives flew at the new girl and had hit her in the arm and the leg. She had lost her balance and stumbled to the fire-pit. Fortunately she avoided the flames, but she tripped over the logs prepared for burning. She had fallen back and impaled herself on the poker. She had ran across the room in shock, but had collided with a support pillar that held the roof up. This caused her to fall backwards onto the weather vane. The cockerel’s head had exploded through her chest. Chandra was still upset because she was the one who had to clear the mess, Lillith was in shock and Millie had tried to comfort her. Juan had gone to try to tell Mr Pann and Gillean was outside. Miraculously, through all of that the girl’s red chequered apron had remained perfectly clean. Currently Chandra was wiping a table with it.

      “Mr Pann wasn’t ‘appy.” Juan looked up from his counting. “He hates being disturbed.”

      “When do we get a new girl in then?” Millie asked.

      “I put a card in the general store. Soon enough, sweetheart.” Gillean leered at Millie, then ducked the tankard she threw at him. “Der’s always a girl looking for a respectable job in these parts.”

      The assembled staff stopped and thought. The words “girl”, “looking” and “respectable” were rarely heard in Vallaki. Juan shook his head. He hated interviewing for more staff. The girl was the fifth person in as many weeks to die in tragic circumstances. “We got 100 gold pieces today, that’s up twenty since yesterday.”

      “Mr Pann won’t be ‘appy,” Chandra said, “He’s still wantin’ those high falootin’ prices from were he’s from.”

      The staff nodded in agreement. “We’re not gonna for go pay again just to please him, are we?” Gillean asked.

      “I’m certainly not!” Chandra snapped. “I’ve nearly got enough to leave this hellhole and start my acting career in Port-a-Lucine!”

      Lillith sighed, she had heard of Chandra’s acting plans. She had seen her act. She still woke screaming sometimes. “You’ll never leave. At least not with out  Eriziah, the butcher boy! We all know you’ve got a thing for him.”

      “I do not!” Chandra protested.

      “Oh, the childish bickering that is my staff.” A distinguished man stood at the top of the stairs. “I am so glad to have caught you all together. Where is, erm, what was her name? Sandra?”

      “Sara?” Lillith offered.

      “Saskia?” Chandra chipped in.

      “I thought it was Sasha.” Juan said.

      “Anyway, where is she?” 

      “I am sorry Mr Pann. It happened again.” Juan indicated the weathervane.

      “It fell on her?” Pann asked.

      “Sort of.”

      “I don’t have time for this. Look, I have been searching through the books and have noticed that we seemed to make more money when we hired actors to put on small plays, or hired bards, troubadours. Now I know that we can not afford these at the moment, so I have an idea…”

      The staff shared a communal shudder; they knew what was coming.

*          *          *          *          *

The next day there was a sign hung outside the Malodorous Goat Tavern it read:

Ladies and Gentlemen, The Malodorous Goat Tavern Proudly Presents:

Based on the famed ‘Dead Travel Fast’ Romance series of novels:

Starring our very own Chandra Gynn as “Operia Lockerly”:

I Loved, I Lost, I Resurrected!

With Juan Maanuso as “Reginald the Corpse” and Lillith Gutran as “Lady Lockerly”

In smaller writing underneath as sign read:

Minimum two drinks per customer. All drinks cost twice regular price.

Once inside building drinks must be bought before you can leave.
Although this sign could easily bee misinterpreted as decoration, which is what Mr Pann intended.

     ‘Backstage’, i.e. the storeroom, Chandra fiddled with her costume. “I can’t wait!” she said, with uncharacteristic cheeriness.

      Juan stared at her through the green sludge that was supposed to make him look dead. “Remind me why I am the corpse.”

      “Because Gillean was too short and too tall.” Millie said, heaving at the corset around Lillith’s waist. “Breath in girl! We’ve nearly got it!”

      Lillith, who was turning blue due to lack of air, turned to Chandra. “Are you ready, daughter?” she asked, her eyes seemed to protrude slightly from her head, as if she was being squeezed by a giant.

