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Introduction  to th is year½s theme 
 

ñThere are many, many, many worlds branching out at each moment 

you become aware of your environment and then make a choice.ò  

ɶ Kevin Michel  

ñAll my life," he said, "I have been strangely, vividly conscious of 

another region ðnot far removed from our own world in one sense, 

yet wholly different in kind ðwhere great things go on unceasingly, 

where immense and terrible personalities hurry by, intent on vast 

purposes compared to which earthly affairs, the rise and fall of 

nations, the dest inies of empires, the fate of armies and continents, 

are all as dust in the balanceò ɶ Algernon Blackwood  

ñI sank back, deeper into the parallel universe I had found.ò  ɶ Olivia 

Sudjic  

" 

 

Esteemed members of the Fraternity, 

Miladies, 

2021 saw the release of a new version of Ravenloft in 5th editionΦ LǘΩǎ ŀƴ 

ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜ ς old timer fans ς would have done it. 

Some will like it;  some will use this new Ravenloft to get inspiration.  

So, ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘƛǎ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ǘƘŜƳŜ: other options of how Ravenloft could be.  

Thank you to all authors and readers! Do not forget to review what you like 

and dislike. Enjoy this netbook! 

Joël and Ron of the FoS  

www.FraternityOfShadows.com 

PS: many, many thanks to Benjamin Bauml and Mark Bartels for their help in 

editing the articles. If you want to thank them, their email is masj 

http://www.fraternityofshadows.com/
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Hands Stained With Shadow 
Subclasses from Grim Hollow in the Dread Realms 

By Jonathon ºHell_Born» Crawford  
 

 

Author's Note:  When Van Richten's Guide to 

Ravenloft released the official 5th edition setting 

conversion of Ravenloft to the public in 2021, it was 

surprisingly underwhelming in terms of player-

focused content. In particular, only two new 

subclasses were on offer to represent the unique 

adventurers likely to be found in the Dread Realms: 

the College of Spirits Bard, and the Undead Patron 

Warlock. 

Fortunately, 2021 also saw the release of the Grim 

Hollows Player's Guide, by Ghostfire Gaming; a 

sourcebook aimed at players interested in their 5th 

edition-based Dark Fantasy setting. In the vein of 

articles from Quoth the Ravens past, such as "Sword, 

Fist and Mist", this article will analyze the twenty-

four subclasses from that sourcebook and discuss 

potential origins and plot hooks for them in games of 

Ravenloft. 

Whilst this article will provide an overview of each 

subclass's core identity, it will not provide mechanics 

for them. Interested readers who have never heard 

of this sourcebook before are encouraged to buy it 

and support Ghostfire Gaming. 

 

 

 

 

Barbarian 

Path of  the Fractured 

A barbarian following the Path of the Fractured 

takes a more cerebral approach to the traditional 

barbarian's rage-fueled fighting style. Rather than 

simply allowing themselves to be controlled by their 

fury, or tap into it when needed, the Fractured 

studies and practices esoteric psychological 

techniques in order to fundamentally split their 

psyche into two halves; the intellectual "Ego" and 

the emotional "Id". Of course, in the misty realms, 

other Fractured may find themselves pursuing this 

path involuntarily; their mind splinters after 

exposure to some horror that so traumatized them 

that they were forced to simultaneously tap into 

their deepest survival instincts and wall them off 

from the rest of their mind. 

Regardless of whether they chose this path or it was 

forced upon them, the Path of the Fractured carries 

distinct powers. When the "Ego" persona is in 

control, the barbarian gains heightened intellectual 

abilities, whilst when the "Id" takes over, the body is 

enhanced. Indeed, Fractured in their "Id" personas 

physically change to the point they are barely 

recognizable; most human Fractured end up looking 

like calibans, whilst caliban Fractured can end up as 

truly monstrous! 
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Fractured who deliberately took this path are only 

found in domains where the practice of alienism is 

established. Such realms include Mordent, 

Dementlieu, Darkon, Lamordia, and Nova Vaasa. 

Such Fractured often have some connection to the 

mental illness research facilities present in these 

domains; they may not have been active 

practitioners of psychological treatment themselves, 

but they may well have corresponded with the 

practitioners residing there. Deliberately Fractured 

often have a superiority complex, feeling that their 

ability to manipulate their minds and receive such 

obvious benefits from doing so elevates them above 

the "common herd". The deliberately Fractured tend 

to act with the greatest coherency between their 

two personas. Whilst some do indeed view their 

"Ego" and "Id" as separate, they will rarely exhibit 

behaviors associated with multiple personality 

disorders. 

One exception to the general origins of deliberately 

Fractured above is that the Thaani of Barovia may 

well have passed down fighting traditions honed 

during their history in Bluetspur that functionally 

equate to the Fractured path. 

In comparison, the accidentally Fractured can arise 

from any walk of life. All that matters is that they 

were confronted with something so terrible that not 

only did it awaken their most bestial survival 

instincts, but the trauma has left them reeling. This 

most likely resulted as a result of confrontation with 

a monster or some truly wicked villain, but it's 

possible that the Fractured may simply have fallen 

afoul of a particular bad reaction to drug use in 

domains such as Nova Vaasa. Many of these 

Fractured were patients in a mental asylum at least 

once. Some may believe themselves to be 

possessed... and that could actually be the case.  

The accidentally Fractured often have minds that 

haven't diverged as fully or cleanly as their 

deliberate counterparts. These Fractured may 

actively be aware of their two personas and even 

communicate between themselves. They may 

actively hate their opposite sides, which can 

manifest as everything from verbal abuse directed to 

their "other self" to fighting for dominance. 

Path of  the Primal Spirit 

Barbarians who walk the path of the Primal Spirit 

emerge from backgrounds almost identical to those 

who walk the path of the Totem Warrior. Both 

barbarians revere sacred animal spirits and learn to 

forge a mystic link with a specific spirit that 

empowers them. But whereas the Totem Warrior 

learns to channel that spirit's essence, imbuing 

themselves with innate magical abilities whilst in the 

throe of rage, the Primal Companion instead forges a 

deeper link - one so strong that their companion 

spirit takes physical form and travels at their side. 

These barbarians can often be mistaken for the 

beastmaster ranger, until they fall into their 

characteristic battle fury. 

Primal companions are most likely to emerge from 

the more primordial regions of the Demiplane of 

Dread, the same as their Totem Warrior 

counterparts. Barovia, Kartakass, Invidia, Valachan 

and Nova Vaasa are all likely homes for these 

barbarians. 

Bard 

College of  Adventurers 

Whilst all people love stories and songs of mighty 

heroes and bold adventurers, bards of the so-called 

College of Adventurers take these tales to their 

hearts. To an adventurer-bard, these are more than 

just morality tales or popular entertainment; they 

are very practical guides to how to follow in the 

footsteps of these heroes and survive. 

An adventurer-bard seeks to become a jack of all 

trades, to the point that they can develop the ability 

to mimic other adventuring classes to a limited 

degree, whilst also honing their practical knowledge 

as far as they can. These traits make them incredible 

versatile, and an excellent fit into almost any kind of 

party. 
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Bards are found throughout the realms of mist, but 

the College of Adventurers is particularly associated 

with people who celebrate adventurers in their 

stories and songs. In the core, this largely covers 

Kartakans, Forfari, and the Darkonese; adventurer-

bards from these lands are fairly normal. However, 

any individual inspired by bardic tales to pursue 

greatness could take this subclass, and thus realms 

normally characterized by their hostility to 

adventurers or their apathy, such as Barovia or 

Tepest, are likely to give rise to these bards, as 

unusually bold and cloistered youth take strength 

and hope from the old tales to the point that they 

finally gain the courage to leave. 

College of  Dirge Singers 

None who have ever mourned can doubt the powers 

of grief and melancholy. Whilst funerary musicians 

are common to much of the Core, the true Dirgist, a 

bard who has learned to tap the dark powers of 

necromancy through their music, is something else 

entirely. 

Dirgists in the core are predominantly associated 

with Darkon, and especially eastern Darkon, with the 

tradition reputedly having originated from the isle of 

Liffe in the Nocturnal Sea. In Darkon, their style of 

music is referred to as "The Graveyard School". 

Ironically, whilst Kartakans avidly perform at 

funerals, they revile the dirgist as a borderline 

blasphemy; Kartakan funerals practice music to 

celebrate life, whilst the dirgist calls upon the 

powers of death through paens of grief, sorrow and 

loss. Sources are conflicted as to whether or not the 

far-off realm of Souragne is either similarly opposed 

to dirgists for reasons akin to the Kartakans, or if it is 

another haven for the school. 

 

Cleric 

Eldritch  Domain: 

Clerics who embrace the Eldritch domain wield 

divine power in its rawest, most sanity-blasting form. 

They draw upon the powers of madness and dreams, 

speaking as the tongues of gods thought long dead. 

Ineffable, unknowable, these are the patrons of the 

Eldritch. 

Obviously, such clerics are born, not made. There are 

no major religions or mainstream faiths in the Core 

that pay homage to such esoteric deities. An Eldritch 

Cleric typically arises spontaneously or after 

discovering some ancient grimoire that reveals long-

forgotten lore. They are the leaders of small cults 

and the magi reigning over secret societies, and as 

such they can be found anywhere in the Demiplane 

of Dread. In Hazlan, a Mulan noble who unearths an 

ancient tablet from a private dig on their property 

may study it on a whim, only to find themselves 

haunted by terrible lucid dreams and haunted by 

shadowy figures. Beachcombers on the shores of the 

Nocturnal Sea discover golden relics, and wake 

screaming in the night of lost Shay-lot and the God 

Below. Manic figures in Lamordia scream of ancient 

powers returning to claim the world that mankind 

has inherited, and are dismissed by their "rational" 

kin. 

Inquisition Domain 

A cleric of the Inquisition believes in two things; that 

their god is supreme above all others, and that 

arcane magic is a blasphemy that must never be 

tolerated. Suffused with this certainty and the power 

of hate, the Inquisitors are deadly enemies to those 

they believe to be enemies of their church - 

especially spellcasters. 

As designed, the Inquisition domain most strongly 

resonates with the Lawgiver faith of Nova Vaasa and 

Hazlan. Of these two domains, the Inquisitor almost 

certainly comes from Nova Vaasa; would-be 
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"witchhunters" tend to fare poorly in Hazlan, whose 

witchking takes a dim view of being called 

"abomination". 

A good secondary alternative would be to play the 

Inquisitor as a Tespestani Cleric of Belenus; whilst 

the class features are specifically focused on battling 

spellcasters over fey creatures, the combination of 

the fey's tendency to rely on spells and the 

Tepestani Inquisition's secondary status as the 

demiplane's premier "witchhunters" makes the fit 

still quite a solid one. 

Lastly, an unusual option for this subclass would be 

to play a Cleric of Ezra from the Nevuchar Springs 

sect; whilst Ezra's faith doesn't specifically focus on 

battling spellcasters, it does traditionally hold a great 

deal of enmity for rival clerics, which the highly 

militant Nevuchar Springs sect is most likely to act 

on. An Ezran Inquisitor could be devoted to battling 

divine spellcasters instead of the traditional arcane 

ones, eager to prove the supremacy of the Lady in 

the Mists and to defeat the "heathen" priests who 

lead folks astray. 

Druid 

Circle of  Blood 

Whilst druids in general are characterized as the 

followers of "the old ways", the Circle of Blood 

practices a particularly old form of magic; the magic 

of blood and sacrifice. Blood is the essence of life, 

and as such it holds great power to those who know 

how to tap it. Druids of Blood are able to draw 

strength from the deaths of those around them, as 

well as to reach out and unleash the primal strength 

contained within an ally's blood. 

Discuss with your Dungeon Master before taking this 

class! In the eyes of some DMs, this class's focus on 

blood magic means it may be too close to the dark 

arts to be tolerated as a player character. 

Druids of Blood emerge wherever the druids of the 

Dread Realms are particularly contested, seeking to 

harness death to turn against their many foes. The 

most obvious source for such a druid is the 

Forfarians of Forlorn, who seek to employ its 

sangromantic rites to aid them in their ongoing 

battle against the goblyns that defile that land. 

Otherwise, a blood druid may arise anywhere that 

individuals may look to the old magics for power, 

likely arising as a weird hermit with a sinister 

reputation in the more remote and wild domains 

such as Barovia, Invidia, Verbrek, or Kartakass. 

Circle of  Mutation  

All druids believe that nature is something that must 

be championed and protected. But what separates 

Druids of Mutation from their brothers and sisters is 

their decidedly unorthodox methodology. Having 

witnessed the ways humanoids have transcended 

nature's limits, they believe that nature needs a 

helping hand, and so they seek to manipulate the 

very fabric of life, altering and twisting plants and 

animals to imbue them with new abilities. They start 

by focusing on altering their own forms through Wild 

Shape, but slowly gain the ability to transform other 

beasts as well. 

Most druids regard Druids of Mutation as 

blasphemers, but the Druids of Mutation believe 

that their efforts are what will ultimately save nature 

from destruction at humanoid hands. 

In the Core, Druids of Mutation will primarily arise 

from Lamordia; such druids will probably not have 

quite the same religious beliefs about nature as 

druids from other realms, and may instead view 

themselves more as scientists unlocking the secrets 

of life and evolution. Their sanity may often be 

circumspect. 

Another major source for Druids of Mutation is the 

Red Academy of Hazlan; Hazlik has long focused on 

the study of warping, shaping and creating life, so 

Mulan or Rashemani students of the Academy with 

similar inclinations could manifest talents akin to a 

Druid of Mutation. Such a character is likely 

multiclassed as a Wizard, but you could discuss with 
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your Dungeon Master about instead using this 

subclass as a Wizard's subclass that also provides 

access to the Wild Shape ability. 

Other Druids of Mutation will emerge from across 

the Core in more singular fashions. Perhaps your 

Druid studied an obscene manual on fleshcrafting 

recovered from Bluetspur, or maybe you were a 

student of Falkfuhrer Doktor Vjorn Horstman at the 

Falkovnian Ministry of Science. 

Fighter 

Bulwark  Warrior  

Though the fighter's role is often regarded as simple, 

the truth is that it is just as complex and 

multifaceted as any other. After all, there are many 

faces to combat, and no mortal can hope to master 

them all. Bulwark Warriors focus on the art of 

defensive combat. With strength, endurance, a 

sturdy shield, and the thickest armor they can find, 

Bulwark Warriors form impregnable walls in the face 

of the fiercest obstacle. 

No one domain in the Core is particularly 

"associated" with this subclass, as it represents a 

fairly universal concept. In fact, its reliance on heavy 

armor and durability is likely to be seen as 

somewhat old-fashioned in the more modern 

domains such as Borca or Dementlieu. 

The dwarves of Darkon are probably the closest 

thing to a "native culture" that the Bulwark Warrior 

has, as it embodies the traditional dwarven fighting 

style to a T. This means it has likely passed on to 

other Darkonese warriors, especially those from 

areas with notable dwarf populations. 

The only other noteworthy source of Bulwark 

Warriors is Falkovnia, whose brutal military tactics 

plunge their soldiers into grim, life-or-death 

struggles. Whilst not respected like the elite Talons 

are, Bulwark Warriors often form a solid core of 

veterans who manage to survive even the impossible 

odds that Kingfuhrer Vlad Drakov throws them into... 

sometimes if only by knowing when to flee the 

military and abandon their cursed homeland. 

Living  Crucible 

As long as something valuable has required effort to 

achieve, there have been those who have sought an 

easier way. Living Crucibles are fighters who aren't 

satisfied to rely on training to achieve the pinnacle 

of their abilities, or even on what nature deems the 

peak of physical capabilities. Instead, they turn to 

the study of alchemy, using themselves as test 

subjects to create, hone, and develop powerful 

combat drugs that allow them to make themselves 

harder, better, faster, stronger. 

Living Crucibles only emerge in domains with a 

strong association with alchemy, such as Hazlan, 

Darkon, Nova Vaasa, and Borca. In the dread realms, 

Living Crucibles are often drug addicts, and may in 

fact be less warriors seeking an advantage and more 

hedonists striving to refine more potent narcotics, 

stimulants, hallucinogens and euphorics. 

An interesting idea to consider might be what other 

abilities a Living Crucible's practice of dosing 

themselves with experimental drugs and noxious 

tinctures may have unlocked. A multiclass to 

Fractured Barbarian or Wild Magic Sorcerer would 

be perfectly thematic. 

Monk 

Way of  the Leaden Crown  

Whilst all monks seek to master body and mind, the 

Way of the Leaden Crown focuses on unlocking the 

mind's hidden powers, imbuing its practitioners with 

strange psychic abilities. In most realms, this Way is 

associated with a strong belief in the right of 

humanoids to self-governance, with the Leaden 

Crown standing as a (perhaps self-elected) defense 

against aberrations and extraplanar creatures that 

might seek to rule over humanoids. 
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In the Dread Realms, the Way of the Leaden Crown 

is most likely passed down in its traditional form 

amongst the Thaani people of Barovia; having been 

tormented in their past by the horrors of Bluetspur, 

they possess both the affinity for psionics and the 

burning desire to make sure their captors can never 

take them again. 

This Way may also exist in the realm of Hazlan, 

where it has probably forsaken any philosophical 

claims to the world's defense and is instead a cult-

like movement amongst the Mulani, who are forever 

searching for new ways to gain power - especially 

over the Rashemani masses. 

Way of  Pride 

Most monastic traditions preach the rejection of 

ego, the importance of humility, and the desirability 

of subservience to a greater whole. The Way of Pride 

rejects those beliefs entirely, deriding them as self-

sabotaging nonsense; they instead champion the 

individual to embrace their confidence to the 

utmost, honing their arrogance and self-esteem until 

they can literally draw power from their own pride in 

their bodies. 

A native practitioner of the Way of Pride is almost 

certainly a Mulan from Hazlan; only that realm 

combines the cultural embrace of both martial arts 

and unrestrained arrogance in such a way that this 

discipline could naturally emerge there. 

Paladin 

Oath of  Pestilence 

One of the darkest of all paladins, the Paladin of 

Pestilence is a grim herald of decay who spreads 

corruption, disease and filth to tear down that which 

offends them. Living by three simple tenets - 

Strength in Resilience, All Things Must Pass, Might 

Makes Right - the Paladin of Pestilence yearns to 

separate the weak from the strong and to grind 

away that which they view as holding the world 

back. At best, they are well-intentioned extremists, 

turning their dark powers on monsters or the forces 

of corruption and stagnation. Most, however, are 

terrible villains. 

Check with your Dungeon Master if you are 

interested in playing a Paladin of Pestilence! This 

antiheroic-at-best mentality and use of disease and 

rot as weapons may be too rooted in villainy for a 

Ravenloft campaign in their eyes, especially as 

Ravenloft has a long tradition of harshly punishing 

antihero and nonhero players. 

Oath of  Zeal 

Hate is strength. That is the Oath of Zeal in its 

purest, simplest form. Similar in some ways to a 

paladin who has sworn the Oath of Vengeance, the 

Paladin of Zeal is a fanatical warrior whose driving 

goal is to see their work done, no matter the cost to 

those around them. Their tenet has but four 

commandments, and these sum up the Paladin of 

Zeal's mentality in a nutshell: Uncover Corruption. 

Purge the Heretics. No Mercy. By Any Means 

Necessary. 

Paladins of Zeal are, ironically, the paladin subclass 

most likely to appear in the Dread Realms, due to 

their shadow-touched nature. Amongst the Iron 

Faith of the Lawgiver, these paladins serve as its holy 

warriors and champions against all threats. In 

Tepest, the Paladins of Zeal are the strong right arm 

of the Inquisition, seeking out and slaying witches 

and faeries and any who deal with them. Zealot 

paladins sworn to Belenus sometimes drift to the 

Core from far-off Nidala. Amongst the Church of 

Ezra, the Nevuchar Springs sect heralds Zealots as 

their greatest warriors against the Creatures of the 

Night. Even the cult of the Morninglord has a few 

Zealots in its ranks, dedicated to battling vampires 

and other nocturnal horrors. 
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Ranger 

Green Reaper 

The Green Reaper is a ranger who specializes in the 

study of all nature gives that is poisonous, venomous 

or toxic. They are warrior-assassins, harvesting 

deadly poisons and toxins from the wilderness and 

using this to augment their weaponry, imbuing them 

with heightened killing abilities compared to other 

rangers. 

In the Core, two domains above all others produce 

Green Reapers, although they can appear in any 

domain that features poisonous native plants and 

animals, and will naturally proliferate in realms 

known for their toxic flora and fauna. 

Forfarian Green Reapers are the silent blade of the 

druidic resistance against the goblyns of Forlorn. 

Having decided that it is only right and fitting to 

wield nature's darkest gifts against the "wee 

beasties" despoiling her, these rangers creep 

through the dark woods and harvest its abundance 

of poisonous plants and fungi to make deadly attacks 

on goblyns. These rangers tend to be ruthlessly 

pragmatic; poisoning a water supply and wiping out 

a whole goblyn tribe is better than picking them off 

one at a time, after all. 

Borcan Green Reapers tend to be very different to 

standard rangers; they often have very little interest 

in the wilderness for its own sake, and most don't 

consider themselves to be "rangers". Instead, they 

study natural poisons to harvest the abundant toxins 

of their homeland for their own use; many are fairly 

wealthy assassins, court poisoners or even 

professional duelists whom everybody knows (or at 

least suspects) use poison. A significant number are 

even from the ranks of the nobility. If playing a 

Green Reaper from Borca, consider multiclassing as 

a Rogue (Assassin, Swashbuckler, or Mastermind are 

most fitting) or investing in skills to represent that 

your character is as adept at maneuvering through 

the tangles of the social wilderness as they are with 

the undergrowth of the forest. 

 

Vermin Lord 

Typically regarded with fear and distaste, these 

urban rangers practice a variant of the Beastmaster's 

philosophy - but rather than taming a single 

companion, they tame entire swarms of vermin, 

typically rats. With a magical affinity for disease and 

decay, many vermin lords are bitter misanthropes 

with a pronounced distaste for civilization, or else 

they are hedonistic nihilists fascinated by decay and 

ruination. 

In the misty realms, only two domains spawn Vermin 

Lords with any particular frequency: Richemulot and 

Nosos. 

Rogue 

Highway Rider 

From the backs of their trusty steeds, these rogues 

range far and wide, stalking the backroads and the 

rough country whilst waiting to ambush any passing 

traveler, coach or caravan. They strike from 

nowhere, swiftly take what they want, and then flee 

into the safety of the wilderness. 

Highway Riders can be found through large swathes 

of the Core; any domain with a well-established road 

network and a tradition of horsemanship will of 

course produce its own Highway Riders. The two 

domains most known for their populations of 

Highway Riders are Darkon and Nova Vaasa. 

Misfortune Bringer 

Rogues will seek any advantage they can in their 

dirty dealings, and for some, this route leads to 

mystic trickery. Whilst the Arcane Trickster overtly 

wields magic, the Misfortune Bringer takes a more 

subtle approach, mastering the arts of cursing others 

with various minor jinxes, befuddling and 

debilitating their foes and marks alike to give the 

rogue the advantage. 
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Misfortune Bringers are quite common in the Dread 

Realms, but must walk with caution; whilst all who 

live in the misty lands know of and fear the power of 

curses, that fear can be a double-edged sword. A 

Misfortune Bringer who flaunts their powers too 

heavily may well provoke angry mobs desperate to 

destroy them. As a result, Misfortune Bringers tend 

to be highly nomadic, moving on before others can 

rally the mob. Ironically, those realms that most fear 

the curses of a Misfortune Bringer, such as Barovia 

or Tepest, are in many ways the most likely to give 

rise to these luck-stealing rogues. 

This subclass is particularly associated with the 

Vistani, and that can bring its own dangers in places 

where the Vistani are especially hated. Whether or 

not the Misfortune Bringer actually has Vistani blood 

or merely studied the Vistani's rituals of cursing is up 

to the player.  

Sorcerer 

Haunted 

The powers of the Haunted sorcerer are easily 

explained; they have a strong connection to the 

spirit world, so much so that a ghost has attached 

itself to them, granting them a variety of ghostly 

powers. The sorcerer may regard this phantom as a 

friend and confidant, or perhaps they resent each 

other and are forced to work together, but 

regardless, they are in it together. 

Haunted sorcerers abound in the Dread Realms, 

given how prevalent ghosts are in these lands. Some 

gain their power through rituals that openly call 

forth a spectral familiar, especially those from 

Darkon, whilst others may have been born with this 

power. Rumors suggest entire dynasties of Haunted 

sorcerers may be found in the foggy villages of 

Mordent. And of course, anyone who survives a 

near-death experience anywhere in the Dread 

Realms may find themselves returning to life with a 

companion to guide them along the way. 

 

Wretched Bloodline 

Tales abound of people who forge pacts with 

magical beings... and also of people who fall afoul of 

the vengeance of those self-same beings. A sorcerer 

whose powers stem from a Wretched Bloodline is 

the latest heir to a generations-spanning curse, but 

one who has learned to exploit their affliction. 

Whatever side-effects they may suffer, they have 

learned to leech the magic from their blood and 

wield it as a weapon, as well as to blight the luck of 

those around them. 

As with the Haunted Sorcerer, Wretched Bloodlines 

are quite common in the Dread Realms. The vast 

majority will be either Fey-cursed, likely victims of 

hags or Arak, or Undead-cursed, typically having 

fallen afoul of the many vampires or liches. A Fiend-

cursed sorcerer could still exist, but will require 

more research, given that fiends and fiendish cults 

are a distinct rarity in the misty lands. Perhaps one 

of your ancestors bargained poorly with Inajira? 

Warlock  

The First Vampire 

Vampires. Few undead have the sheer presence, the 

sheer mythological weight, as these powerful 

bloodsucking beings. In the mightiest of vampires, 

those of great age or who earned their damnation 

through curses or black magic, that mystical might 

becomes a force that others can learn to tap, 

granting them the powers of a warlock and the 

ability to imitate the nature of a vampire. 

Vampire patrons for warlocks are certainly quite 

plentiful in the Dread Realms. Darklords such as 

Strahd or Von Kharkov are obvious candidates, but 

even elder vampires who haven't claimed such roles 

could potentially loan their ability to mortal vassals, 

such as Lady Kazandra, the leader of Darkon's 

Kargat. 

The big question with playing a Vampire-sworn 

warlock is not "how", but "why". Why did your 
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character seek the powers of the vampire, and why 

did your patron accept you - or at least, why do you 

believe they accepted you? 

One interesting twist on this subclass is that you are 

not bound to a singular patron in a conventional 

manner. Instead, you may actually be a kind of 

necrophage; you are a hunter of vampires who feeds 

on the tainted spirits of those who slay, stealing 

their essence and using it to strengthen yourself so 

that you can hunt more vampires and their thralls, 

willingly accepting the possibility of damning 

yourself to becoming such a monster in turn if you 

can turn their powers against them. 

Another potential twist is that you are not bound to 

a vampire, but instead you are a specialist 

necromancer who seeks to become a vampire, to 

take that power for yourself through rituals of blood 

and death, without risking servitude to a vampiric 

sire. This works particularly well with a warlock who 

has taken the Pact of the Tome, or even multiclassed 

into Wizard. 

The Parasite 

There are powers in the dark that hunger for many 

things - for life, for flesh, for souls. The patron 

known simply as "The Parasite" eagerly seeks vessels 

that will help feed its hunger, implanting a tiny 

fragment of itself into their bodies and souls, 

allowing its vassal to feed in the same way as it does 

and offering them a dark route to physical 

empowerment. As the vassal's might grows, the line 

between host and parasite blurs. 

Essentially a more predatory counterpart to the 

Great Old One, Parasite-patron warlocks are 

similarly diffuse in origins. It is most likely that they 

have some connection to Bluetspur and the Illithid 

God-Brain, for this is certainly the mightiest parasite 

to be found in the Dread Realms. Whether they 

were contacted by it in their dreams and offered a 

simple choice of feed or be food, or deliberately 

called for its dark gift after reading about it in 

blasphemous occult texts, is irrelevant. All that 

matters is that they feed. 

Wi zard 

Plague Doctor  

General wisdom holds that curative magics are the 

sole province of priests, whilst wizards wield forces 

only suitable for destruction. The tradition known as 

the Plague Doctors rejects that wisdom, instead 

studying the medicinal sciences, herbalism and 

alchemy whilst combining them with arcane magic, 

learning to create a variety of tinctures that can heal 

or harm as the mage sees fit. 

In the Dread Realms, Plague Doctors are most likely 

to exist as an organized tradition in the realm of 

Darkon, as it has both a long-standing acceptance of 

arcane magic and a history with deadly diseases, in 

particular the dreaded pandemic known as the 

Crimson Death that struck Darkon in the autumn of 

688 BC and wiped out 1 in 5 Darkonians. 

The other domain likely to have a notable tradition 

of Plague Doctors is Lamordia, which soundly rejects 

divine healing and instead turns to more scientific 

means of curing ills and maladies. Of course, that 

domains insistence that magic does not exist 

presents some problems to having wizards who 

originate from that domain. A Lamordian Plague 

Doctor might be in denial that they are practicing 

magic at all, instead believing themselves to merely 

be on the cutting edge of alchemical bio-science. 

Plague Doctors can also arise in the wilder regions of 

the Core, where they are likely to be known as "Folk 

Healers" or "White Witches"; such individuals are 

not heirs to an organized tradition, but instead the 

inheritors of a family legacy, or perhaps a chain of 

master-apprentice tutelage that may go back for 

generations. Such wizards are particularly likely in 

domains that consider themselves forsaken by the 

gods, such as Barovia or Verbrek, where their blend 

of alchemy, herbalism, practical doctoring, and 
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magic may be the only lifeline that isolated villages 

have in case of an emergency. Despite this, these 

wizards will still be figures of superstitious fear and 

dread amongst their backwards neighbors, and it's 

far from implausible that they may have been driven 

from their home after one failure too many. 

An interesting alternative origin for a Plague Doctor 
character is as a member of a Halan hospice. Take 
proficiency in Religion and adopt the tenets of Hala, 
and such a character would present a perfectly 
viable alternative to the Cleric for a Hallowed Witch 
of Hala. 
 

School of  Sangromancy 

All know and fear necromancy as the study of magics 

relating to death, but relatively few know of its 

subschool, sangromancy, which instead focuses on 

the power of life as expressed through its most 

elemental medium: blood. Sangromancers are to 

sangromancy what necromancers are to 

necromancer; the undisputed masters of their art, 

specialized in wielding its powers with greater skill 

and adeptness than any mere dabbler can hope to 

achieve. 

It bears mentioning that the Sangromancer subclass 

has features that revolve entirely around the 

Sangromantic School, an array of new spells 

introduced in the Grim Hollow Player's Guide. 

Without access to these spells, the Sangromancer is 

fundamentally useless. 

However, as with the Circle of Blood Druid and the 

Oath of Pestilence Paladin, players are advised to 

discuss with their Dungeon Masters if they feel 

inclined to play this class, for it may be deemed too 

villainous to make a suitable player character in a 

Ravenloft campaign. 

As highly specialized subschool of necromancy, 

sangromancers arise wherever necromancers arise, 

which in the Core means they are mostly commonly 

found in Darkon and Hazlan. 

 

" 
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Dementlieu, Land of 
Manipulation and Hypocrisy 

by Tommaso ºMistmaster» Mazzoni 

  

 

Culture level: Renaissance 

Ecology: Full 

Climate & Terrain: Temperate, The domain is a 

mainly plains, between the Musarde River and the 

Sea of Sorrows. 

Languages: Dementlieuse (French), Balok, Vaasi, and 

Mordentish. 

Religions: Ezra, Lathurr, Andral. 

Races: Human (Dementlieuse) 94%, Other 4%. 

Government: Aristocratic Republic. 

Ruler: Monsieur-Governeur Marcel Guignol. 

Darklord: Dominic d'Honaire 

Lightlord: Allan Ray 

Inhabitants: 10,000,000. 

Analog: France, end of eighteen century with a 

Venetian republic twist. 

Capital City: Port-a-Lucine (130,000 in) 

Important towns: Chateaufaux (108,000), Carlion-le-

Duc (103,000), Chateaunoir (75,000) 

Borders: West: Sea of Sorrows, North: Harrington 

Dale, Pureterre and Lamordia, East: Harrington Dale 

and Falkovnia, South: Verbrek, Mordentshire, and 

Espinada. 

Tropes 

Dementlieu is a land of intrigue, manipulation, 

schemes, and contradiction; the privileged boast 

their freedom, while the poor and the downtrodden 

struggle to survive. Dementlieu is the land where the 

horror lays hidden behind light and splendor, and 

the evil is the evil of hypocrisy, slander and 

manipulation. 

Domain Overview 

Dementlieu is a mostly flat land between the Sea of 

Sorrows and the Musarde river. Blessed with fertile 

soil and a temperate climate, Dementlieu houses 

well-attended woods used as hunting preserves for 

the ruling nobles. The roads are well managed and a 

number of inns and small villages dot the land. The 

three major towns, after the capital of Port-a-Lucine, 

are: Chateaufaux, which guards the only bridge on 

the Musarde river, which separates the bogs and 

marshes of the Falkovnian Marche from Dementlieu 

proper, Carlion le Duc, on a gentle hill heading 

northwards towards the border with Pureterre, near 

the northern course of the  Musarde river, and 

Chateaunoir, near the border with Mordent in the 

south. 

The People 

Dementlieuse are an hard working people, with 

some taste for good things, though. The 

Dementlieuse literacy rate is quite high, so they are 

a well-informed people, through the many 

newspapers and books. While only noblemen can be 

part of the Council of Brilliance, the Senate, the 

legislative parliament, is open to every wealthy man, 

and all citizens can vote for it; politics is thus quite 

the pastime for many Dementlieuse. Even your 

everyday peasant is able to read a newspaper and 
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will comment on it in front of the inn of his village. 

The Maires (Mayors) of the various villages are 

directly elected every five years, and every citizen 

holding property in a village or town is allowed to 

participate; needless to say, local politics are taken 

very seriously by the Dementlieuse. Appearance and 

reputation are quite valuable for the Dementlieuse, 

who know how much damage slandering can do. 

They are not very religious, especially when 

compared with the Pureterrans in the north, their 

"separated brothers". After the Falkovnian 

occupation the border population in particular has 

developed a more martial inclination. At the same 

time there has been a rekindling in the relationship 

with the Pureterrans, after their unexpected help 

against Falkovnia, during the occupation. Arts of all 

kind are of great importance to the Dementlieuse 

people. 

History 

Age of Creation 

In the Age of Gods Dementlieu was the seat of a 

battle between Zakhata, the Lawgiver, and his sister 

Ezra, our Lady of Tears. Zakhata killed off the 

ƳŀƧƻǊƛǘȅ ƻŦ 9ȊǊŀΩǎ ƘǳƳŀƴ ŎƻƘƻǊǘǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘŘŜǎǎϥǎ 

tears revived them. 

Age of Empires 

The ancient Olympian Empire built the first bridge of 

Chateaufaux and had a major harbor, Photogefyra in 

nowadays Pont-a-Lucine. 

Age of Darkness 

In the Age of Darkness, Dementlieu was a barbarian 

kingdom, invaded by Tergs. King Charles I, 

Stronghammer, defeated them, and created the 

Kingdom of Dementlieu which included also 

Pureterre, Harrington Dale, Richemulot, and 

Mordent. 

 

The Modern Age 

In the Modern Age, Zherisian invaders stole Mordent 

from Dementlieuse hands. The Kingdom of 

Dementlieu became more centralized and absolutist 

with the passing of time. After losing the colonies of 

Ile de la Tempete, Ghastria, and Souragne in yet 

another war with Zherisia, the poor conditions of the 

people and the economic crisis led to the Great 

Dementlieuse Revolution, which marks the end of 

the Modern Age and the beginning of the Current 

Age.  Southern Dementlieu (our Dementlieu NdR), 

led by Jean-Robert Guignol and Francois de 

Leon, became a republic, with the decapitation of 

the then King.  The North remained a kingdom, the 

Kingdom of Pureterre. After a period known as the 

Great Terror, the republic stabilized himself as the 

aristocratic one it is today. 

The Current Age 

In the Current Age, after the end of the Great Terror, 

and the beginning of new colonial attempts, the 

major event was the Falkovnian invasion, and 

subsequent occupation and annexation of the 

majority of the nation by Vlad's armies.  After five 

years of guerrilla warfare, and the prolonged siege of 

Port-a-Lucine, kept free thanks to Mordentish, 

Zherisian, and Pureterran aid, Dementlieu broke 

free, and restored its independence in the current 

borders. 

Places of  Interest 

The capital city of Dementlieu is the shining city of 

Port-a-Lucine; this sprawling metropolis lays at the 

center of the Parnault Bay; the city is defended by 

land by massive walls and is divided in four 

Quartiéres:  

Marchant, in the north-east, with the docks and the 

shops, and many inns.  

Publique in the north-west, where you can find the 

government offices, the Jean-Robert Guignol Museé, 

the Port-a-Lucine Art Museé, the Maison de 

l'Opera Dementlieuse, the Ballet National du 

Dementlieu, the Universitée Nacional Dementlieuse 

(National Dementlieuse University), and the Palais 

Brillianté, the Shining Palace, the seat of the Council 

of Brilliance and of the Lord Governo. The Palais de 
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la Justice (Justice palace), the seat of the main court, 

and the general headquarters of the Gendarmerie 

are also in Publique, as are the Jardins Royales and 

its botanic gardens;  

Ouvrier, the popular quarter, in the south-east, is an 

overcrowded slum, where crimes abound and 

people struggle to survive. The Germaine d'Honaire 

Memorial Hospital, Orphanage, and Charity is the 

only support for the poorest people. 

Just on the other side of the Rue de Soleil, the main 

road, in the south-west, you find Savant, the noble 

quarter; there you can find Maison d'Honaire, and 

ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƴƻōƭŜ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎΩ ǇŀƭŀŎŜǎΣ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ 

expensive inns, shops, and restaurants.  

Ste. Mere de les Larmes, Ezra's monumental 

Cathedral, dominates Place de Leon, the central 

square of the city. 

The fortified city of Chateaufaux holds a strategic 

position on the river Musarde, both the only Bridge, 

and the best road on the somehow insidious 

Falkovnian Marche. During the Falkovnian invasion it 

was the theater of bloody battles and served as 

headquarters for the occupation force. A monument 

in the main square commemorates the victims of 

those times. The Laughing Pig is the most famous inn 

and restaurant of the town and it is owned by 

Harould Bellemonte (Middle-aged human fighter 5, 

LG) a retired war-veteran. A Core-renowned carriage 

factory, Clerque & Verbois has contributed to the 

reconstruction establishing its central headquarter in 

the town, and employing many people. The factory 

has a distinguished tower shape which makes it an 

interesting view. 

Carlion-le-Duc is an important port on the Musarde 

river, and controls all trade with Lamordia and 

Pureterre in the North, and managed to pass the 

Occupation unscathed. The Town Hall was once the 

Ducal palace of Carlion-le-Duc. The Headfall Inn is 

the main inn of the town, its owner is Granny 

Antoiniette Gilard, the Maire's sister, a big woman 

famed for her cooking. 

Chateaunoir was an agricultural village razed to the 

ground by the Falkovnian army during the punitive 

expedition against Mordentshire, because it was 

suspected to offer shelter to the Mordentish based 

resistance. Completely rebuilt and repopulated, it is 

now a thriving town with lot of trading and 

manufactories. The Black Cat Inn is the main 

restaurant of the town, and its owner is a crazy yet 

beloved woman, Julie Savoire. 

Religions 

The Church of Ezra, Mother of Tears is, since the 

Revolution and the breaking of ties with the Home 

Faith, the state religion of the secularized republic. It 

focuses on the care of the poor, the respect of the 

law, and on spiritual growth, mercy, and 

compassion. This sect of Ezra actually claims to be 

more ancient than the Home Faith, which became 

the dominant branch of the faith of Ezra only after 

YƛƴƎ /ƘŀǊƭŜǎ L±Ωǎ ǊŜƛƎƴΣ млл ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

Terg Empire. The Head of the Church is the Bastion 

of Port-a-Lucine. This Lawful Good religion has a 

shield with a tear as its symbol, the favored weapon 

is the Longsword, and its domains are Community, 

Good, Healing, Law, Protection, Travel. 

The Famed and the Infamous 

Allan Ray  

(Adult Human Investigator 12, NG) he head advisor 

of the Gendarmerie Dementlieuse, Allan Ray is of 

Zherisian and Darkonese descent, and he might have 

elven blood in his veins. Allan Ray's demeanor is 

calm and controlled, but under his cold facade he 

hides a deep sense of justice and decency; his 

deductive abilities are exceptional, and he is pretty 

skilled with weapons too. His love of truth often puts 

him in a difficult position with the Dementlieuse 

ǊǳƭƛƴƎ ŎƭŀǎǎΩǎ ƘȅǇƻŎǊƛǎȅ ŀƴŘ ŘǳǇƭƛŎƛǘȅΦ Iƛǎ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅ Ƙŀǎ 

foiled the criminal plans of the mysterious crime-

lord known as the Brain, but he has also uncovered 

the existence an even more mysterious overlord, 

only known as the Master, who seems to rule the 
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whole of Dementlieu through a tightly knotted net 

of blindly obedient servants. No clues have emerged 

on who the Master might be, but he suspects that 

person hides himself in plain sight. He has recently 

overcome his dependence on a drug and he suffers 

painfully because of his abstinence. He has also 

forbidden himself to have any kind of human 

relationship, lest he expose himself to his enemies. 

Doctor Sedgewick is the only one able to see through 

his veil of misanthropy. 

(Adventure hook: Recently, Allan's investigation on 

the mysterious puppeteer known as the Master 

might have uncovered some good clues, but the 

fundamental proof is still missing and Allan decide to 

ask for PCs help.) 