      “Yes! Mr Pann, we’re ready!” Chandra called. She was acting like an excited little girl. The other’s had not been with in five feet of her all day. It was scarier than an invitation to Castle Ravenloft. They eyed her like frightened animals that have just seen the wolf picking flowers.

      Mr Pann stepped onto the makeshift stage. “LADIES AND GENTLEMEN!” he bellowed. “Welcome to the first in a new series of productions put on by the Malodorous Goat Staff! Tonight we see the greatest love story ever to leave Necropolis! I Loved, I Lost, I Resurrected!” He bowed majestically and left the stage.

     Juan walked on and lay down. Then Lillith and Chandra came on. “Oh. My. Word. Operia, I. See. That. You’re. Lover. Has. Died.”

      “Mfgh.” Chandra said. The see of maybe twenty faces stared at her. She could feel them looking at her. The butcher boy was there, one of his companions next to him, lying face down in a pool of drool, four empty Meekelbrau mugs scattered in front of him. Sweat beaded on her forehead. Lillith said something. “Wha’?”

      “I said ‘Oh, I see you’re lover has died.’” She looked at Chandra. “Chandra? Are you OK?” she said in a stage whisper. “You’re wigs slipped!”

      Chandra looked down to Juan, his chest was shaking with suppressed laughter. She looked at Mr Pann. He was white with rage. Something broke. Chandra screamed. She jumped off the stage and ran out of the bar and towards the copse of trees where the children played.

      Juan looked at Lillith, who shrugged. They looked at Mr Pann. He was whispering something to Millie dramatically. Millie nodded and headed for the stage. With some effort she clambered up. “Oh, mother. What shall I do?” she leant close to Lillith’s ear. “I’m playing Operia. Gillean has gone to look for Chandra.”

      Lillith nodded. She looked at the crowd. “I. Guess. This. Means. That. The. Wedding. Is. Off.” She said in the broken speech of the first time actor.

      “Perhaps not mother…”

*          *          *          *          *

The audience filed out happily. Gillean had found Chandra sitting under a tree. He had waited until the performance was over to bring her back.

      When they entered Lillith and Millie where sitting in a swamp of flowers. “Oh, Lily! They are pretty!”

      Lillith picked up a bouquet of Sithican black roses and handed them to Chandra. “Here, you where great!” she tried not to laugh. Millie failed. Soon the entire room, with the exceptions of Mr Pann, because he never laughed, and Chandra, because they were laughing at him, exploded into peals of hysteria.

      Chandra stormed off to bed. The others looked happily at each other. “Well, Juan, what did we make tonight?”

      “250 gold pieces!” The man answered happily. “And they seemed to enjoy the play.”

      “Good. Now everyone to bed. We have to prepare for tomorrow night.”

      Millie looked at Mr Pann. “Why? What are we doing tomorrow night?”

      “The same thing we do every night: try to intoxicate Vallaki!” Mr Pann said menacingly.

      The others looked at each other, then slowly backed towards the stairs to bed.
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drinnikshoehorn@hotmail.com

Editor

Introduction

Drinnik Shoehorn

Conclusion

* * *
When I first suggested that we do a Netbook for our characters I honestly thought that it would not get very far. I was shocked when it actually took off! I would like to thank a few people: Matt Bramley for his endless cheerleading, the Kargatane, past and present, for their support and everyone who made this possible. 

A special thanks to the Taverners, thanks for helping me discover a use for 3:00 am!

Where did Drinnik come from? Well, he started as a character for Matt’s Planescape campaign, but never actually made it to the planes (search the SotK for evidence!). 
Mark Jackman

jediwolfe@hotmail.com

Brom Van Tassel

*  *  *

Brom is Mark's second NPC to be published in a Ravenloft netbook, the first being Carnagan Wolfe. Unlike his first attempt, Brom was created after actually having played in Ravenloft.