Arthur Sedgewick  

[Middle-aged Alchemist Chirugeon 8, NG] Doctor 

Sedgewick had been a camp medic during the 

Falkovnian invasion and occupation, and during the 

siege of Pont-a-Lucine; He is a native of Mordent, his 

father a Zherisian, but his family moved to Carlion-

le-Duc when he was very young. He is the only 

person who can put up with Allan Ray's jerkish 

attitude. He is also Mr. Ray's biographer.  

(Adventure hook: Arthur is quite worried for Mr. Ray, 

who is working himself sick with on his latest case; 

desperate for help, he asks the PCs for aid.) 

Lord-Governor Marcel Guignol  

[Old Human (Obedient) Aristocrat 6, LN]  The longest 

serving Lord-Governor of the Most Serene Republic 

of Dementlieu to date, Marcel Guignol, is the head 

of the powerful Guignol family, and a descendant of 

Jean-Robert Guignol, one of the fathers of the 

republic. He had been a member of the Council of 

Brilliance (Councilor of Economy) for 20 years before 

being elected as Lord-Governor. His health is ailing, 

but he still exudes an air of authority. Under his 

tenure the country prospered, poverty was reduced, 

and Dementlieu managed to survive the Falkovnian 

invasion. Secretly he has been turned in an 

Obedient, a puppet in the hands of the Master, 

Dominic d'Honaire. By law, as Lord-Governor he is 

also Maire of Pont-a-Lucine. 

(Adventure hook: Lord Marcel is seriously ill, but he is 

not allowed to die, not yet, and every person 

involved with treatment of his health problems is 

disappearing, including a close friend of one of the 

PCs.) 

 

Councilor Claude La Grange  

(Middle-aged Human Illusionist Wizard 8 N) The 

Councilor for Economic Business, Claude La Grange is 

a member of the very influential La Grange family, 

and he is also the head of the Societé des 

Legerdemain, a guild of stage-magicians who are, in 

truth, arcane researcher. His powerful will and 

arcane defenses have preserved him, thus far, from 

being subjugated by d'Honaire's manipulations. His 

own arcane researches, however, came with a price, 

giving him the unsettling ability to turn his head by 

180 degrees.  

(Adventure hook: Councilor La Grange has noticed 

some evidence of embezzling of public funds by 

members of the council; needing to investigate the 

matter, he decide to employ the PCs, demanding 

discretion and secrecy.) 

Councilor Helené du Suis  

(Young Adult Human female, Rogue 7 NE) The 

protégée and sometime lover of Dominic, she is the 

Councilor for Public Function, responsible for all 

bureaucratic matters. She is very ambitious, and is 

ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀŘǾŀƴǘŀƎŜ ƻŦ ŘϥIƻƴŀƛǊŜΩǎ ŀŦŦŜŎǘƛƻƴǎ ǘo restore 

her own destitute family. She knows she is playing 

with fire, but she hopes to gain much from this 

relationship. She is walking a fine line, and knows 

that.  

(Adventure hook: Helene is discreetly filling public 

offices with her men, with members of her family in 

important positions; when proof of her nepotism falls 

into the hand of a journalist, friend of the PCs, she 

won't spare any effort to have those proofs back, 

and the journalist silenced.)  
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The Brain aka Rudolph von Aubrecker  

(Middle Aged Living Brain in a Jar Psychic 10, LE) 

Once the brilliant, yet debauched, spare to the 

throne of the Lamordian Barony, and a bitter rival of 

Dominic at Dementlieuse University, he was mortally 

wounded while on his way back from Dementlieu. 

Brought to Dr von Mordenheim, his brain was saved, 

but his body was lost; He developed mental powers 

that allowed him to install himself in Pont-a-Lucine 

and to create a powerful criminal empire; he found 

himself at odds with the great detective Allan Ray, 

and also with the mysterious overlord called the 

Master; while suspicious, the Brain is still ignorant of 

the true identity of the Master. 

(Adventure hook: Rumors say that the Dementlieuse 

criminal underground is changing; the Circle Sinister 

might not be the most powerful gang in the city 

anymore; the PCs are asked by a friend in the 

Gendarmerie to investigate the Dark Thought, a 

supposed new player.) 

Councilor Jean-Pierre Theroux  

[Adult Human Bard 4 (Obedient) CG] The young, 

flamboyant scion of the Theroux family is a patron of 

the arts; his Councillorship is that of the Culture, and 

he controls both instruction and artistic 

development. Him being an obedient means that 

d'Honaire controls the main intellectual activities of 

the country through him.  

(Adventure hook: Lord Theroux has intentions to host 

a great bardic competition, the Festival of Port -a-

Lucine; however, the first edition will be the last if he 

can't manage to find the prizes, which were stolen; 

he asks the PCs for help.) 

Councilor Josephine Chantreaux 

[Middle-aged Human Gunslinger 8 LG)] A veteran of 

the Falkovnian Invasion and Occupation, the 

Councilor for the Foreign Affairs is responsible for 

the Treaty of the Seven Towers between 

Dementlieu, Pureterre, Mordent, Richemulot, Borca, 

Dorvinia, and Tepest. She is a staunch opponent of 

the Falkovnian regime, and tries to discreetly help 

any opposition to Drakov. Her strong will has 

ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ŘϥIƻƴŀƛǊŜΩǎ ǇƻǿŜǊǎΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƴƻǿΣ 

but she is still playing to his tune.  

(Adventure hook: Tepest wants to leave the Treaty 

and that is something Josephine won't allow to 

happen; she sends the PCs as her intermediates to 

Kellee's court to persuade the Tepestan Queen to 

stay in the alliance.) 

Councilor René Thoubold 

(Adult Human Fighter 5 (Obedient), LN) The 

Councilor of Defense, commander of the 

Gendarmerie, and hero of the Liberation of 

Chateaufaux, René Thoubold is honest and 

straightforward; he is also one of the Obedients, 

ǎǳōƧǳƎŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ŘϥIƻƴŀƛǊŜΩǎ ǿƛƭƭΦ  

(Adventure hook: Renè is getting worrying reports 

from the garrisons in the Falkovnian Marches; is 

Falkovnia preparing a new invasion or simply trying 

to prevent Dementlieu from building a new fortified 

city in the marches? In any case he sends the PCs to 

investigate.) 

Gaston de la Pont  

(Adult Bard Magician 5, NG) Gaston de la Pont is a 

celebrity in Dementlieu, a quite talented stage 

magician, he is also a hero of the Falkovnian Siege of 

Pont-a-Lucine, where, still half a boy, he managed to 

entrap a command of Talons in the sewers, 

preventing them from opening the doors to their 

army. He is more interested in his art than in the 

more serious arcane research that the Societé des 

Legerdemain pursues. However, he is an excellent 

front-man and recruiter for the society.  

(Adventure hook: During a show, one of Gaston's 

tricks goes wrong and a PC's friend dies; they must 

investigate the accident.) 

Jean-Jonas Fildejaques/The Whisper 

(Adult Human Vigilante 8, NG) The no-nonsense 

director of la Gazette de Pont-a-Lucine, JJ is a good 
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man who fights for truth in a city ruled by lies. The 

greying, mustached man is a widower; he lost his 

wife to a killer paid by a corrupt politician to shut 

him up but he has, after that episode, redoubled his 

efforts.  

(Adventure hook: His own most vocal opposition 

during the day, writing scorching editorials against 

the threat of vigilantes, during the night, Fildejaques, 

wears the pale mask of the crime-fighter known as 

the Whisper, the terror of every cutthroat in the city; 

and the PCs stumble on his true identity by chance.) 

Bastion Joan Secousse  

(Old Human Cleric of Ezra 7, LG) The ailing Joan is the 

beloved head of the Dementlieuse Sect of Ezra's 

Church. The cult of Our lady of Tears is quite 

different from the other sects, and claim to be the 

more ancient and faithful of the sects; Her death 

could create a strong division in the church, as her 

designed successor does not have a strong popular 

appreciation.  

(Adventure hook: She is discussing secretly with an 

envoy of the Borcan Bastion to end the schism; when 

the envoy goes missing Joan sends for the PCs; they 

must find him before Joan's health takes another 

dive.) 

Maire Henry Melano 

(Middle-aged Aristocrat 4, LN) The Maire of 

Chateaufaux, he has worked hard to restore his city 

from Falkovnian occupation; his efforts have been 

rewarded, and once again Chateaufaux flourishes. 

He is fairly sure to be re-elected in the upcoming 

next election.  

(Adventure hook: Henry has been behaving strangely 

for a while, and his wife asks the PCs for help, before 

the elections starts.) 

Marc-Antoine Clerque/Jean-Henry Verbois 

(Adult Human Splintered One Rogue 8 CG & Fighter 

8 LG) Marc-Antoine Clerque is a flamboyant, red-

haired tall and lean man, quick of tongue and nimble 

of hand, who spends great amount of money both in 

leisure and in charity. His partner is the sober war 

veteran Jean-Henry Verbois, less talkative, shorter 

and portlier, but still muscled. The two of them are a 

formidable team as head of their factory, but they 

are never seen together.  

(Adventure hook: Marc-Antoine and Jean-Henry are 

one single person; Jean-Henry was captured and 

tortured by the Falkovnian army and experimented 

on by their arcane researchers. To survive, his mind 

created a second personality; Marc-Antoine takes 

hold when night falls, and leaves Jean-Henry notes 

on his actions, while Jean-Henry does the same 

during the day. But one day, Marc-Antoine is 

grievously injured before he can retire to his manor 

and the PCs see his transformation; he begs them to 

keep his secret.) 

Maire Marie Gilard 

(Old Green Hag, Witch 7, LE) This  middle-aged, 

classy woman, at the head of a famous and 

renowned factory of sweets in Carlion le Duc, is one 

of the richest women in Dementlieu.  

(Adventure hook: Marie Gilard is, in truth, a Green 

Hag of great cunning. Her factory is a cover for much 

darker businesses, involving drugs and dangerous 

potions; however, she struggles to keep up 

appearances, putting her at odds with her sisters and 

daughters, who often succumb to their darkest 

alimentary urges. Once in a while, she must act to 

prevent them from being exposed by employing 

adventurers as her unwitting problem solvers.) 

Antoinette Gilard 

(Old Green Hag, Witch 5, NE) The maire of 

/ƘŀǘŜŀǳŦŀǳȄΩǎ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘƛŀƭƭȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ 

granny by her customers, is a jolly and witty woman, 

always ready to give a word of advice.  

(Adventure hook: A Green Hag of a more traditional 

bent, Antoinette struggles under her sister's tight 

rule; when she decides enough is enough, she 

contacts the PCs with grave news about her sister.) 
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Maire Lucien Lamont 

(Adult Human Afflicted Werewolf Hunter 7, N) 

Lucien Lamont enriched himself in Verbrek, before 

returning to Chateaunoir to help its rebuilding, and 

becoming its mayor. Unfortunately, beside his 

riches, he also found the bite of a werewolf there; he 

keeps his curse a close secret, using a rare 

concoction of herbs from the land of Zeindost, in the 

far south, to keep his own inner beast in check, and 

so far, he has succeeded.  

(Adventure hook: Someone has discovered Lucien's 

secret and has stolen his reserves of herbs; three 

days are left before full moon night and Lucien asks 

the PCs to recover his medicinal herbs.) 

Julie Savoire 

(Adult Human Oracle of Ezra 6, NG) Julie is a weird 

woman, always smiling and saying things without 

any apparent logic. She is also very welcoming and 

compensates for her madness with her generosity, 

and the community adores her so much that 

attempts to put her into an asylum have failed 

ǘƘŀƴƪǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿƴΩǎ ƛƴŘƛƎƴŀǘƛƻƴΦ  

(Adventure hook: Julie is an obstacle for one of 

Dominic's schemes, and she is too crazy to obey him; 

he is trying to undermine her, and she asks for the 

PCs help against "the mockingbirds who sing foul 

songs.") 

Dr Wilhelm Mikki 

[Middle-aged human Wizard (Alienist (see below)) 7 

CN] This bizarre resident of Chateaufaux is a brilliant 

scholar, a powerful arcanist, and he is more than half 

mad. He is also rich and influential, so the authorities 

let him be.  

(Adventure hook: This time Dr Mikki is worried, his 

last experiment might have consequences that his 

money won't be able to remediate or cover up; he 

asks the PCs for help.) 

 

 

Marcel Bodine  

(Human Adult Artificer 9, L/) Marcel Bodine is 

considered the Victor von Mordenheim of 

Dementlieu, and both he and von Mordenheim 

despise this definition, for different reasons; von 

Mordenheim believes his genius knows no equal, 

while Bodine admires the intellect of von 

Mordenheim, but deeply despises his lack of ethics. 

That said, Bodine is a genius, and his inventions 

could change the face of Dementlieu and of the 

whole core, should someone start to finance him 

seriously; but, for the moment, no one is doing that, 

and his attempts to relocate to another country have 

failed. Someone seems to fear the potential of 

Bodine's inventions.  

(Adventure hook: Once again, an investor suddenly 

stepped back before signing the contract, but this 

time Marcel wants to learn why, and asks for the 

t/ǎΩ ƘŜƭǇΦύ 

Organizations 

The Circle Sinister 

This Neutral Evil criminal syndicate is the richest 

known criminal guild in Port-a-Lucine; the leader of 

the organization, Pierre le Noire (Middle-aged 

Human Rogue Guild Agent 13) has even sat in the 

Senate a couple of times and many of the guild 

activities are currently legal. Le Circle d'Onyx, the 

insurance company, is the guild's main cover and is 

so powerful that is has kept the Dilisnyas and the 

Boritsis out of Dementlieu until now.   

(Dread Possibility: The Real Brain of the Guild - While 

the Gendarmerie thinks that the Dark Thought is an 

upstart gang, which is fighting the Circle, things 

might be different if the Brain has managed to take 

control of Pierre's mind.) 

The Dementlieuse Senate 

The Senate is the Neutral legislative body of 

Dementlieu. It confirms the members of the Council 

of Brilliance, and elects the Lord-Governor. Its 

sessions are usually presided by the Chief Advisor. 
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The two main parties are the Liberals, which are a 

narrow majority that represent the bourgeoisie, and 

the Conservatives, which represent the landowners. 

The Liberal senators are, in the majority, still free 

ŦǊƻƳ ŘϥIƻƴŀƛǊŜΩǎ ƛƴŦƭǳŜƴŎŜΣ ǘƘǳǎΣ ƘŜ ǿƻƴϥǘ ōŜ 

elected Lord-Governor should Guignol die, retire or 

be declared unfit to rule.  

(Dread Possibility: The 152th Seat - There are 151 

seats in the Senate, with the 151st belonging to the 

president; but originally there was a 152th seat, a 

stone throne carved with runes, belonging to the 

king. Any attempt to remove it failed, so today it is 

covered by a curtain; the throne is said to be cursed. 

Anyone who sits on it without being the rightful king 

of Dementlieu will die in 24 hours.) 

The Fraternity of Shadows 

This Neutral Evil organization of scholars, in 

Dementlieuse known as the Fraternitèe des Ombres 

pose as an exclusive college fraternity of the 

Dementlieuse University: the ʊʵʁ όtƘƛ 5Ŝƭǘŀ 

Omicron, FdO in the ancient Olympian alphabet), 

which works as a recruitment pool for the real 

fraternity. The Fraternity dedicates itself to 

knowledge, but the methods it uses to gain it might 

be really unethical. The Fraternity divides its ranks 

between informants, agents, brothers, elder 

brothers, and the 5 members of the Inner Circle 

including the headmaster of the University, Lord 

Balfour de Casteelle (Middle-aged Human Illusionist 

Shadow Brother 13 NE)  

(Dread Possibility: The Secrets of the Shadows - the 

Inner Circle and the Elder Brothers of the Fraternity 

are all powerful spellcasters, who are researching 

the nature of the Mists; but what force powers 

them? Maybe an ancient darkness, imprisoned at the 

beginning of the Age of Creation? The same force 

maybe convinced the Fraternity Inner Circle that they 

are living in an illusory word, an illusion they are 

trying to remove......) 

 

 

The Noble Brotherhood of Assassins 

This CG organization strives to end the corruption, 

nepotism, and conservatism of the ruling class; the 

name is ironically referring to character 

assassination, the act of defaming someone using 

rumors, newspapers, pamphlets and the like. The 

new leader of the organization, Isabelle d'Aprix ( 

Middle-aged Human Bard Wit 12, CG) is turning the 

organization in a powerful political player; she has 

even founded a party to represent their group in the 

senate, the Partie Radicale (Radical Party).  

(Dread Possibility: The Pen Kills More Than the Sword 

- Someone has taken the Brotherhood's name too 

literally: enemies of the brotherhood are found dead, 

with a sharpened pen in their necks. Who is this 

mysterious killer?) 

The Port-a-Lucine Gazette 

This LN newspaper is the oldest and more 

prestigious in the Core; it covers daily a vast number 

of topics and employs firms of Core-wide fame 

under the firm direction of Jean-Jonas Fildejaques   

(Dread Possibility: a New Investor -  the Gazette is in 

need of new funds, but what would be the true 

intentions of the investor, Lord Theroux? Could the 

newspaper lose its neutrality?) 

The Society of Legerdemain 

This Neutral society, under the cover of 

prestidigitation and entertainment, pursue real 

arcane researches. It also wields considerable 

political power, since its chairman Claude La Grange 

became the Councilor for economic business  

(Dread Possibility: The Secret Library; under the Cafè 

Mystique, the private club of the Society, rumors say 

that a great arcane library is kept hidden; protected 

by many spells and traps, it could retain very 

dangerous secrets.) 
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The Darklord: Dominic D'Honaire 

Middle Aged Humanoid (Human) [NE Mesmerist 

13] (69 HP) 

Speed: 30 feet 

Initiative: +0  (+1 in the Maison d'Honaire) 

Senses: Perception +17(+1 in the Maison d'Honaire) 

Armor Class: 17, Touch 12 Flat Footed 17 (+2 

natural, +3 armor, +2 deflection) (+1 in the Maison 

d'Honaire) 

Space/Reach: 1 square /1 square  

Combat Maneuver Defense/Combat Maneuver 

Bonus:+9/19 (+1 in the Maison d'Honaire) 

 

Str:9, Dex:10, Con:10, Int:18, Wis:12, Cha 20 (24)  

 

Saving Throws: Fort:+6, Ref:+10, Wil:+16 (+18) (+1 in 

the Maison d'Honaire) 

Special Qualities: curse of the Dark Lord, Immune to 

Mind Affecting Effects, Consummate liar, knacks, 

mesmerist trick (Compel Alacrity, False Flanker, Gift 

of Will, Greater Mask Misery, Mask Misery), 

towering ego, touch treatment (minor, moderate, 

greater), Manifold tricks (4), mental potency(+2), 

Glib Lie, Spells, Sinkhole of Evil 1 

Special Attacks: hypnotic stare (-3), painful stare, 

Bold stare (Disorientation, Psychic Inception, 

Susceptibility), Suggestion at Will (Voice), Dominate 

at Will (Gaze) Create Obedient. 

Attack: Melee: +1 sword cane +9/+4 (1d6/x2)(+1 in 

the Maison d'Honaire) Ranged: +1 pistol +10/+5 

(1d8+1/x4, range 20 ft, ignore armor, misfire 1; 2 

with paper cartridges) (+1 in the Maison d'Honaire) 

Skills: Bluff:+32 (+35), Diplomacy:+21(+23), 

Disguise:+13 (+15) Intimidate:+21 (+23) Knowledge 

(History):+16, Knowledge (Local):+16,Knowledge 

(Nobility)+16, Performance (Oratory):+17 (+19) 

Profession (Lawyer) :+17, Sense Motive:+17, Sleight 

of Hand:+16, Spellcraft: +20.(+1 in the Maison 

d'Honaire) 

 

Feats: Deceitful, Cast in Combat, Focus Skill (Bluff), 

Exotic Weapon Proficiency (firearms), Intuitive Spell, 

Logical Spells, Improved Feint.  

Spells: 

Spell DC: 17+Spell Level. (+1 in the Maison 

d'Honaire) 

Spells per Day: 1th: 7; 2d: 7; 3d: 6, 4th: 4, 5th: 2 

 

Known Spells: 0-Level Mesmerist Spells (Knacks): 

detect magic, detect poison, detect psychic 

significance*, lullaby, message, unwitting ally. 

1st-Level Mesmerist Spells: burst of insight*, 

confusion (lesser), detect undead, diagnose disease, 

discern next of kin, unnatural lust, vanish. 

2nd-Level Mesmerist Spells: anonymous interaction, 

anticipate thoughts*, cat's grace, mantle of calm, 

tongues. 

 

3rd-Level Mesmerist Spells: confusion, geas (lesser), 

glibness, see invisibility, seek thoughts. 

4th-Level Mesmerist Spells: break enchantment, 

daze (mass), detect scrying, invisibility (greater), 

modify memory. 

5th-Level Mesmerist Spells: foe to friend, seeming. 

*See Occult Adventures for the Mesmerist class. 

 

Challenge Rating: 15 

Proprieties: (46,500 gp/62,000 gp) +1 Pistol, +1 

Sword Cane, Amulet of Natural Armor +2, Bracers of 

Armor +3, Cloak of Resistance +2, Headband of 

Alluring Charisma +4, Ring of Protection +2 

Background 

Dominic d'Honaire was born in the Current Age, 55 

years ago, the scion of the Dementlieuse house of 

d'Honaire. As a boy, he was pampered, especially 

after his mother's death; the arrival of a new strict 

governess forced the boy to develop his charm to 

get what he wanted, and he became a master 

strategist and manipulator. He developed a passion 

for politics and oratory, which pushed him to 
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graduate as a lawyer at Pont-a-Lucine University. 

There he met the only two people able to compete 

with him at chess, Allan Ray and Rudolph von 

Aubrecker; but while, with the first one, the rivalry 

developed in a friendly way, with the arrogant von 

Aubrecker it transcended.  His first step towards 

darkness was arranging for the Lamordian heir to be 

ambushed during his travel home. During the 

Falkovnian invasion and occupation, he unlocked his 

psychic powers and used them to further the cause 

of Dementlieuse freedom. Succeeding his father as 

the Councilor for Law, and Chief-Advisor of the Lord 

Governor was his greatest achievement, but it came 

with a price: the life of his father. He poisoned the 

ŜƭŘŜǊ ŘΩIƻƴŀƛǊŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǊŜtire, and that 

ultimately killed him. Getting his way was becoming 

5ƻƳƛƴƛŎΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǇǊŜƻŎŎǳǇŀǘƛƻƴΤ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ 

House, he had to marry, and he set his eyes on 

Isabelle Guignol, the daughter of the Lord Governor. 

But she was already promised to another nobleman, 

and he arranged for that man's suicide. He married 

her, and she gave him his heir, Dominic le Jeune. But 

LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ 5ƻƳƛƴƛŎΩǎ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ 

ōŜƭƻǾŜŘ ŦƛŀƴŎŞΩǎ ǎǳƛŎƛŘŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘǊƻǾŜ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǎǳƛŎƛŘŜ 

too, covering it with a murder pinned on bandits. 

This last atrocious crime brought the attention of the 

aƛǎǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ōŜŎŀƳŜ 5ŜƳŜƴǘƭƛŜǳΩǎ 5ŀǊƪƭƻǊŘΦ Lǘ 

happened at the signing of Chateaufaux Ceasefire 

which ended the Falkovnian occupation. 

Current Sketch 

D'Honaire rules Dementlieu behind the scenes, but 

he is unsatisfied by this; his curse (see below), 

however, prevents him from gaining any kind of 

glory or any direct advantage. He is toying with the 

idea of marrying again, to Helene; he knows that the 

woman is playing him for a fool, but he can't resist 

challenges. He is deeply addicted to chess games on 

a nationwide scale, and he is still playing an actual 

game started when he was at the University, against 

Allan Ray. They meet rarely, but any time they do, 

they play without the board, only using their 

photographic memory. He is playing on a broader 

scale against Wilhelm von Aubrecker, a.k.a. the 

Brain. His curse prevents him from winning 

decisively, but he stays ahead; his heir, Dominic le 

Jeune, whom he cares for deeply, is a lecher and not 

interested in politics; his last son, Germaine, 

however is showing potential. At any given time, he 

has at least four schemes ongoing and three 

brewing. He is starting to grow frustrated, however, 

as ultimate victory keeps eluding him. 

Combat 

Dominic despises getting involved personally in 

battle.  When he must, he uses his powers and his 

spells to sway the opponents; if forced to, he will 

draw his pistol and his sword cane and try to make a 

fighting retreat. 

Special Abilities 

Dominate (Gaze) DC 23 at Will 

Suggestion (Voice) DC 23 at Will 

Create Obedient: Three failed Will saves against his 

Dominate power in the same year turn the victim in 

an Obedient, perpetually dominated. The tricks 

implanted in Obedients do not count again his 

maximum per day, he can also communicate 

telepathically with his Obedients, and they get a +1 

bonus against Mind Affecting effects, +1 for each 

year they spent as Obedients. He can have a 

maximum of 20 Obedients under his powers in any 

given moment. (Level+Charisma modifier) 

Mesmerist abilities (See Occult Adventures) 

Curse of  the Dark Lord 

5ƻƳƛƴƛŎΩǎ ŎǳǊǎŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ ǊŜŀǇ ŀƴȅ ŘƛǊŜŎǘ 

advantage by his own authority; he can't advance 

ōŜȅƻƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀŎǘǳŀƭ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴ ƴƻǊ Ŏŀƴ ƘŜ ƎŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀǊǘΩǎ 

desire. Every time he tries, it ends with him empty 

handed. His schemes can only succeed when he does 

not gain direct advantage by them. He is also unable 

to be acknowledged for his merits. As a side effect, 

his domination powers do not work on his blood 

relations. 
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Lair  

Maison d'Honaire is the ancestral manor of 

d'Honaire family. It is a rank 1 Sinkhole of evil, with 

the confusion ability. 

Closing the Border 

When Dominic wishes to close the borders, a mirage 

illusion confounds the travelers, forcing them back. 

Only drunken, mindless, or confused creatures are 

immune to this effect. Dominic can close the borders 

for one hour every week. 

New Class Archetypes 

Alienist  (Wizard) 

While many alienists simply study aberrant human 

behavior, some, including Mikki, have stumbled onto 

true Aberrations that have contacted some of their 

patients and broken their minds.  These True 

Alienists have gone past treating mental health and 

to directly study these and combat creatures behind 

the veil. 

The Alienist (or Aberrationist) is a Wizard who 

studies the mysteries of the unnatural creatures that 

come from beyond the stars or from under the 

earth. (Idea derived from Complete Arcana Alienist 

wizard PrC) 

Associated School: Transmutation. 

Suggested Opposition Schools: Divination, illusion, 

or conjuration. 

Alignment: any not lawful. 

Requirements: An alienist must choose a familiar as 

her arcane bond at 1st level. 

Modified Powers: The following school powers 

modify the Physical Enhancement and the Change 

Shape powers of the transmutation school. 

Mental Enhancement: Like Physical Enhancement 

but it provides a bonus to one mental characteristic; 

It does not count for bonus spell slots. 

Change Shape: At 8th level, you can change your 

shape for a number of rounds per day equal to your 

wizard level. These rounds do not need to be 

consecutive. This ability works like Aberrant Body I 

or Monstruous Physique II. At 12th level it can also 

work as Aberrant Body II, Ooze Form I, or Monstrous 

Physique III 

Pseudonatural Familiar (Ex): At 7th level, you gain 

Improved Familiar as a bonus feat, and your familiar 

gains the Pseudonatural Template. 

 
Shadow Brother (Wizard)  

The shadow brother is a wizard who learned the 

ways of the Fraternity of Shadows. 

Associated School: Illusion 

Suggested Opposition Schools: Necromancy. 

Alignment: any not good. 

Requirements: A shadow brother must choose a 

familiar as his arcane bond at 1st level. 

Shadow Knowledge: the shadow brother adds half 

level to any Knowledge check. 

Replacement powers: The following school powers 

replace the extended illusions, blinding ray, and 

invisibility field powers of the illusion school. 

Disturb Illusions (Su): You can temporarily dispel an 

illusion when you pass your save to disbelieve it, for 

a number of rounds equal to 1/2 your wizard level, 

maintaining concentration with a move action. At 

20th level, you can permanently dispel an illusion, by 

spending an illusion spell of the same level, as an 

immediate reaction once you pass the saving throw. 

Shadow Ray (Sp): As a standard action you can fire a 

shadowy dark ray at any foe within 30 feet as a 

ranged touch attack. The ray causes creatures to be 
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frightened for 1 round. Creatures with more Hit Dice 

than your wizard level are shaken for 1 round 

instead. You can use this ability a number of times 

per day equal to 3 + your Intelligence modifier. 

Shadow Field (Sp): At 8th level, you can manipulate 

shadow in a 20-foot radius for a number of rounds 

per day equal to your wizard level. These rounds do 

not need to be consecutive. You can increase the 

intensity of the darkness up to that of a deep 

darkness spell; you can also extinguish any non-

magical light source in the radius, and drastically 

drop temperature inside the area. Any hostile 

creatures in the area get an amount of cold damage 

equal to your wizard level.  At 12th level you can use 

the shadows as a shadow conjuration spell, and they 

are 50% real for non-believers. At 20th level you can 

use it as the shades spell. 

Shadow Familiar (Ex): At 7th level, you gain 

Improved Familiar as a bonus feat, and your familiar 

becomes a Shadow. 

New Monster 

Brain in a jar  

CE Tiny undead CR 4 XP 1,200 

Init +2; Senses blindsense 60 ft., darkvision 60 ft., 

Perception +11 

Defense 

AC 18, touch 14, flat-footed 16 (+2 Dex, +2 size, +4 

armor) 

hp 37 (6d8+12) 

Fort +4, Ref +4, Will +8 

SQ: undead traits, channel resistance +4, madness  

Offense 

Speed 0 ft., fly 30 ft. (good)  

Melee slam +1 (1d3-5) 

Space 2 1/2 ft.; Reach 0 ft. 

Spells: Like a 6th level Psychic, concentration +10 

(+14 casting defensively), save 14+spell level. 

Spell-like Abilities CL 6th, concentration +10 (+14 

casting defensively) 

Constantτmage armor  

At willτmage hand, open/close, telekinetic 

projectile (+8 to hit) 

1/dayτdominate person (DC 17) 

Str 1, Dex 15, Con -, Int 18, Wis 15, Cha 15   

 

Base Atk +4; CMB -3; CMD 5. 

Feats Alertness, Combat Casting, Logical Spell 

Skills:  Bluff +7, Diplomacy +11, Fly +19, Knowledge 

(arcana) +11, Knowledge (religion) +11, Perception 

+11, Sense Motive +11, Stealth +19. 

Languages: Common, Undercommon, telepathy 100 

ft. 

Environment: any land or underground  

Organization: solitary or cabal (1 plus 1-6 controlled 

undead and humanoids) 

Treasure: standard 

Special Abilities :  

Flight (Su): The flight of a brain in a jar is magical in 

nature. 

Madness (Su): Anyone targeting a brain in a jar with 

a thought detection, mind control, or telepathic 

effect makes direct contact with its tortured mind 

and takes 1d4 points of Wisdom damage (DC19 Will 

deny) 

New Templates 

Living  Brain in a Jar 

The Living Brain in a Jar is an acquired template 

which can be applied to any humanoid with an 

intelligence score of 18 or more. 

The base creature keeps any ability not tied to the 

original body, including class level, feats, and skill 

ranks 

Size becomes Tiny, or Little for a Large base 

creature. 

Type: Aberration (augmented humanoid) 
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Senses: Same as the Brain in a Jar. 

The physical abilities of the creature become those 

of the Brain in a Jar, except Constitution which is 10; 

ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǎŎƻǊŜǎ ƎŜǘ ŀ .ƻƴǳǎ ƻŦ Ҍп 

Int, +2 Wis, +2 Cha.  

Speed: same as the Brain in the Jar. 

HD: same as the base creature. 

Special Abilities: same as the base creature + Spell-

like abilities of a Brain in a Jar. Spellcaster Level is 

Ŝǉǳŀƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ I5Φ 

Skills: the same as the base creature + Fly and 

Stealth as class skills. 

A living Brain in a Jar needs a daily dose of special 

alchemic fluids to stay healthy. They cost the same 

as one ration of food; deprived of this vital liquid for 

3 days, the Brain starts to suffocate (see 

suffocation). A living brain in the Jar can eat 

and consume liquids, adding them to its vital liquid. 

Living Brains in the Jar are immune to breathing-

based effects (like a killing cloud) but they do sleep. 

Once every month they need to clean their jar, 

which requires 8 hours of work. A Brain out of the 

Jar is staggered and gets a -2 penalty to every d20 

roll. The Brain must be immersed in a liquid to be 

able to rest. A Brain Jar is a magical item (CL 6) with 

hardness 5 and 30 hp, and repairs itself if damaged 

but not destroyed. To create a new Jar, the Brain 

needs a masterwork quality receptacle able to house 

the brain and 8 hours of work, in which are 

consumed 600gp in alchemical reagents. The Jar can 

also be created by level 9 Caster having the Create 

Wondrous Object feat, with access to the spells 

Mend, Bear's Endurance, Water Breathing, Secure 

Shelter and Major Creation. 

Alignment: the same as the base creature. The 

appropriate Craft skill (Glass working or Metal 

working) check might be required. 

CR: the same as the base creature +2 

 

Pseudonatural Creature 

Pseudonatural is an acquired or inherited template 

that can apply to any living creature. 

CR: 9 HD or less, as base creature +1; 10 HD or more, 

as base creature +2. 

Alignment: Any non-lawful. 

TypeΥ ¢ƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ ǘȅǇŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎ ǘƻ ŀōŜǊǊŀǘƛƻƴΦ 5ƻ 

not recalculate HD, BAB, or saves. 

Senses: A pseudonatural creature gains darkvision. 

Defensive Abilities: A pseudonatural creature gains 

a +4 bonus on saves against mind-affecting effects, 

resistance: acid and electricity 10, and DR 5/Crysteel 

(if 11 HD or less) or DR 10/Crysteel (if 12 HD or 

more). 

Speed: Unless the base creature burrows better, the 

pseudonatural creature burrows at 1-1/2 times the 

ōŀǎŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ land speed (through dirt, sand, clay, 

and similar materials), rounded down to the nearest 

multiple of 5 feet. If the creature already has 

burrow, it increases its speed by 30 ft. It can create 

viable tunnels by halving its burrow speed, and it 

burrows at half speed in hard ground. 

Special Abilities: A pseudonatural creature gains one 

of the following abilities for every 4 HD or fraction 

thereof. 

Camouflage (Ex) A pseudonatural creature can use 

Stealth to hide in any sort of underground terrain, 

even if the terrain does not grant cover or 

concealment. It gains a +4 racial bonus on Stealth 

checks. This bonus does not stack with any racial 

Stealth bonus possessed by the base creature. 

Cave Stride (Ex) A pseudonatural creature can move 

through any sort of underground terrain (such as 

rocks, mud, stalagmites) at its normal speed and 

without taking damage or suffering any other 

impairment. underground terrain that has been 

magically manipulated to impede motion still affects 

it. Optionally, this ability may function in a different 

type of terrain, to allow the pseudonatural creature 
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to move through undergrowth, swamps, ice, and so 

forth. Whatever the choice, this ability only 

functions in one type of terrain. This ability can be 

selected more than once, for a different terrain each 

time. 

Darkness (Su): As a swift action, a 

pseudonatural creature can surround itself with 

darkness for 1 round. It can use this ability for 1 

round per day per Hit Die; the creature can see 

through this layer of darkness. 

Energy Resistance (Ex): A pseudonatural creature 

gains resistance 10 to one energy type, or increases 

an existing resistance by 10. Resistance increased 

beyond 30 becomes immunity instead. This ability 

can be selected more than once. 

Ooze Shape (Su): A pseudonatural creature can 

change shape into an Ooze like Ooze Form I; It can 

be taken up two more times allowing the creature to 

use Ooze Form II (At leaste 8 HD) and III (At least 12 

HD) 

Spell Resistance (Ex): A pseudonatural creature 

gains SR equal to 11 + its CR. This does not stack with 

any existing SR possessed by the base creature. 

Soundless Step (Ex): A pseudonatural creature does 

not makes sounds when moving if it does not want 

to, and it can't be perceived using hearing-based 

abilities. 

Uncanny Dodge (Ex) A pseudonatural creature gains 

Uncanny Dodge, as the rogue ability of the same 

name. 

Telepathy (Su): a pseudonatural creature can 

communicate by telepathy in a range of 30 ft with 

any creature it shares a language with. 

Spell-Like Abilities: A pseudonatural creature with 

an Intelligence or Wisdom score of 8 or more has a 

cumulative number of spell-like abilities depending 

on its Hit Dice. Unless otherwise noted, an ability is 

usable once per day. Caster level equals the 

ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ I5 όƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎǘŜǊ ƭŜǾŜƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜ 

ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ ǎǇŜƭƭ-like abilities, whichever is higher). 

1ς2    Daze, Ghost Sound 3/day  

3ς4    Detect Thoughts, True Strike 

5ς6    Daze Monster 

7ς8    Telekinetic Maneuver 

9ς10    Mind Thrust IV 

11ς12   Hold Monster 

13ς14   Stone Tell 

15ς16   Ego whip V 

17ς18   Power word: Stun 

19ς20   Foresight 

 

Abilities: A pseudonatural creature gains a +4 bonus 

to Constitution and a +2 bonus to Intelligence and 

Wisdom. A pseudonatural creature receives a ς4 

penalty to Charisma (minimum 1). 

Pseudonatural creatures derived from creatures 

without an Intelligence score gain an Intelligence of 

3. 

Skills: A pseudonatural creature with racial Hit Dice 

has skill points per racial Hit Die equal to 4 + its 

Intelligence modifier. It gains Acrobatics, Climb, 

Escape Artist, Fly, Intimidate, Knowledge (pick one), 

Perception, Spellcraft, Stealth, Survival, and Swim as 

class skills. 

Languages: Pseudonatural creatures speak 

Undercommon as well as any languages spoken by 

the base creature 

New Spells 

Aberrant  Body I 

School transmutation (polymorph); Level alchemist 3, 

arcanist 4, bloodrager 3, investigator 3, magus 4, 

sorcerer 4, witch 4, wizard 4 

Casting Time 1 standard action 

Components V, S, M (a piece of the creature whose 

form you plan to assume) 

Range personal 

Target you 

Duration 1 minute/level (D) 

 



26 
 
You assume the form of a Small or Medium creature 

of the aberration type. Your base speed changes to 

ƳŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ŦƻǊƳΩǎ ōŀǎŜ ǎǇŜŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƳŀȄƛƳǳƳ 

speed of 60 feet (even if the chosen form has a base 

speed in excess of that speed). If the form you 

assume has any of the following abilities, you gain 

those abilities: climb speed 30 feet, burrow speed 30 

feet (average maneuverability), swim speed 30 feet, 

darkvision 90 feet, scent, metal scent and telepathy 

30 feet. If the form you assume has the aquatic 

subtype, you can breathe air and water. If the 

creature has any weaknesses, you gain those 

weaknesses. If a listed ability depends on an item (as 

is the case with boot stomp), this spell transforms 

the nearest counterpart among your worn gear into 

that item. 

You can more easily cast spells that the creature has 

as spell-like abilities, although you must still cast 

them as normal for your class. When you cast a spell 

that the creature has as a spell-like ability, it requires 

ƴƻ ǾŜǊōŀƭ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŀǘƛŎ ŎƻƳǇƻƴŜƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ 

countered. 

Small Aberration: If you assume this form, you gain 

a +2 size bonus to your Dexterity and Constitution 

scores. 

Medium Aberration: If you assume this form, you 

gain a +2 size bonus to your Strength and 

Constitution scores. 

Aberrant  Body II 

School transmutation (polymorph); Level alchemist 5, 

arcanist 6, investigator 5, magus 6, shaman 5, 

sorcerer 6, witch 6, wizard 6 

Casting Time 1 standard action 

Components V, S, M (a piece of the creature whose 

form you plan to assume) 

Range personal 

Target you 

Duration 1 minute/level (D) 

 

This spell functions as aberration body I, except it 

also allows you to assume the form of a Tiny or Large 

creature of the aberration type. Your base speed 

ŎŀƴΩǘ ƛƴŎǊŜŀǎŜ ŀōƻǾŜ фл ŦŜŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅΦ LŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊƳ ȅƻǳ 

assume has any of the following abilities, you gain 

those abilities: burrow speed 60 feet, climb speed 90 

feet, fly speed 30 feet (good maneuverability), swim 

speed 60 feet, all-around vision, blindsense 30 feet, 

darkvision 120 feet, scent, see in darkness,  bleed, 

blood rage,  burn, cave stride, compression, 

constrict, disease, DR 2/crysteel, earth glide, grab, 

heavy weapons, icewalking, madness, metal scent, 

oversized weapons, poison, rust, stunning cone (1d6 

round), trample, trip and undersized weapons. If the 

creature has immunity to mind-affecting effects or 

poison, you gain a +4 resistance bonus on saves 

against those effects. If the creature has any 

weaknesses, you gain them. 

Tiny Aberration: If you assume this form, you gain a 

+6 size bonus to your Dexterity score and take a ς2 

penalty to your Strength score. 

Large Aberration: If you assume this form, you gain 

a +4 size bonus to your Strength and Constitution 

scores and take a ς2 penalty to your Dexterity score. 