Phil Boulanger

shadowbornhot@caramail.net

Charneka Varentowsky

*  *  *

I'm from Canada, Québec and it's been 9 years now that I've taken the DM's chair. I've started to DM in Ravenloft four years ago with House of Strahd and I've never stopped ever since. Charneka was the first Ravenloft NPC I created and he's been the only one. My player's always loved to have him by their side even if sometimes I play him too well. Hoping that Charneka will help other PC everywhere, I dedicate his history to my players who supported me for those four years I've spent in the Mists. Au revoir!

Betty K.

fineromance@hotmail.com
Evee Beiderbecke

*  *  *

Let me just say that Evee’s down to earth side is really the opposite of me as I’m quite delirious most of the time. 

I like good wines, good restaurants, good company, pick-nicks in graveyards, reading books, swimming in jello, biking and other nice stuff life should provide (mostly all at the same time). 

  That is why I would not like to be undead (really, Drinnik, I mean it, stay away or I’ll stake you. Thank you, have a good night ().

Oh yeah, I forgot to say I drive 1 ½ hour each day to get to work and back, so I have plenty of time each day to get madder or for ideas (and, oh yeah, I want to add I took the name from Bix Beiderbecke, cool jazz trumpet player)

Eddy Brenna

demongod@elhazard.net

The Lost Wiccan

*  *  *

Lenny Molina

LWM1998@pomona.edu

Prisoner of the Mists

*  *  *

Well, I've become surprisingly fond of "The Prisoner," who began as nothing more than a comfortably anonymous alias as I checked out this "message board thing." He sincerely regrets that he's missed all the excitement over Galen, but maybe he'll be back soon. The Prisoner's affairs in Borca became quite intense rather quickly. It's been a rough semester; for a look at the Prisoner's real-world adventures and ongoing battle against a defiler lich, visit www.studentbfs.org. So in honor of the roughest semester of my life, I humbly dedicate the Prisoner of the Mists to all the eco-warriors of this world, who strive and strive against the faceless power of true evil. Our own Champions of the Mists, they bring light to the darkness, and hope to the oppressed.

David Cicalese

jasperot9l@yahoo.com

Jasper O’ the nine lives

Eric Dashen
stagemanager27@hotmail.com
Malcolm Harrison

*  *  *

Eric is a Theater Management student at the University of Portland.

He began 'roleplaying' in middle-school but did not get serious until a few years later.

 Ravenloft has been his favorite setting since he discovered it back in 1998.


Alexi Podgouzov

archloner@hotmail.com

Amelia Voronaev and Emil Grifton

*  *  *

Jared ?

adamgarou@hotmail.com

Castor Ravenwood

*  *  *

Matt Doyle

Strahdsbuddy@hotmail.com
Interlude

Professor Mortimer Wachter

*  *  *

Matt Bramley

treborminntt@hotmail.com

Trebor Minntt

*  *  *

Trebor came about back in ’96 as an NPC sage and since then has evolved as a character in more ways than most PC’s I’ve ever had. The old man has been through a lot in his life and 700 years is hard to document, so barely a week goes by without some new exploit being added to his list of achievements. Enough about him and on to me. I’m a 20-year-old student soon to be training in legalised grave robbing (Archaeology), I’ve been DMing for 6 years and wandering the planes for the last 5 but it was in 1990 that I came to know worlds beyond our own. It is on that note I would like to dedicate Trebor to the man who gave me my first portal key (which lead to Krynn, Solace to be exact), Robert Bolson. I would also like to congratulate Andy for actually finishing the book, I am genuinely impressed that he could put this much effort into anything.

Carrie Kube

yaoi_huntress_earth@hotmail.com

Yaoi Huntress Earth

3rd Edition Conversions
*  *  *

Nathan Okerlund

sealionii@hotmail.com

Dmitri Stanislaus and Druidical Anchorite

Peregrine and Executioner of Tyr

*  *  *
Dustin Rathbun

dusitinrathbun@hotmail.com

The Barstaff

Grigg Deadbreaker

*  *  *

Special Thanks:

Stu Turner, Andrew Cermak, Andrew Wyatt, Andrew Hackard, Joe Bardales and John Mangrum. Thanks for the support guys!
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