Aberrant  Body III  

School transmutation (polymorph); Level alchemist 6, 

arcanist 7, investigator 6, shaman 6, sorcerer 7, 

witch 7, wizard 7 

Casting Time 1 standard action 

Components V, S, M (a piece of the creature whose 

form you plan to assume) 

Range personal 

Target you 

Duration 1 minute/level (D) 

 

This spell functions as aberration body II except it 

allows you to assume the form of a Diminutive or 

Huge creature of the aberration type. If the form you 

assume has any of the following abilities, you gain 

those abilities: burrow speed 90 feet, climb speed 90 

feet, fly speed 60 feet (good maneuverability), swim 
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speed 90 feet, all-around vision, blindsense 60 feet, 

blindsight 30 feet, darkvision 120 feet, metal scent, 

scent, see in darkness, tremorsense 60 feet, 

telepathy 90 feet, ability damage (max1d4) bleed, 

blood rage, burn, cave stride, compression, constrict, 

disease, DR 5/crysteel, eat fear, earth glide, fear 

aura, frightful presence, fortification, grab, heavy 

weapons, icewalking, madness, oversized weapons, 

poison, rend, rust, sound mimicry, stunning cone 

(2d6), swallow whole. If the creature has immunity 

or resistance to any energy types, you gain 

resistance 20 to those energy types. If the creature 

has immunity to mind-affecting effects or poison, 

you gain a +8 resistance bonus on saves against 

those effects. If the creature has any weaknesses, 

you gain those weaknesses. 

Diminutive Aberration: If you assume this form, you 

gain a +8 size bonus to your Dexterity score and take 

a ς4 penalty to your Strength score. 

Huge Aberration: If you assume this form, you gain a 

+6 size bonus to your Strength and Constitution 

scores and take a ς4 penalty to your Dexterity score. 

Aberrant  Body IV 

School transmutation (polymorph); Level arcanist 9, 

sorcerer 9, witch 9, wizard 9 

Casting Time 1 standard action 

Components V, S, M (a piece of the creature whose 

form you plan to assume) 

Range personal 

Target you 

Duration 1 minute/level (D) 

 

This spell functions as aberrant body III except it 

ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƳƛǘ ȅƻǳǊ ōŀǎŜ ǎǇŜŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŀƭǎƻ ŀƭƭƻǿǎ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ 

use more abilities. If the form you assume has any of 

the following abilities, you gain those abilities: 

burrow speed 120 feet, climb speed 90 feet, fly 

speed 90 feet (good maneuverability), swim speed 

120 feet, all-around vision, blindsense 60 feet, 

blindsight 30 feet, darkvision 120 feet, metal scent, 

scent, see in darkness,  telepathy 100 feet, 

tremorsense 60 feet, ability damage (max 1d6), 

ability drain (max 1d4),  bleed, blood rage, burn, 

cave stride, compression, constrict, disease, DR 

10/crysteel, eat fear, earth glide, fast healing 5, fear 

aura, fortification,  frightful presence, gibbering, 

grab, heavy weapons, hide in plain sight, icewalking, 

medium fortification, oversized weapons, poison, 

regeneration, rend, rust, sound mimicry, stunning 

cone (3d6), swallow whole,  trample, undersized 

weapons. If the creature has immunity or resistance 

to any energy types, you gain resistance 30 to those 

energy types. If the creature has immunity to mind-

affecting effects or poison, you gain a +8 resistance 

bonus on saves against those effects. If the creature 

has spell resistance, you gain spell resistance 6 + 

your caster level. If the creature has any 

weaknesses, you gain those weaknesses. 

New Special Material: Crysteel 

This violet-grey crystal, mined deep underground in 

the mountains and known for its effectiveness 

against aberrations and dream creatures, once cut 

and tempered with a special resonance procedure, is 

lighter, harder and stays sharper than regular steel. 

Weapons made of crysteel cost twice as much to 

make as their normal counterparts. Also, adding any 

magical enhancements to a crysteel weapon 

increases its price by 2,000 gp. This increase is 

applied the first time the item is enhanced, not once 

per ability added. 

Items without metal parts cannot be made from 

crysteel, an exception can be made for glass and 

crystal ones. An arrow could be made of crysteel, 

but a quarterstaff could not. A double weapon with 

one crysteel half costs 50% more than normal. 

 

Crysteel has 30 hit points per inch of thickness and 

hardness 10, it takes no damage from cold but doble 

damage from sonic. Crysteel damage reduction can 

be ignored by weapon with a magic enhancement of 

+3 or more.  

" 



28 
 

The Grand Estate Cluster 
A series of domains inspired by the game Darkest Dungeon 

By: HyperionSol 
 

 

The Grand Estate Cluster is an unusual Cluster in the 

terms of its creation. Like many Domains, it was 

started with one land for a new Darklord. As the 

years continued, the location in the Material Plane 

which the first Domain was based proved to be a 

fertile ground for the Dark Powers in their collection 

of their favorite targets. Perhaps as a dark 

coincidence, all of the Darklords collected from 

these fertile grounds all come from the same family, 

each inheriting the estate in the Material Plane 

before committing an act of evil they could not be 

redeemed for, and their version of the estate is 

made their Domain. 

Although the actual Corbeau Estate, on which the 

5ƻƳŀƛƴǎ ŀǊŜ ōŀǎŜŘΣ ƛǎ ŀ ǘȅǇƛŎŀƭ ƴƻōƭŜΩǎ ŜǎǘŀǘŜΣ ǘƘŜ 

cluster itself is much larger. Each domain holds a 

version of the estate, made to reflect the Darklord 

who controls it, along with surrounding lands that 

are each a twisted reflection of the desires, and the 

crimes, of those Darklords. 

Although each of the Darklords are part of an 

extended family, they despise each other; each 

considers the others to be usurpers or false 

claimants to the estate they consider their own. 

When they are not busy with their various schemes 

to try and achieve what they desire, they plot 

against one another, firmly believing that the clues 

to their goals are being hoarded by the others. The 

entire cluster has become the battleground to a 

family feud, perhaps one of the most terrible battles 

of all. 

Corvania 

Cultural Level: 7 (Medieval) 

Religion: Church of Ezra, Heart of Darkness 

Terrain: Temperate fields, hills 

Government: Democracy 

Ruler: Mayor Thom Blackbriar 

Darklord: Edmund Corbeau 

Analogue: English countryside 

 

Edmund Corbeau was the lord of the large Corbeau 

Estate. He was known for being a distant lord to the 

people of the small hamlet on his lands, barely being 

seen in public, often relaying orders or requests 

through messengers. He had grown up isolated, 

having only a few servants and his books for 

companions since his parents wished for him to 

focus on his studies and responsibilities and not be 

distracted by things that they considered frivolous or 

ŎƘƛƭŘƛǎƘΦ 9ŘƳǳƴŘΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ōƻƻƪǎΣ ǘƘŜ 

only things which did not inhibit or judge him. He 

developed a disconnect with people and his 

subjects, not having patience for dealing with 

mundane situations when he preferred the study of 

tomes, both new and old, having more interest in 

knowledge and events from abroad rather than 

what was going on at his doorstep. 

After his parents died, Edmund only gave a bare 

minimum of mourning to them, showing barely any 

care for the people who raised him. Afterwards, 

Edmund went right back to his books and his studies. 

He performed his duties, but again at the bare 
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minimum. Orders were made with messy signatures, 

judgements were passed without consideration to 

any evidence beyond the cursory examination, and 

he considered all of it a nuisance. 

His people were downtrodden as the lord neglected 

some of their needs, but it was not horrible or 

unbearable. If they did not earn his ire and draw him 

away from his studies, he was content to leave them 

alone.  

9ŘƳǳƴŘΩǎ ŦŀǘŜ ǿŀǎ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊ ŀƭǘŜǊŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ 

several books of forgotten knowledge and theories 

on several subjects hidden in the walls of the family 

library. They had been plastered into the walls, 

obviously never to be found until Edmund began 

work to expand his library. Curious, Edmund took 

the books and began to scroll through them. The 

books detailed knowledge of exotic methods and 

knowledge in several subjects which some would call 

fiction, ludicrous, or downright mad.  

Not Edmund, though. For once, he found he had a 

passion towards something. Voraciously reading the 

documents, he noted, re-read, and examined 

everything with academic zeal. The knowledge of 

such things fascinated him. Even if it was considered 

mad, it was so new and interesting that he found 

himself pulled into it. He grew to eagerly read the 

books at every opportunity and experiment with the 

things he discovered. 

One of the last books Edmund read was one 

detailing an unknown portion of the land he ruled. It 

spoke of ancient creatures and the land being 

tainted by a force of unknown origins. He read of 

some conflict his ancestors had had with the force, 

when it was still new in the Material Plane. It 

detailed the strange and otherworldly nature of the 

ōŜŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜ 9ŘƳǳƴŘΩǎ ŀƴŎŜǎǘƻǊǎ Ǉǳǘ 

forward to seal it when they were not able to 

destroy it. The seal was underneath the very ground 

that Corbeau Manor was built on. 

Now immensely curious, Edmund began hiring 

workers to begin digging underneath the manor. 

Using the books he discovered as a guide, Edmund 

dug deeper into the ground. As they got deeper, the 

ground grew hard, as if soured. The men began to 

ŦŜŜƭ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ 9ŘƳǳƴŘΩǎ 

zeal would not permit them to retreat or leave. 

9ŘƳǳƴŘΩǎ ŘŜǎƛǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŜǎǘŀǘŜ 

soon became dark and all-consuming. Soon, he 

refused to allow the workers to leave the dig site. 

The sick and wounded were executed so as to keep 

the men and guards from being distracted. Their 

bodies were tossed aside like so much refuse, which 

Edmund saw them as. The men were expected to dig 

a certain amount before they could be fed and 

watered. Sometimes Edmund did not want to feed 

them simply because he felt they were not digging 

fast enough for his tastes. 

Finally, in what seemed like the bedrock of the land, 

the workers broke through the rock and came to the 

spot where Edmund was positive that the entity he 

had read of was located. 

What was found inside that cavern was so terrible, 

many workers were driven mad or to suicide just by 

seeing it. Edmund, perhaps reinforced by the dark 

knowledge he already knew or an already altered 

state of mind, was able to begin running for his life.  

Above ground, the mists of Ravenloft rose and 

surrounded the lands of the Corbeau estate and 

whisked the people within away. 

Upon awakening, Edmund found himself no longer 

human, but a fleshy mass of eldritch substance. He 

could manipulate the flesh to manifest a form, but 

he could not separate himself from it, nor could he 

extend its reach past the doorways of his own 

manor. He was trapped within and had lost all of the 

books of forbidden knowledge, in the chaos of the 

entity being unleashed. 

Current Sketch 

Edmund lives utterly dependent on the human 

Ŏǳƭǘƛǎǘǎ ǿƘƻ ǊŜǾŜǊŜ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ΨIŜŀǊǘ ƻŦ 5ŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΩΦ 

He can spawn monsters from his flesh, but they 

cannot leave the manor either, or else their lifespans 
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are measured in days at most. He has the knowledge 

and power of the entity he desired, but his home has 

become his prison, as the power cannot pass beyond 

its border, the ancient seal still very active and 

ǿƻǾŜƴ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŜ Ŏǳƭǘƛǎǘǎ ŎŀƴΩǘ 

dismantle it for him. 

Edmund believes that if he can somehow harness 

the true power of the entity, which he believes has 

other parts hidden under the lands of his enemies, 

he can finally take full control and free himself. He 

plots and sends out his cultists to try and find clues 

to the locations of these pieces of the entity he is 

fused to. 

The Land 

Corvania is a dreary land of wilted plant life and 

scenery, almost looking like it is slowly decaying. The 

taint of Edmund seeps across the land. Growth of 

produce and raising of animals is difficult at best as it 

is quite easy for crops and animals to take ill. 

¢ƘŜ ƭŀǊƎŜǎǘ ǎŜǘǘƭŜƳŜƴǘ ƛǎ /ǊƻǿΩǎ bŜǎǘΣ ŀ 

downtrodden hamlet of people who try to get by as 

best as they can. The town leaders are members of 

the cult called the Seekers of the Dark who believe 

that by pleasing their deity, they will be able to join 

their flesh with his and attain power and 

immortality. Edmund has promised this, although he 

has no intention of seeing it through. 

Corbeau Manor sits on a hill in the middle of it all. It 

remains with all the signature architecture and 

splendor of a manor, but it is clearly abandoned, and 

nothing of value remains, having been picked clean 

by villagers in search of resources. Cultists station 

themselves there, squatting among it all, which 

Edmund barely tolerates as an intrusion into his 

personal space. 

Monsters 

People are the worst monsters in Corvania. Cultists, 

bandits, maniacs, and other people who give into 

the darkness prey on the other humans who reside 

there. What other monsters found in the land are 

wandering monsters from the other domains that 

surround Corvania. 

Adventure Hook 

The Seekers of the Dark are excavating sites of old 

ruins on behalf of Edmund, looking for more pieces 

of the entity he is bound to. Such pieces are never 

discovered, but relics which may relax some of his 

restrictions are. 

Champignon 

Cultural Level: 5 (Dark Age) although the people 

have knowledge of Medieval age. 

Religion: Church of Hala, Druidic Faith 

Terrain: Temperate forests, hills 

Government: Meritocratic council 

Ruler: Elizabeth Stillwater 

Darklord: Julianna Corbeau 

Analogue: Dark Forests 

 

Julianna Corbeau inherited the Corbeau estate after 

her uncle was confirmed dead, once the people 

gained the courage to try and find him. Although his 

ōƻŘȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦƻǳƴŘΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƭŀǇǎŜŘ ǘǳƴƴŜƭǎ ƘŀŘ ǎƻ 

many bodies in it, he was assumed to be one of 

them. She moved into the estate with her family and 

set about fixing the property and the extensive 

tunnels her uncle dug under the foundations. 

While the repairs were happening, Julianna 

discovered a set of books which seemed to have 

been abandoned or lost in the tunnels. Reading 

them, she found many bizarre writings, and recipes 

for strange concoctions. She considered them 

insanity for the most part but discovered that one of 

the books was an extensive encyclopedia of plants 

and their properties. A botanist in her free time, 

Julianna amused herself and read through the 

entries of the book and the strange plants within 

whenever she felt like reading something amusing. 

While she was in her studies, her eldest daughter 

took ill with a serious illness. Healers were proving 
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stumped by the illness with little idea as to what to 

do. The locals said it was native to the area and 

there was no cure. In desperation, Julianna went to 

her books, the ones she found in the basement 

tunnels, hoping the strange writings would have a 

clue. To her relief, she found a description of the 

same illness which afflicted her daughter. More 

importantly, a cure was written in the pages of the 

botany book. 

Julianna brought the matter to her husband, but he 

dismissed it as folk remedies which could not be 

trusted. He was a firm believer in science and 

modern medicine. If those did not have an answer, 

then nothing would. Having already given up hope, 

he simply said they should spend their time with 

their daughter and say their goodbyes. 

Enraged and disgusted with her husband for giving 

up so easily, Julianna refused to simply just give up 

because modern science did not have an easy 

answer. She took to the thick and overgrown nearby 

forests to find the ingredients she needed. It was a 

dangerous journey, and Juliana nearly lost her life 

due to her lack of experience in the true wilderness, 

but she was able to find the ingredients she needed 

for the recipe. 

Julianna returned and with her herbalism skills and 

some luck, concocted the potion from the 

ingredients and fed it to her daughter, despite the 

resistance and admonishments from her husband. 

To the shock of the healers and those who had given 

ǳǇΣ WǳƭƛŀƴƴŀΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ǎƭƻǿΣ ōǳǘ Ŧǳƭƭ 

recovery. The potion had worked, proving the 

ŜŦŦŜŎǘƛǾŜƴŜǎǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ΨŦƻƭƪ ǊŜƳŜŘƛŜǎΩ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƘŀŘ 

looked down on. 

Julianna became famous in the nearby hamlet, able 

to brew remedies to cure several local ailments and 

illnesses, after the residents heard that she had 

cured a previously incurable sickness. This served to 

increase her reputation, although it strained her 

relationship with her husband. She grew stern with 

him and never let him forget how he was willing to 

give up on their child. He in turn began growing 

bitter with her vindictive taunting, at her growing 

fame, but also her fascination with the folk remedies 

he saw such little value in. It broke the spirit of their 

marriage since neither were willing to let go of past 

sleights or their ingrained beliefs. 

As the years passed, Julianna made the estate her 

own, growing numerous trees and other plants in 

order to face less risk in harvesting what she needed 

for her remedies. She was deeply fascinated by the 

recipes in her book, often tinkering and 

experimenting to see if they would work. Inevitably, 

ǘƘŜ Ǉƻǘƛƻƴǎ ŘƛŘ ǿƻǊƪΣ ƻƴƭȅ ƛƴŎǊŜŀǎƛƴƎ WǳƭƛŀƴƴŀΩǎ 

reputation and filling her family coffers. 

Julianna discovered hidden notes near the back of 

the book hinting toward a new recipe of a 

concoction which supposedly would bring youth and 

vitality while it was consumed. Julianna grew eager 

to try the new concoction, but found the recipe was 

incomplete. Whoever had been trying to concoct the 

mixture did not have time to finish. 

Julianna set to work on her latest project, but her 

desire turned into a troubling fixation as time 

passed. As her daughter grew up, Julianna began to 

grow envious of her beauty and grace, seeing herself 

growing older and grayer in comparison. She used 

her own mixtures to cure her own ailments, but the 

aging process continued, and so Julianna felt her 

time to shine was coming to an end.  

Her research grew to a deep obsession, destroying 

the relationships she had with the rest of her family. 

So resentful of her aging, she eventually refused to 

even look at her daughter, not wishing to be 

reminded of her age and how her bond with her 

husband had withered long ago. 

WǳƭƛŀƴƴŀΩǎ ǘǊǳŜ ŘŜǎŎŜƴǘ ŎŀƳŜ when she came to 

discover her husband had been keeping a mistress. 

Although their bond had been long soured, Julianna 

was enraged at the treachery and the loss of 

reputation she might suffer with the revelation of 

the impropriety.  
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Thinking ruthlessly, Julianna made more concoctions 

and slipped them into wine that she knew her 

husband would share with his mistress. It was a 

potent drug, which knocked them out before they 

even realized that the wine tasted off. One they 

were knocked out, Julianna brought them to her lab 

where she forcibly fed them test batches of her 

formula as living test subjects. Both were subject to 

painful side effects of the concoctions, including 

blisters, sickness, and even some physical 

disfigurement. Even as they eventually begged for 

death, Julianna fed them more, making even more 

horrible suffering for them. 

It took three days for the servants to gather the 

courage to check on Julianna.  They revealed what 

they knew to the authorities, and the local militia 

arrived to make a check. At the same time, Julianna 

believed she had finally perfected her magnum 

opus, the formula for eternal youth and vitality. 

More gruesomely, she had harvested fungus and 

molds that grew from the corpses of her husband 

and his mistress to make it. Believing she would now 

shine eternally in beauty, fame and reputation, she 

consumed it as the militia broke in. 

The effects of the formula soon took effect. Julianna 

began to bloat and scream in pain. She grew large, 

but certainly not more beautiful. In moments, her 

body was warped by the concoction and appeared 

more like a large, blubbery hag than the beautiful 

woman she envisioned. Enraged, and seeing she had 

been caught, Julianna barreled through the shocked 

militia, fleeing into the gardens and out into the 

forests as the mists rose to engulf her. 

Current Sketch 

Julianna is desperately searching for a cure to her 

condition. She has not realized that in functional 

terms, her initial formula worked. She is as youthful 

as any woman in her prime, but her body became 

bloated and large to accommodate processes which 

allow her to have it. She merely believes that she 

made the formula wrong and just needs to remake 

it, and then tinker with it to regain her beauty and 

the immortality with it. 

She does not, or perhaps will not, realize that this is 

impossible. Not only has she lost the book where she 

recorded her experiments, but the fungus she 

harvested from her husband and the mistress were a 

unique accident, a chemical reaction brought by the 

numerous formula she already fed them before the 

mushrooms sprouted. Still, she desperately 

experiments and harvests, going so far as to use 

humanoid body parts as ingredients. 

The Land 

Champignon is a land choked with overgrown and 

wild forests and has numerous breeds of herbs, 

fungus, and other plants growing in it. If the people 

of Oak Hollow, a simple trapping and logging 

settlement, were able to try and export more than 

furs or lumber, they would have quite a profitable 

export on their hands from the sheer number of 

medicinal plants which grow there. Still, the people 

are cautious, knowing that the woods are anything 

ōǳǘ ǎŀŦŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊ ƻŦ Ψ¢ƘŜ IŀƎΩ ǿƘƻ ƭƛǾŜǎ ŘŜŜǇ 

within them, throwing lost travelers into her cooking 

pot to feed her monstrous children. 

In the middle of the deepest forest called the Weald, 

the Corbeau Estate remains. This version of it is 

overgrown, most of it being covered in vines, kinds 

of fungus, or having trees growing over or through 

portions of it. 

Monsters 

Julianna has taken on a number of apprentices who 

came to her, hoping to learn from her exploits. They 

work as her agents, harvesting and brewing 

concoctions of their own. Constant exposure to the 

fumes and effects of the potions have turned them 

into hag-like creatures themselves, although their 

spells are all in the form of potions and other 

alchemical solutions. 

Other monsters include wild animals, but also a 

strange fungus which grows on corpses and 



33 
 

animates them into wild minions. What purpose 

they serve, or if they serve Julianna, is not yet 

known. So far, they exist to try and spread their 

spores further before they die and wither. Their 

fungus is especially prized by the hags as a resource, 

making them a potent bartering tool for anyone 

hoping to make a deal with them. 

The bandits who populate safer portions of the 

forest are almost a footnote, often waylaying 

wagons or goods which travel down their roads. 

Adventure Hook 

 A strange illness starts afflicting the land and the 

hags have the cure. They demand sacrifices in return 

for it, but secretly, the hags are the ones who 

created the illness. 

Bloedveld 

Cultural Level: 8 (Chivalric) for the Bloody Court, 

closer to 6 (Early Medieval) or 7 (Medieval) for 

everyone else. 

Terrain: Warm Swamps 

Government: Landed Aristocracy 

Religion: Church of Ezra 

Ruler: Lady Carmilla Corbeau 

Darklord: Lucius Corbeau 

Analogue: Masquerade parties of Italy, bayou 

swamps 

 

After the scandal of the murder of the former 

master at the hands of his wife, the Corbeau Estate 

fell to Lucius Corbeau. He was quick to take 

ownership, almost gleefully, and set about hacking 

down the greenery, trees, and other plants which 

took up so much of the estate grounds. Many hoped 

the arrival of the new lord would be a fresh start for 

the territory.  

Lucius quickly had the grounds groomed to 

perfection and had numerous gardeners make a 

veritable portrait of beautiful flowers and greenery. 

Beautiful hedge mazes, peaceful ponds, elegant 

flower gardens, marble statuary, and other scenes of 

utter beauty, all fitting for nobility. It brought 

advancements of culture and art to the otherwise 

rural area of the Corbeau Estate. 

It was a fresh start, but not for the better. 

Lucius proved to live for hedonistic delights and 

often neglected his ruling duties in favor of pursuing 

his pleasures. He held constant parties where other 

people of the rich or noble classes were invited to 

sate their desires and enjoy the privileges. In his 

mind, they deserved pleasure for no other reason 

than for being rich and of noble blood, showing his 

immense sense of entitlement.  

Lucius proved just as cruel as he was handsome. He 

only accepted beauty on his property. Anyone who 

was less than splendid in beauty, with him being the 

most beautiful, was painfully ejected from the 

parties he held and shunned by his circle of 

sycophants. Such ejections usually involved beatings 

for the viewing pleasure of the other guests, their 

rancorous laughter mixing with cries of pain. 

Lucius still grew bored with his parties, seeing the 

same things repeatedly, and began searching for 

bigger thrills. As he searched for inspiration for his 

next party, he stumbled on a series of books 

detailing new recipes of wine and other culinary 

delights in a basement cellar where he had shoved 

Ƙƛǎ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜǎΩ ōŜƭƻƴƎƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇΦ 

Upon seeing the exotic vintages of wines and foods 

in one of the books, Lucius quickly set to work for his 

next party. 

Lucius quickly gained the reputation of being a wine 

connoisseur. He had so many exotic and unique 

wines, everyone wanted to taste what exotic vintage 

he could come up with. He would have his wine 

mixed with other ingredients, creating exciting new 

drinks. The foods were devoured voraciously and 

held to much aplomb. His name was on the tongues 

of everyone considered wealthy or noble, allowing 

him to network with so many. 
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Still, Lucious soon grew bored again and looked to 

the recipes deeper in the book which gotten him 

such praise. He quickly discovered wines and foods 

which required new ingredients that would be 

ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘΧǳƴǳǎǳŀƭΦ aƻǎǘ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜŘ ōƭƻod or organs 

usually not considered palatable. Still, Lucius was 

like any spoiled aristocrat, wishing for the newest 

thing now, if not sooner. 

After each party, Lucius would go back to the book, 

trying to find something new to entertain his guests 

and himself. Many new ingredients and mixes were 

used to make new cocktails. The more exotic the 

ingredients he would put into his meals, the more 

decadent and hedonistic the guests would become, 

drunk on the tainted wines which would be provided 

to them. This in turn would make the parties much 

more entertaining and exciting for Lucius. 

Yet still Lucius would grow bored and try to find 

something new barely after the last party ended. 

This came to a head when one of his servants died in 

an accident, their blood spilling out and tainting the 

latest mixture of wine. Not wishing to deal with the 

mess, and curious as to what it might do, Lucius had 

ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘ ƳƛȄŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ 

served to the guests, after some modifications that 

book had suggested for blood wines. 

The party was the most hedonistic yet. Guests would 

gorge themselves on food or take part in beatings of 

the servants for the fun of it. Physical delights were 

supplied by courtesans, and everyone acted more 

like primitives in fancy clothes than the nobility they 

claimed to be. It was the most delightful party yet 

for Lucius and he knew he had found the key to 

ensuring all his delights. He did not care for anyone 

or their disgusting behavior, merely seeing beautiful 

people like himself enjoying themselves as they 

deserved to thanks to their aristocratic lineage. 

Knowing the blood wines were the key to his 

pleasures, Lucius took to having someone from the 

hamlet, or a servant, killed before each party, 

draining their blood to mix with the wines in recipes 

from his important books. It would be served to his 

guests, once again making it a party of legends, but 

these debaucheries came to be regarded with 

disgust by the people and by more responsible 

nobility who wished for nothing to do with any of 

the attendees. Some may have thought aristocracy 

had the right to act in such a way, but others derided 

Lucius, since aristocracy should have been above 

such things. 

One night, a sinfully beautiful woman came to 

attend the party, attracted by the supposedly 

legendary delights the parties boasted. Her arrival 

had no fanfare, but everyone noticed when she 

arrived. She outshone everyone at the party and all 

eyes were on her from the moment she stepped into 

the ballroom. She drank the wine but did not lose 

herself to the display of savagery like everyone else. 

Instead, she had a harsh critique for the wine and 

seemingly looked down on the other guests as if 

they were swine. 

Lucius grew jealous and enraged that someone 

dared critique his perfect wine and his ΨƴƻōƭŜΩ 

pleasures. Deciding to punish the woman for her 

rudeness, he lured the woman out to the balcony 

under the pretense of seeking a romantic interlude. 

He drew a blade he had pocketed from the buffet to 

murder her, but she quickly revealed herself as a 

vampire-like creature who swiftly tried to devour 

Lucius. Only his strong stomach helped him keep his 

senses in the face of her disgusting transformation. 

A lucky stab had him seemingly slay the woman 

before she could end his life. 

Rather than be completely afraid or utterly horrified, 

Lucius wondered if the rare specimen might offer an 

even better wine vintage than mere human blood. 

He secreted the body away and drained it of all its 

blood, mixing it with his latest batch. As he served 

the wine to his guests for the next party, the mists 

rose and swallowed the estate for the third time. 

The guests drank the wine, but soon found 

themselves mutating. Their eyes turned insect-like, 

their nails grew sharp, and their noses almost 

became a proboscis. Their beauty was gone, 
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showing the bloodthirsty monsters they always were 

underneath. Lucius grew horrified, finally seeing the 

evil he was perpetuating and tried to flee, but only 

found himself running into the vampiric creature he 

slain, smiling adoringly at him. 

Current  Sketch 

Lucius has what he wanted, to be able to have 

parties and delights all the time, but he is tortured 

by the disgusting imagery of the Bloody Court and 

must witness their evil feasts and decadence all the 

time. The mosquito-like creatures slightly appear 

human and play the role of nobility at a party, 

although they still repulse him. 

He constantly has to host the creatures, and the 

vampire he thought he had slain has taken the role 

of lady of the manor, always being more beautiful 

than him even in the monstrosities surrounding 

them. Lucius must continue providing for the Bloody 

Court since he fears them turning on him. 

Lucius is the Darklord, although one may think his 

ΨƭŀŘȅΩ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳŜ ǊǳƭŜǊΦ IŜ ƘƻƭŘǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ 

insects such as mosquitos and ticks, syphoning blood 

from people to make his desired wines called the 

Blood Vintage. He could control the Bloody Court, 

except for Carmilla who can take them back since 

they do hold their blood, but he fears them too 

much to even try experimenting with the idea. 

The Land 

The land of Bloedveld is a marshy, muggy 

swampland. Ticks, leeches, mosquitos, and other 

bloodsucking swamp creatures are almost a plague 

on themselves. Other swamp animals populate the 

swamps, although they often show mutations from 

the Sycophant Disease which afflicts everything. 

The standing village of Blood River is the only major 

center of population. All of the people are akin to 

Broken Ones or Mongrelfolk, but show signs of 

mosquitos, leeches, ticks, or other animals that draw 

blood. They are quite sane, although they show 

twitchy spasms and prefer to eat bloody meats. They 

deeply fear the Bloody Court.  

The Corbeau Estate rests on one of the few large 

spots of dry land, decorated in extravagant pieces of 

art and decoration, but all of it appears to be in 

serious stats of neglect. Old crates of Blood Vintage 

litter the grounds, piles of wasted food rot in 

corners, and bodies of victims lie drained of all fluids 

like random trash. Some weak members of the 

Bloody Court lay listless, begging for wine or blood 

so they can rejoin the party. 

Monsters 

Almost everything here is a monster which would 

devour anything they can for blood. It is all thanks to 

a disease called the Sycophant Disease, created 

when mosquitos began feeding on the members of 

the Bloody Court as they partied in the marshes. 

Victims soon grow thirsty, desiring blood more than 

water or common wine. The more they drink, the 

more insect-like features they develop. 

A priest seems to be the only one who is not 

afflicted with the disease, but he is just as 

dangerous. He often uses fire to burn anyone he 

finds afflicted with the disease. Why he is not 

afflicted, no one can say, but some theorize he may 

have a cure. 

The worst monsters are the Bloody Court 

themselves. They are humanoid but have many 

features akin to ticks and mosquitos with pointed 

noses, sharp teeth, and bulbous eyes. They put on 

airs of nobility but once they smell blood, they will 

pounce, transforming into insect-like monsters and 

wring every bit of blood out of their victims. 

Adventure Hook 

One or more of the party has been afflicted by the 

{ȅŎƻǇƘŀƴǘΩǎ 5ƛǎŜŀǎŜΣ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ŀ ŎǊŀǾƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ 

blood and mutating their features to be more insect-

like. A cure must be found, but where to look? The 

crazed priest who somehow remains unafflicted, or 

deep somewhere in Corbeau Manor? 
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Diepinham 

Culture Level: 8 (Chivalric) 

Religion: Church of Ezra, Sekolah 

Terrain: Open ocean, small islands 

Government: Landed hierarchy 

Ruler: Richter Corbeau 

Darklord: Richter Corbeau 

Analogue: English coast, Innsmouth 

 

After the last lord of the Corbeau Estate disappeared 

after what seemed like his most violent party yet, 

the estate languished as the people tried to forget 

about what happened, hoping they were now free 

ŦǊƻƳ ŎǊǳŜƭ ƭƻǊŘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳƻƴǳƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ [ǳŎƛǳǎΩ Ǿŀƴƛǘȅ 

was left to decay for a time, erasing him from the 

ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ƳƛƴŘǎΦ 

After some time, a new owner of the estate was 

discovered, a grandson of Lucius from an affair he 

had during one of his parties. Richter Corbeau was 

grizzled and grew up poor, being the son of an 

illegitimate child and had to work to eke out a living 

on boats. Many had hopes that someone who knew 

the value and hardships of hard work would make a 

better lord than the one they had before. 

Receiving the estate and what funds it had left after 

Lucius spent so much of it on his indulgences, 

Richter set up the task of building a business to 

replenish the coffers. He tried building up a few 

ships to start a shipping and fishing business. He 

managed to buy or have built some boats to at least 

begin the shipping empire he envisioned. There was 

some income, but not enough to bring the Corbeau 

estate back to its splendor. Still, it was the 

beginnings of recovery. 

Still, no plan goes smoothly, much less one involving 

ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀΦ wƛŎƘǘŜǊΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎŜǘōŀŎƪ Ƙƛǘ ƘŀǊŘ ŀǎ ƻƴe of his 

ships sank in a storm. Whatever funds he had 

managed to accumulate were suddenly gone, being 

tied up in the cargo, and leaving nothing left to pay 

the rest of his sailors. 

Desperately digging through family books and 

archives for anything he might be able to use as a 

monetary asset. He found a set of old books among 

Ƙƛǎ ƎǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊ [ǳŎƛǳǎΩ ŘƛǎŎŀǊŘŜŘ ōŜƭƻƴƎƛƴƎǎΦ !ƳƻƴƎ 

them, he found a book of archeology one of 

wƛŎƘǘŜǊΩǎ ŀƴŎŜǎǘƻǊǎ ǿǊƻǘŜΦ IŜ ǊŜŀŘ ƛǘ ŎƭƻǎŜƭȅΣ 

wondering if they had a cache of artefacts he could 

sell. Richter soon discovered that there was a nearby 

set of caverns leading underwater, sporting a 

number of ruins and strange architecture, which his 

ancestors had been examining before they promptly 

abandoned the search. 

Seeing an opportunity, Richter grabbed some 

supplies and set out to find the caves. Near the coast 

in an underground tunnel, Richter traveled deep, 

finding coral and barnacle growths usually found 

underwater. Past that, he found the odd structures 

and architecture, all of it depicting nightmarish sea 

creatures and styled in ways he could barely 

understand. He would have been quick to raid the 

ruins for whatever he could find, but he was blocked 

by the residents of the underwater temples, 

sahuagin. 

These sahuagin, although vicious, were not 

uncivilized. They wished for a better hold on the 

land, a launch point for land raids and Richter was 

willing to provide that in return for riches and 

resources. The sahuagin struck the deal and were 

willing to provide, but they wanted a sign of 

dedication, proof Richter would hold to his end of 

the bargain and not try to betray them. They 

ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜŘ ŀ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜ ƻƴ wƛŎƘǘŜǊΩǎ ǇŀǊǘΣ ŀ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜ ƻŦ ŀ 

human life with his own hands. 

Richter promised to do so and he already had a 

target in mind. He had been having romantic 

relations with a woman in town. It was strictly casual 

for him, but the woman believed Richter might make 

her his wife and lady of the Corbeau Estate. Realizing 

she was his key to receiving wealth and fortune, 

Richter lured the woman down to the docks. As they 

stood at the end, before she could realize what was 

happening, Richter threw her into the sea where the 

sahuagin pulled her deep underground into their 
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tunnels. When the tide receded the next day, Richter 

found numerous pieces of gold and jewels in his 

possession, more than enough to restore his 

business and begin inflating his fortunes. 

Richter let the business grow, receiving infusions of 

gold from the sahuagin and in return, he merely had 

to either throw someone to their clutches as a 

sacrifice to their god or do some other unsavory task 

to allow them to build their kingdom in the tunnels 

under the cove, as they prepared to advance on the 

land. Weapons, items, supplies, and other needs the 

sahuagin had were smuggled to the caves and added 

to their war supplies. 

It was a potentially devastating invasion, but Richter 

inadvertently saved the land when he grew too 

greedy. 

With new fortunes, Richter soon changed, believing 

he deserved more thanks to being one of the richest 

people in the area. Still, his greatest income came 

from his secret ventures. He constantly received 

demands from the sahuagin for rare items. To keep 

people from finding out what he was doing, he 

commissioned a ship of smugglers to retrieve his 

items or smuggle illegal goods for added coin. 

As the sahuagin demanded more dangerous or rare 

items, the smugglers demanded more pay. Richter 

seethed with the demands for better pay, turning 

miserly and wishing to hoard his money thanks to his 

poor childhood. Still, he could not just let them go, 

since they knew too much about his illegal ventures.  

Deciding to get rid of the greedy crew in favor of a 

ŎƘŜŀǇŜǊ ƻƴŜΣ ƘŜ ΨǊŜǿŀǊŘŜŘΩ Ƙƛǎ ǎƳǳƎƎƭŜǊǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 

feast that left them sleepy and drunk, stumbling 

around their own boat. With them in no shape to 

resist, Richter cursed their anchor with one of the 

items he had collected. The anchor immediately 

sank to the bottom of the sea, taking the ship and 

the crew beneath the waves with it. This was the 

final act which had the mists of Ravenloft rise, taking 

Richter and his sahuagin allies with them. 

When the mists parted, Richter found himself on a 

ǘƛƴȅ ƛǎƭŀƴŘΩǎ ǿƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ ƭŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ƻǇŜƴ ǎŜŀ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 

him. He was confused at what happened, until the 

water rippled and the ship he sank rose back up, 

wrapped in anchor chains, with the ghostly crew 

moaning in pain and accusing him of treachery. 

Richter fled, horrified by the image, running back to 

his manor, now overlooking the sea. As he tried to 

hide from the ghost ship, he began hearing a musical 

voice accusing him of his crimes, forcing them to 

hear the words over and over. 

Current Sketch 

Richter still has his business in shipping goods and 

after he learned of access to other domains, he 

began shipping goods and products to them. 

However, he only receives a trickle of wealth back, 

as the anchored ship rises from the waters and 

attacks his ships, sinking many of them. Oddly, if 

they bring back material goods like wood, animals, 

or produce, the ship does not appear since they do 

ƴƻǘ ŀŘŘ ǘƻ wƛŎƘǘŜǊΩǎ fortunes in the way he desires. 

The sahuagin are furious with Richter, rightly 

believing it to be his fault they are in their current 

domain. They still have a tentative alliance with him, 

since they know they are now together in their 

misery and must work together to survive. Still, the 

alliance is tenuous and could snap if anything more 

goes wrong. Richter seethes at the disrespect, but 

the sahuagin are the source of his fortunes so he 

needs to play nice with them. 

The sahuagin are not much help against the ghost 

ship, but when they try to muster for a push through 

the mist or to other domains, they find themselves 

facing the Siren. She is a Ravenloft Siren who, when 

she induces her charm, takes on the appearance of a 

merfolk version of the woman Richter who sacrificed 

to the sahuagin for their dark bargain. Her songs 

have the sahuagin begin fighting among themselves 

and force them to flee battered, and in some cases 

eaten by the Siren. 
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wƛŎƘǘŜǊΩǎ ǇƻǿŜǊ ŀǎ ŀ 5ŀǊƪƭƻǊŘ ƭŜǘǎ ƘƛƳ ƘŀǊƴŜǎǎ ƳŀƎƛŎ 

and powers of Sahuagin, allowing him to use the 

same powers and abilities of a sahuagin cleric of 

{ŜƪƻƭŀƘΦ Iƛǎ ŎǳǊǎŜΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƴŜŀǊ 

water without his anchored crew or former lover 

emerging from the sea. They always know where he 

is and if he tries to go out to sea, they emerge to try 

and drag him down although they never quite get 

their hands on him. Every night, the Siren sings 

where he can hear, reminding him of his numerous 

crimes. 

The Land 

The only real landmass is the island where Corbeau 

Manor resides, almost like a forlorn lighthouse. 

There are a few small landmasses, mostly hosting 

fishing shacks owned by some of the villagers. There 

is a fishing village nearby where the people are left 

alone by most of the threats, but often they must 

treat with groups of sahuagin to fish in certain areas. 

In a passage in a cliffside, there are tunnels and 

caverns of sahuagin buildings and ruins. Some 

sahuagin live there, trying to pray to Sekolah for 

release from their prison and so they may continue 

their plans of conquest. They never get a reply. 

Monsters 

Sahuagin claim to be the masters of the sea, 

dominating it like Richter does the land. Their only 

competition are the Siren and the anchored crew 

who they seem to never be able to track down or 

defeat. These two creatures are the ones who are 

masters of the sea, able to rout the sahuagin and 

ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǊƪǎ ƻǊ ǎǿŜŀǊǎ ǘƻ wƛŎƘǘŜǊΩǎ 

banner. 

Adventure Hook  

A group of sahuagins have discovered a means of 

slipping by the notice of the anchored crew and The 

Siren via means of a sunken vessel at the bottom of 

the Lonely Sea. They mean to escape Diepinham and 

conquer seas elsewhere.  

Varkensteen 

Cultural Level: 1 (Stone Age) for the swinefolk and 8 

(Chivalric) for the people 

Religion: Church of Ezra, Swine Mother 

Terrain: Temperate forests and plains 

Government: Individual settlements 

Ruler: Individual landowners/elected officials 

Darklord: Siobhan Corbeau 

Analogue: London sewers and countryside 

 

Two generations after Richter Corbeau vanished, 

supposedly escaping people he owed money to, his 

grandniece Siobhan inherited the estate, despite 

fierce opposition from other family members who 

ǿŀƴǘŜŘ wƛŎƘǘŜǊΩǎ ŦƻǊǘǳƴŜΦ  

Once it was in her name, Siobhan set to work on 

bringing the estate forward and trying to make it a 

ǘǊǳŜ ƎŜƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ Part of 

her plans was to repair and expand the old 

aqueducts, to expand them as part of a plan to allow 

the town to expand and grow more prosperous. The 

new lady of Corbeau Manor had high ambitions and 

was determined to see them through. 

Siobhan searched for the plans to the castle and 

quickly found them among a series of books her 

ŀƴŎŜǎǘƻǊǎ ǇŜƴƴŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƎǊŀƴŘǳƴŎƭŜΩǎ ŦƻǊƳŜǊ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΦ 

Finding the plans, she found the aqueducts were 

arranged in a strange pattern but thought nothing 

more of it at the time. Her focus was on repairing 

and extending the aqueducts before moving on to 

the rest of the castle. 

A personality trait of Siobhan was quickly made 

apparent to those working under her: she was 

pragmatic to a ruthless degree. She expected the job 

to get done and she did not tolerate anything 

slowing them down. Even as men inevitably got hurt 

or sick, Siobhan would not let them stay home as, in 

her view, they could still swing a pick or supply tools 

and materials. The complaints grew more numerous 

and louder, but she merely equated it to the squeals 

of pigs and ignored them.  
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The revitalization of the aqueducts revealed that the 

tunnels all went in odd directions and had strange 

architectural configurations. Pondering whether it 

might be important, Siobhan returned to her 

ŀƴŎŜǎǘƻǊΩǎ ōƭǳŜǇǊƛƴǘǎΦ wŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǘŜǎ ƛƴ ŘŜǘŀƛƭ 

and cross referencing, she discovered the aqueducts 

were arranged in a large arcane design. What 

purpose the designs were for, she did not know and 

the books she had did not reveal, but she believed it 

could only benefit her family and quickly threw 

herself into arcane studies to try and discover more. 

Siobhan was voracious for knowledge and eager to 

ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀǉǳŜŘǳŎǘǎΩ ŘŜǎƛƎƴΦ {ƘŜ 

pushed her men harder than ever before, wanting to 

have what was there repaired before the design was 

completed according to the blueprints and its 

purpose unveiled. Dreams of arcane power or 

abilities danced in her mind, tempting her pride. 

Her progress slowed down to a halt when a cave-in 

killed several workers. Siobhan refused to slow down 

and ordered the men to keep working. The workers 

refused, seeing that Siobhan would work them to 

death if it meant it got the achievements she desired 

sooner. They all quit, leaving Siobhan enraged that 

ǘƘŜ ΨǇƛƎǎΩ ǿƻuld dare speak out against her. 

In need of workers, but with no one in the town 

willing to do so, and not willing to pay for workers 

farther away, Siobhan decided to look to her 

ŀƴŎŜǎǘƻǊΩǎ ƧƻǳǊƴŀƭǎ ƻƴ ƳŀƎƛŎ ǘƻ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ŎǊŜŀǘŜ ƘŜǊ 

own workers: golems, zombies, anything which 

would work as much as she wanted and not speak 

out against her.  

She soon found a possible solution. Golems were too 

literal and needed to be monitored, while undead 

were dim-witted and tended to not be good for 

delicate tasks. One branch of magic she discovered 

was summoning demonic entities to do the job for 

her. She learned the kinds of demons she needed 

were not physically adept in themselves, but by 

summoning them in a vessel, they would be better 

suited for the task. 

She set to work. Since she did not dare try humans 

for such spells, not that she could get any, she 

decided to use pigs since their flesh was close to a 

ƘǳƳŀƴΩǎΦ IŜǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘ ƘŀŘ ŀōƻƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴǎ ŦƻǊƳ 

from the fusion of demon and swine. Disgusting and 

not suited for the work, Siobhan tried to find a use 

for them. So, she sent them into the older aqueduct 

tunnels to make themselves useful and keep out of 

her sight. As her skill increased, she summoned 

better demons and she was able to create pig-like 

monsters who would obey her. 

Soon came the issue of how to feed the numerous 

monsters she had created. Her pragmatic mindset 

turned its darkest yet and she began tossing the 

bodies of her dead workers to the beasts, and then 

when those ran out, she fed them what workers she 

had left or servants in her home. The pigs soon 

developed a taste for human flesh and Siobhan 

would reward them with the bodies of her enemies 

or people who would not be missed in return for 

their hard work. 

With this increase in skill, Siobhan began developing 

a god complex in making her creations, but her 

arrogance likewise increased with her skill. Believing 

she now had true power, instead of relying on 

demons for power, she began a ritual which would 

summon perhaps the largest swine monster yet. She 

tried to summon a higher demon to fill several pig 

bodies and make it her enforcer. 

She conducted the ritual, but the higher demon saw 

through the portal and quickly realized what she 

intended and wanted no part of it. The demon 

refused and Siobhan grew enraged, trying to use 

caustic magic to force the demon to appear so she 

might let it fill the corpses. The demon refused but 

Siobhan was determined to force the demon to her 

whims, believing herself powerful enough to force 

such a demon to her whims. To punish the arrogant 

mortal, the demon cast its own magic, ripping open 

a portal to someplace new and letting the mists of 

Ravenloft fill the tunnels, offering Siobhan as a 

sacrifice for the Dark Powers, one they eagerly 

accepted. 
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Siobhan found herself in the aqueducts once the 

mists lowered, but they were now a dizzying new 

ƳŀȊŜ ƻŦ ŘŜǎƻƭŀǘŜ ǊǳƛƴǎΦ .ŜƭƛŜǾƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴΩǎ 

doing, Siobhan grew furious that her work had been 

wasted. Siobhan rallied her pig mutants and sought 

to reclaim the work she had done. As she tried to 

leave, once the sun or moon touched her skin, 

Siobhan found herself wracked with pain before her 

body transformed into that of a repulsive wereboar. 

Current Sketch 

Siobhan is regarded as the queen of the pigfolk, their 

goddess, and they obey her without question. They 

are lazy, though, and only get energetic after they 

get fed. Her only goal is to complete the array of 

aqueducts, believing it can cure her of her affliction 

of lycanthropy with the potential power it has. She 

has made copies of the designs she was following, 

but the layout of the aqueducts has changed, 

making her previous work and designs useless. She 

has to start all over again and try to determine what 

the design is supposed to look like from scratch. 

The Land 

Varkensteen exists primarily underground, and 

above the ground it is covered with idyllic forests 

ŀƴŘ ǇƭŀƛƴǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ƻŦ {ƻǿΩǎ IƻƻŦ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǇŜŀŎŜŦǳƭ 

enough, as the people raise their crops and produce, 

although they take care to raise plenty of pigs, 

hoping that when the pigfolk try to slip through the 

town at night, they take the pigs instead of any 

people. It works most of the time, but now and then 

the allure of human flesh is too much for the pigfolk 

to resist. 

The aqueduct tunnels surprisingly extend to all 

versions of Corbeau Manor and whatever aqueducts 

they have. All of them are mistways which are 

reliable, leading to one specific version of the manor 

in each land. It is dangerous to attempt, as many 

natural hazards exist and to get to one mistway, they 

must traverse the pigfolk infested tunnels of 

Varkensteen and find another. 

Like the other Domains in the cluster, Corbeau 

Manor still exists. It lies half buried in the ground, 

allowing Siobhan to live there without having to 

expose herself to the light above and transform her 

back into her wereboar form. 

Monsters 

The pigfolk are the main threat in Varkensteen, but 

not the only ones. Many sewer monsters live in the 

tunnels, feeding on the refuse or the corpses left 

behind. At the very bottom of the aqueduct, the 

pigfolk speak of a pit of writhing flesh which mutates 

and spawns its own monsters to bring back more 

food for it. 

Adventure Hook 

Previously unknown portions of the aqueducts have 

been discovered, offering possible clues and insights 

into the strange patteǊƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀǉǳŜŘǳŎǘΩǎ ƭŀȅƻǳǘǎΦ 

Siobhan has heard of this and has sent a group of 

swine to claim the tunnels for her. It becomes a race 

to try and find any clues or resources the new 

tunnels might hold. 

Wandenheil 

Cultural Level: (8) Chivalric, but only Wilhelm has 

knowledge of that culture. 

Religion: None. Eternal Order worshippers make 

pilgrimages here. 

Terrain: Desolate lands, dead trees 

Ruler: Wilhelm Corbeau  

Darklord: Wilhelm Corbeau 

Analogue: Graveyards 

 

When Siobhan disappeared, presumably in a cave-in, 

thanks to her relentless work on the aqueducts, her 

brother Wilhelm was named the heir of the Corbeau 

Estate as her closest relative, since she was 

unmarried. He eagerly took it and claimed it for 

himself, eager to show up his sister. 

Wilhelm was the lazier of the two siblings, preferring 

to just have things handed to him rather than work 
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for it like his sister. He barked orders to his 

underlings and demanded things get done that he 

preferred not to do since himself he considered to 

be too bothersome. He led a life of whimsy, pursuing 

his interests until they bored him, and then went to 

pursue his next interest. He was looked down on by 

other members of his family, especially his sister, 

causing Wilhelm to stew with anger whenever she 

was praised for anything she did. 

During his whimsical pursuits, Wilhelm discovered 

the same books his sister did, after going through 

her things. After reading through them, Wilhelm 

discovered many spells he could do. Among them 

was many potent necromancy spells. Wilhelm saw 

an opportunity, planning to use the necromancy to 

have the dead tell him their secrets so he could 

claim all the secrets and knowledge of his family and 

make himself greater than his sister could ever hope 

to be. 

He began to use simple spells to have the dead begin 

speaking to him while he animated skeletons to 

ƘŀƴŘƭŜ Ƙƛǎ Řŀƛƭȅ ŀƴƴƻȅŀƴŎŜǎ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ǎƻ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

have to pay servants. Some of the corpses he tested 

the magic on whispered tantalizing hints of powers 

and projects that the previous lords and ladies of the 

manor had undertaken. Wilhelm grew greedy for the 

secrets and delved deeper into the family crypts so 

he could learn more. Sadly, the bodies of the 

previous lords in question could not be found. The 

crypts for Edmund, Julianna, Lucius, Richter, and 

Siobhan were empty. 

Realizing he would have to try and summon their 

souls, Wilhelm searched out more necromancers 

who were eager to lend their aid, either for gold or 

for the secrets Wilhelm had. They enacted several 

rituals to summon the souls of Corbeaus to learn 

their ancient secrets. With several rituals, they 

summoned the souls of past members of the 

Corbeau family to interrogate them for their 

knowledge. 

The group of necromancers did learn secrets, some 

secret rooms, and found lost tomes or treasures, but 

none of them had any idea as to what secrets 

Wilhelm wanted. He demanded more elaborate and 

powerful rituals to force the souls of the missing 

lords to appear so that he could interrogate them. 

The necromancers worked hard and made powerful 

rituals. They even turned to human sacrifice, trying 

ǘƻ ŎǊŜŀǘŜ ǾŜǎǎŜƭǎΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ƭƻǊŘǎΩ ǎƻǳƭǎ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΦ 

All their rituals failed, and Wilhelm only grew more 

wrathful. It never occurred to Wilhelm and his 

minions that the lords they sought were still alive.  

Finally, in a fit of temperamental rage, he conducted 

another ritual and at the apex, sacrificed all his 

necromancer allies in hopes it would make the ritual 

more potent. Any true mage would know that was a 

terrible idea, but Wilhelm only listened to lessons 

when he wanted to, so did not know the risks. The 

backlash caused an explosion of necromantic 

energies as the mists of Ravenloft came down once 

more on the Corbeau Estate. 

Wilhelm woke up but did not feel his heart beating 

in his chest. He had been transformed into an 

undead, a wight. He looked up but saw no soul of his 

ancestors being summoned. He raged once more, 

causing the ground to erupt with skeletons and 

zombies while his sacrificed necromancers likewise 

rose. 

Current Sketch 

Wilhelm believes that his ancestors had a secret to 

immense power or knowledge. He also believes that 

certain members have the clues, but no ritual he 

knows of can seem to summon them. He has no idea 

that the answers are quite close, in the Darklords of 

the other domains in the cluster.  

Wilhelm is able to raise any dead body as any kind of 

undead he wishes. However, he cannot draw their 

intelligence with them. He has to order them to do 

everything, and they cannot speak or even think. His 

attempts to draw the secrets of his ancestors are 

plagued by constant roadblocks. He could find a way 

around them, if he worked for it, but his lazy 
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mindset constantly has him trying to find the easiest 

way to find results. 

The Land 

Wandenheil is a dead land, filled with nothing but 

dead people and animals, with dead trees and 

numerous headstones decorating the land.  

The one village is a necropolis, having only undead, 

ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ²ƛƭƘŜƭƳΩǎ ƭŀǎǘ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƻǊ 

keep busy. So the undead constantly make 

tombstones, blacksmithing, and other things which 

they push out of town, which explains the 

decorations in the land. 

Corbeau Manor exists here, but it is a crumbling 

ruin. Wilhelm does not care to maintain it since he 

only cares about trying to interrogate the corpses of 

his ancestors for the missing knowledge he so 

desperately wants. 

Monsters 

All kinds of undead monsters populate the land. 

They are surprisingly docile since they do not do 

anything unless Wilhelm orders it. Even if attacked, 

they just keep up their last order until they are cut 

down. 

 

Adventure Hook  

The undead of the land have begun wandering into 

other domains and are building totems and digging 

holes as if searching for something. Since the 

undead are remotely controlled, clues to their 

purposes are few and far between. 

 

Sterlucht  

Cultural Level: 9 (Renaissance) 

Religion: Church of Ezra 

Terrain: Open prairies 

Government: Commonwealth 

Ruler: Henrietta Corbeau  

Darklord: Henrietta Corbeau and The Crystal Out of 

Space 

Analogue: Kansas farmlands 

 

Once again, the Corbeau Estate went without a 

master for some time before Henrietta Corbeau 

stepped up to claim the lands. The people were glad 

to be rid of it, many believing that the land was 

cursed, and the town was mostly empty by that 

point. Only the ones who could not afford to move 

or traditionalists remained. Henrietta quickly took 

charge and began to bring in farmers and loggers to 

expand the open lands to make it a major grain and 

produce provider and restore the estate to its prime. 

The town was repopulated and, for a time, the 

farming seemed to be progressing well. Henrietta 

explored the decaying manor she hoped to one day 

restore. As she explored, she found the same books 

so many of her ancestors did. She read them, but 

beyond curiosity, she did not regard them as more 

than that. 

The farming progressed and there were many 

potential products in the produce to be had. The 

land seemed ready to give, as plenty of different 

crops were able to grow in the surrounding area. 

The logging from cleared lands was also netting tidy 

profit, enough that Henrietta was considering tree 

farms to help supplement income and have another 

avenue of trade for the area. Many wondered if 

Henrietta would be the one who would finally break 

the apparent curse on the Corbeau Estate. 

As things seemed to be going well, misfortune 

struck. A terrible drought hit the land and stunted 

the crops. At first, the people decided to persevere, 

but as the days without rain stretched on, the crops 
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began to suffer. The people were beginning to starve 

and considering leaving to escape it. Seeing her 

future threatening to dry up, literally, Henrietta soon 

became desperate and looked back to the books her 

ancestors wrote. One depicted a ritual which 

supposedly would beseech a higher power. 

Desperate, and perhaps reckless, Henrietta set up 

the ritual, reading only what she needed to do for 

the ritual rather than going through all the minute 

notes and observations on the ritual. She recruited 

scholars to help make sense of the rites, but she only 

shared what she had of the ritual, disregarding the 

details and perhaps not wishing for the scholars to 

disrupt what she felt like was her last hope. 

The ritual was required to be done on a specific 

night, so preparation time was short, forcing 

Henrietta to rush, again disregarding the details. 

Placing keystones in a pattern around one 

farmstead, Henrietta and the scholars she recruited 

conducted the ritual and created their beacon to the 

higher power they hoped would be able to end the 

drought and bring verdant fields back to their lands. 

They invoked the ritual and the keystones began to 

glow, indicating that the magic had been activated, 

although nothing happened immediately. 

Henrietta feared the ritual did not work. In only a 

few nights though, a meteor fell from the sky and 

crashed into the farm in the very middle of the 

fields. As the smoke cleared, the people saw a rock 

of dark stone and glowing rainbow crystals. As the 

people pondered what it was, not noticing the 

rapidly growing stones around it, the mists of 

Ravenloft soon engulfed the area. 

The crystal soon began to spread from the impact 

site, infecting everything in rapid succession. Their 

skin became akin to ash and their organs 

transformed into crystals, changing into an almost 

zombie-like state, turning on the other people 

around them. People fled, and not all escaped in 

time. When the people passed the lines the 

keystones drew, the crystals and the infected 

stopped following. Henrietta looked on in horror at 

what she had allowed to fall to the ground. 

Current  Sketch 

It is unclear if Henrietta is the Darklord of Sterlucht. 

Although she is tormented, by hearing the screams 

of pain of the people who succumbed to the crystals 

as if she were reliving the event, this may be a 

manifestation of the psychological trauma of her 

experience and guilt. She seems to have a powerful 

resonation with the keystones, able to feel how 

strong they are and where they need to be 

recharged with spells. 

On the other hand, the Crystal Out of Space seems 

to want to spread like a virus, as crystals erupted 

from the ground within its barriers, turning 

everything ash gray and susceptible to crumbling like 

dust if disturbed. Any people or animals caught 

inside likewise turn grey and their bodies slowly 

crumble, revealing their bodies to be filled with 

crystals from the meteor. They shamble like 

zombies, uncaring of their surroundings unless they 

see someone uninfected by the crystals. Then they 

attack. Like their master, the crystal monsters 

cannot pass the line the keystones create. 

¢ƘŜ 5ŀǊƪ tƻǿŜǊǎΩ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ŀŎǘƛƻƴ Ƴŀȅ Ƙƛƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŀǘ 

Henrietta did by inviting the Crystal out of Space to 

her world was so terrible, she was quickly pulled 

away. On the other hand, the Crystal seems to be far 

more malicious and perhaps the Dark Powers 

snapped up the Crystal before it could try to run 

away or grow too large for them to add to their 

collection. If that was the case, Henrietta may be the 

keeper of the Crystal, her own punishment for 

inviting it, and is now keeping it from escaping. 

None can truly understand the logic of the Dark 

Powers. 

The Land 

A large portion of the land has been overtaken by 

the crystal as the ritual was centered on a large 

farm, in the hopes that it would be able to recover 
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quickly from the drought if the ritual worked. The 

rest of the land is a large ring which seems to have 

recovered from drought, but people dread going 

near the barrier, keeping a large distance from it. 

Corbeau Manor exists here as well, although it 

seems that much of the stone which was missing 

back in the material plane has been replaced by 

crystal. It makes the scene beautiful but reminds 

Henrietta what she invited into the world. 

Monsters 

The only monsters native to Sterlucht seem to be 

the crystal-infected animals and people inside the 

barrier. They wander aimlessly, or seem to cultivate 

more crystals until they dissolve, leaving their 

crystals behind. Despite this, the population of 

monsters does not seem to decrease for long. 

Adventure Hook 

The wards to the infected lands have been 

sabotaged by a cult who have come to worship the 

crystal as a deity. They seek to release it. The cultist 

members must be found before the barrier fails. 

The Heir Apparent 

With all evil of the Corbeau Family, which created 

the Grand Estate Cluster, it appears at first glance 

that there is no redemption for the name of 

Corbeau. Still, there was one member of the family 

who bears the spark of hope to redeem the name, 

however unlikely it would be in a place like the Land 

of Mists. 

After the lands of the Corbeau Estate were 

supposedly struck by a meteor and Henrietta 

Corbeau had been considered killed in the impact, 

the area was utterly abandoned and the people fled, 

believing the land was truly cursed. Only a few 

houses remained in the nearby hamlet, the name of 

which was forgotten, as to many, it was simply 

home. The estate became a ruin and considered a 

place of evil and a curse, leaving it untouched as it 

continued to crumble, with many hoping it would 

crumble completely and be forgotten. Any remaining 

Corbeau family members refused to take the land, 

believing it would only doom them in some way. 

Eventually, the title passed to Lachlan Corbeau. 

Unlike many of his relatives, he did not see any truth 

in the stories of his ancestors, although he readily 

believed they brought themselves to ruin. He came 

to visit the estate with some adventurer friends he 

had made. They came to the ruined estate and 

looked through it for what might be left behind. Like 

his ancestors before him, Lachlan found the books 

each of them had read, in what remained of his 

great aunt Henrietta's chambers. Unlike his 

ancestors though, he did not try to take in the dark 

knowledge within. Instead, he tossed the books 

aside, uninterested in his own family history. His 

ancestors who took the manor destroyed 

themselves with their greed, arrogance, or a mixture 

of both. He wanted to break free from the Corbeau 

name and make it into something new, not try to 

redeem a tainted legacy. 

Finding nothing which interested them, Lachlan and 

his companions left the manor with plans to tear it 

down and perhaps build something anew. Their path 

took them into the thick mists, clouding their vision. 

In the Mists... 

Emerging from the mists, Lachlan and his 

companions found themselves in a very different 

hamlet than the one they had traveled up from. It 

was, not thriving, but populated. The people were 

downtrodden and destitute. They called their home 

Crow's Nest and the land Corvania. It wasn't long 

before the people learned Lachlan's name and 

recoiled in fear of him. The name 'Corbeau' had 

become synonymous with evil in the Grand Estate 

Cluster, as each of the most terrible people there 

were all from that poisoned lineage. 

Lachlan listened in horror as the people recounted 

tales of The Hag in Champignon, the Bloody Count in 

Bloedveld, the Deep Priest in Diepinham, The Swine 
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Queen in Varkensteen, the Necromancer in 

Wandenheil, the Doom Prophet of Sterlucht, and the 

Heart of Darkness spawned in Corvania by Edmund 

Corbeau. All of them were members of his family, 

despite the ages that passed, and all of them had 

brought evil, torment, and destruction in their wake 

to the people of their lands. 

Lachlan and his friends tried to escape, but every 

attempt to cross Corvania's borders only took them 

to one of the other lands. They found themselves 

assaulted by undead, swine, fungus, mutant insects, 

and other horrors native to each of the lands. In 

each land, he saw a glimpse of the Corbeau Manor, a 

different iteration but unmistakable. And in each 

land, a friend was slain by the native horrors until 

Lachlan was left alone. 

A lesser man would have broken, but Lachlan only 

saw what his family had wrought and realized he 

had been brought to this land for a reason. He had 

to end the heinous continuing crimes of his family 

members and atone for the atrocities they were all 

responsible for. 

And so, Lachlan began his quest. Not to redeem his 

family line, but to end it once and for all. 

Current Sketch 

Lachlan has established himself a network of brave 

ǎƻǳƭǎ ǿƘƻ ǎŀȅ άƴƻ ƳƻǊŜέ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜǾƛƭǎ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ 

extended family is imparting. Recruiting Wizards, 

Rogues, Fighters, and others who rally to the cause, 

Lachlan organizes raids into the territories of his 

relatives. Their targets are usually to slay prominent 

monsters who serve the Darklords, raid holdings for 

supplies, and collect spoils to pay the mercenaries 

and adventurers who are brave enough to sign on 

with him. He strategizes to learn what he can about 

his relatives, methods, and goals to undermine and 

destroy them.  

Lachlan's quest is difficult, thanks to the power his 

relatives hold as Darklords of their lands. Although 

raids succeed well enough and powerful monsters 

can be felled with luck, tactics, and a few brave lives, 

fighting the Darklords is proving to be his greatest 

challenge. His teams have been known to find one of 

the manors and raid it, although many can die in the 

process. Only the most experienced and powerful of 

the members dare get close to the various versions 

of Corbeau Manor to try and slay monsters and raid 

for supplies. 

The operation is also costly, in more than just gold 

and valuables. Although Lachlan's men can open 

safe routes for trade through his efforts, it is often 

said they generally lose a man per mile they secure. 

Recruitment is sometimes difficult, and training new 

recruits is a long process. The lack of resources can 

sometimes stretch Lachlan thin and allow the 

Darklords to recover forces or special monsters. Still, 

they get windfalls now and then, getting much-

needed resources to pick up the fight again. 

The Darklords despise Lachlan and his operations 

infuriate them as well as keep them from focusing 

on their goals. This is perhaps why Lachlan and his 

relatives rarely are able to confront one another 

since he adds to their torment just with his 

presence. They consider him a usurper, trying to 

steal their rightful inheritance as lord of Corbeau 

Manor and the surrounding lands, taking away what 

they believe is rightfully theirs.  

Endmund considers Lachlan a nuisance, a nothing 

who constantly annoys him. He sends cultists or the 

odd monster to try and snuff him out, but otherwise 

he focuses more on trying to free himself from his 

prison. 

Julianna sees Lachlan as an interloper who is trying 

to steal away her fame and glory. She does hope to 

capture him and experiment on him since they have 

the same blood and perhaps it might offer a clue to 

get her beautiful figure back. 

Lucius silently applauds Lachlan killing off the 

mutants and members of the Bloody Court, but he 

hopes if he can just get Lachlan into his version of 

the Corbeau Manor, he can switch places with him 

and flee while leaving his descendant as the Bloody 

Countess' favorite companion/snack. 
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Richter seethes with hate for Lachlan, believing him 

to be trying to steal his fortune. He often tries to 

hunt for Lachlan's mercenaries if he discovers they 

are in his territory, making him one of the most 

active in their antagonism. 

Siobhan considers Lachlan to be an ignorant child 

who doesn't understand the importance of her 

work. She will kill him just as easily as she would 

capture him to see if he knows anything about the 

designs of the aqueducts...and then kill him when 

she's done with him. 

Wilhelm simply loathes Lachlan, although his hate is 

much more childish. He thinks Lachlan is another 

relative who is trying to show him up and take away 

what is now rightfully his. 

Henrietta and Lachlan share a cordial relationship, 

although Henrietta is focused more on trying to push 

back the Crystal out of Space's influence and Lachlan 

does not trust her yet, fearing she may be just as evil 

as his other relatives. They rarely meet, usually 

when both happen to be in the fields of Sterlucht. 

Dread Possibility 

Although Lachlan did not take the books of his 

ancestors with him, one of his companions did, 

leaving the books which began his relative's 

corruption in his possession. If the Darklords 

discover he has them, it may turn into an all-out war 

between the Corbeaus to possess them. On the 

other hand, Lachlan could be corrupted by the books 

as well, either becoming a Darklord of a new domain 

in time or replacing one of his relatives. 

Adventure Hooks 

Lachlan has many operations ongoing into many 

domains. Resources are needed to keep the 

company of mercenaries going. There are outposts 

such as huts, ruins, and other places which need to 

be searched or bounties placed on some of the 

dangerous monsters which wander the domains and 

victimize the people. More experienced parties can 

end up helping lead the charge into foiling the plots 

of the Darklords themselves. 

" 
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A Primer to the Umbra Peoples 

Non human Races for Dark Fantasy Ravenloft Campaigns 

By Jonathon ºHell_Born» Crawford  
 

Natural Inclinations  

The races in this article use the Natural Inclinations 

system from the Chronicles of Aeres setting for 5th 

edition. At character creation, a member of this race 

receives a +2 ability score modifier, which must be 

placed in one of the three ability scores listed as 

Natural Inclinations, and a +1 ability score modifier, 

which can be placed in any ability score except the 

one in which the +2 bonus was placed. 

Introduction  
Greetings, reader. You hold in your hands what is 

hopefully the first of my scientific journals into the 

occult underground of this misty realm. I am 

Professor Noma, and this is my seminal product; "A 

Primer to the Umbra Peoples", the culmination of 

years of painstaking research across the manifold 

lands of this world. 

Even before my recent arrival in the lands of mist, I 

was always a keen anthropologist, and I have 

observed on many worlds that a seeming multiversal 

constant was that humanity was never truly alone. 

Until I arrived here. This was the first realm in which 

humans seemed to reign over the world entirely on 

their own - oh, there were the usual demihuman 

suspects, the dwarves, elves, gnomes and halflings, 

but they were all marginalized, pushed to the fringes 

of society and scattered in small pockets across the 

land. This was so unexpected that I felt compelled to 

investigate, whereupon I discovered the truth: there 

are just as many nonhuman humanoid races in these 

realms as in the realms beyond the mists. They just 

exist in hiding. 

Inspired by the phenomenal works of Dr. Van 

Richten, and his worthy heirs, in the form of the Van 

Richten's Guide series, I have created this text as a 

basic introduction to the different nonhuman 

peoples who inhabit the misty realms. For ease of 

reference, I have divided these races into three 

categories; the Created, the Divergent, and the 

Parallel. Please remember that these terms are used 

only for reference in this text, and are not used by 

the hidden folk themselves! 

The Created 
The Created is my term for those races which are 

not born naturally, but instead were artificially 

granted life through sorcery or occult sciences. The 

Created are in many ways the most unfortunate of 

the Umbra folk, for they are rarely endowed with 

the ability to walk confidently in disguise amongst 

human, compelling them to a life on the fringes of 

society unless they can find a way to endear 

themselves to a small community, or find solace in 

the ranks of adventurers. 

Broken One 
The line between "man" and "animal" is not as clear 

cut as the more arrogant denizens of these realms 

like to think. I have encountered many races on 
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many worlds whose forms blended the humanoid 

physique with distinctly animal traits... but only here 

have I met such creatures as the spawn of dark 

artifice, rather than natural beings. 

Biology: 
Broken ones are not so much a singular race as they 

are a catch-all term for any artificially engineered 

beastfolk creature. Typically, they began their lives 

as ordinary animals, but were forcibly transformed 

into a humanoid creature and imbued with at least 

near-human sapience in the process - according to 

stories I found, however, the lost realm of G'henna 

was supposedly ruled over by a mad priest who 

would sometimes curse those found guilty of heresy 

by warping them into a partly human, partly animal 

state. 

Because of this, I can give no simple description of 

the broken ones as a whole. Each individually is 

functionally a species of one, and even two broken 

ones of the same animal root-stock may look very 

different. 

Aside from their different animal natures, broken 

ones vary most wildly in how human they look, 

which typically reflects the skill of their creator. At 

their most flawed, they look vastly animal, just 

forced into a crude semblance of a humanoid 

physique, whilst the best designed could almost pass 

for human, save for small and subtle bestial traits. 

Even these most human broken ones typically will be 

taken for bestial calibans, and the spectrum of 

"human-favoring" broken ones will often be similarly 

mistaken in species. 

For an example; three broken ones all based on a 

common cat. The first is a twisted animal; upright 

but hunched over, with digitigrade legs and paws 

that can just barely function as human hands. The 

second is mostly human, save for feline eyes, ears 

and a tail. The third looks something like the catfolk 

of other realms, with a fully upright posture and 

plantigrade limbs, but a clearly feline face. 

 

Because broken ones are created, not born, and 

usually at the hands of rather unwholesome 

individuals, there have been studies done into their 

fertility. Broken ones can freely interbreed with each 

other, with humans, or with animals of their base 

stock, assuming that the parents are of compatible 

sizes (a broken one of rat stock could only be bred to 

a dire rat, for example), but the product of such 

unions are always bestial calibans. 

Psychology: 
The mindset of a broken one is as unique as its 

physical form, but typically is based around 

juxtaposition between its natural bestial instincts 

and its human intelligence. Some broken ones strive 

to act more human; others still think like animals, 

but with the greater wits granted to them by their 

transformation. 

There is a marked tendency for broken ones to 

display personality traits that are culturally 

associated with them; a rat broken one that is 

inquisitive, scheming and duplicitous; a cat broken 

one that is proud, aloof and fickle; a rabbit broken 

one that is timid and amorous, etcetera. 

Another major influence on their personality is the 

nature of their relationship with their creator. A 

broken one whose maker was cruel and 

authoritarian is likely to be servile - or vindictive and 

stubborn. On the other hand, one whose creator 

was kindly and gentle may be trusting and 

compassionate in turn. 

Sociology: 
Broken ones are made, not born, and their society is 

thus inherently artificial as a result. They are 

typically found alone or in small groups, the product 

of mages, alchemists or mad scientists, who create 

them as experiments, labor, servants or simply to 

satisfy a whim. From here, they may escape from a 

particularly cruel master, or be set free when their 

master is slain by a society they have angered with 

their experiments and/or attitudes. 
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The largest known broken one society is that of the 

mysterious island of Markovia, which formerly 

existed as a tract of haunted wilderness in the Core 

before the Great Upheaval displaced it into the Sea 

of Sorrows. Markovia is home to dozens of broken 

ones who exist in a largely tribal state. They are 

defined by their absolute terror of their creator, who 

resides somewhere on their island, and their 

desperate attempts to emulate "civilized human 

society". It seems that this creator torments those 

who give in to their bestial impulses. When given the 

chance, Markovian broken ones have been known to 

flee their homeland, viewing that the wider world 

has to be a better place. 

The second largest known population of broken 

ones is found in Hazlan. Hazlik, the archmage who 

rules over Hazlan, is very fond of experiments in 

manipulating the stuff of life, and this fondness has 

been passed down to his students at the Red 

Academy. Nowhere else will one find so many 

wizards studying the ways in which transmutation 

magic can be used to resculpt flesh and bone. 

Broken one servitors have become something of a 

status symbol in Hazlan, and in fact they are often 

treated better by the Mulan mage-lords than the 

Rashemani serfs of that nation! 

As mentioned before, the lost land of G'henna is said 

to be home to a subcivilization of formerly human 

broken ones who scratch and claw an existence 

outside of the dubious safety of the Zhakatan 

theocracy. 

Similarly, the lost land of Bluetspur was also said to 

be home to a large population of broken ones, often 

regarded as the least terrible of the many horrors 

inhabiting that realm. 

The only other domains with a significant broken 

one presence in the Core are Darkon, Lamordia, and 

Falkovnia. Of these three, Falkovnia may have the 

largest emergent population; rumor has it that the 

Kingfuhrer is having his infamous "Science Division" 

attempt to alchemically engineer broken ones as a 

super soldier project. The Shadow Rift is reputedly 

home to large numbers of broken ones as well, the 

product of fey meddling, whilst individuals have 

been spotted haunting the wildernesses of Forlorn 

and Nova Vaasa, likely having fled there from 

neighboring realms. Stories of distant Paridon 

suggest that alchemical experiments there may be 

giving rise to a broken one population. 

Adventurers: 
Adventuring broken ones typically either fled their 

master (or the angry mob that killed their master) 

and now have to scratch a living on the fringes of 

society, or were shown kindness by an adventuring 

band and taken in by them. 

Whilst not stupid, broken ones are rarely educated, 

and so they typically gravitate towards the classes 

that need the least amount of training; Barbarian is 

the iconic broken one class, but there are plenty of 

broken one fighters and rogues as well. Their origins 

as creations of powerful magic means that broken 

ones actually do have a natural affinity for magic, 

which typically manifests as their becoming Wild 

Magic Sorcerers. Broken one wizards, who typically 

taught themselves by sneaking peeks at their 

creator's grimoires when the master wasn't looking, 

are rare but not impossible. 

Bluetspurian broken ones were notorious for their 

psionic aptitudes, and it's not impossible that other 

broken ones might similarly find their altered minds 

give them access to unusual powers. 

Broken One Racial Mechanics 

Better Beasts 

For brevity's sake, this article presents the Broken 

One with a fairly generic statblock, encouraging the 

use of background, skills, feats, class and subclass to 

enhance the particular beastly flavor. With the DM's 

permission, the broken one lore can also be used to 

justify playing a more "standard" beastfolk race, 

such as a minotaur, lizardfolk, centaur, harengon, or 

even a third-party race, such as the Wildekind from  
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the Chronicles of Aeres or the Gnoll from Keith 

Baker's Exploring Eberron. Consider physically 

reskinning your character to make them more 

human-like or artificial in appearance if you take this 

route. 

Natural Inclinations: Dexterity, Constitution, 

Wisdom 

Size: Medium 

Speed: 30 feet 

Darkvision: You have Darkvision to a range of 60 

feet. 

Torturous Birth: You gain +1 maximum hit point at 

character creation. You gain a further +1 maximum 

hit points each time you gain a level. 

Feral Senses: You have Proficiency in Perception. 

Tooth and Claw: Your Unarmed Strikes do 1d6 

damage. 

Kinspeak: You can cast Speak with Animals at will, as 

per the spell. 

Broken One Racial Feats 

Alpha Beast 

Prerequisite: Broken One 

You are a truly impressive specimen of feral might, 

and your threat display sends lesser beings cowering 

in your wake. 

Effect: +1 Strength OR +1 Charisma,  

Gain Alpha's Challenge racial feature. 

Alpha's Challenge: As a bonus action, you can 

unleash a bestial roar, howl, bellow, scream or other 

animalistic cry. Creatures of your choice within 10 

feet of you that can hear you must succeed on a 

Wisdom saving throw or become frightened of you 

until the end of your next turn. The DC of the save 

equals 8 + your proficiency bonus + your 

Constitution modifier. Once you use this trait, you 

ŎŀƴΩǘ ǳǎŜ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǳƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘ ƻǊ ƭƻƴƎ ǊŜǎǘΦ 

 

Bestial Fortitude 

Prerequisite: Broken One 

Fashioned through means best defined as torturous, 

your ability to survive punishment is truly incredible. 

Effect: You have Advantage on saves against Disease 

and the Poisoned Condition. You have Resistance to 

Poison damage. When you spend hit dice to recover 

hit points as part of a short rest, you recover twice 

the amount of hit points rolled, with excess hit 

points being lost. 

Magebreed 

Prerequisite: Broken One 

Whether you were created from a magical creature 

or you simply absorbed some of the magic used to 

create you, you have a natural spark for arcane 

magic. 

Effect: Pick a cantrip of your choice from the Wizard 

spell list. At levels 3 and 5 respectively, you can pick 

a 1st level spell and then a 2nd level spell from the 

Wizard spell list, both of which can be cast without 

expending a spell slot once per long rest. All spells 

chosen for this feat use Intelligence as their 

spellcasting ability score. You can also cast these 

spells using spell slots you have of the appropriate 

level. 

Walk  With  Beasts 

Prerequisite: Broken One 

 By strengthening your feral nature, you have 

recaptured mastery over a medium denied to 

humans. 

Effect: Gain one of the following movement options: 

Burrow 30ft, Climb 30 ft, Fly 30ft, Swim 30ft. If you 

choose a Swim speed, you also gain the ability to 

breathe both air and water. 
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Carrionette  
There is always something rather sinister about 

puppets, and their close relations amongst the toys. 

This effect is rarely lessened in the case of a puppet 

that can move and think on its own terms. 

Biology: 
Carrionettes are a kind of construct created from the 

most humanoid shaped and intricately detailed of 

dolls; marionette puppets are the most common 

form, as their moniker suggests, but any variant of 

doll or puppet that features full articulation and 

which is crafted to resemble a human or humanoid 

could potentially become a carrionette. They are 

typically made of wood, straw, ceramic, cloth, tin, or 

some combination thereof. 

Precisely what brings these former toys to life is 

currently unknown. If there are magical rituals 

designed to purposefully create them scattered 

around these dread realms, then they must be 

particularly obscure, even compared to the myriad 

other forms of golem. Legend speaks of a town lost 

in the mists where a mad craftsman endlessly 

produces carrionettes, populating his empty realm 

with a veritable army of these toy-sized golem-kin. 

Other stories speak of carrionettes being able to 

infuse something of their essence into fellow toys on 

the nights of the full moon, enkindling life where 

none previously existed. But the most recent and 

prolific story I have heard is that carrionettes 

spontaneously arise in the bedrooms of children - 

especially children who have been neglected or 

abused - brought to life by childish wishes and 

dreams. 

Psychology: 
Carrionettes are well-known as monsters consumed 

by an envy of humanoids and their living bodies, 

driven by envy to wield strange magics to try and 

steal humanoid bodies so that they can enjoy life for 

themselves. This text will instead focus on that 

minority of carrionettes who do not allow 

themselves to be so consumed. 

Non-malicious carrionettes tend to be heavily 

influenced by the characters "ascribed" to their 

original toy; a carrionette in the shape of a paladin is 

bold, brave and virtuous, a jester is constantly 

cracking wise and telling jokes, a princess is haughty 

and regal, etcetera. Their temperament tends to be 

very childlike; carrionettes are often dominated, if 

not entirely ruled, by their emotions, which can 

make them erratic and prone to behavior of 

extremes. 

The one defining trait that these carrionettes is a 

deep, sincere love for children. Carrionettes adore 

children, and yearn to see them happy, safe and 

protected. Most regard adults with indifference; 

carrionettes who take the side of adults as the 

protectors and caretakers of children are almost as 

rare as those who regard all adults with suspicion 

and hostility. Nothing elicits a carrionette's wrath 

like preying on children, and even the most virtuous 

of carrionettes can fly into savage furies when 

confronted with those guilty of such crimes. They 

especially loathe adults who neglect, torment or 

abuse their children, and are quick to lash out 

against them. The worse the adult's crimes, the 

more vindictive and deadly the carrionette's 

response. 

If questioned in this, the carrionette typically shrugs 

it off. "Thou shalt not let the molester of children 

live," is typically quoted. 

Sociology: 
Outside of the legendary carrionette village, 

carrionettes are rarely seen in anything more than 

small groups of two to eight individuals, and even 

those are outnumbered by encounters with lone 

carrionettes. This is not due to any inherent 

territoriality or hostility towards their own kind - in 

fact, most carrionettes seems to actively enjoy 

interacting with one another, happy for the chance 

to have a peer. However, carrionettes are relatively 
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rare, and so don't often have the chance to group 

together. 

Most carrionettes who do not attempt to steal the 

lives of humans for themselves tend to stay close to 

where they were originally created. They are usually 

found in the homes of the more wealthy, but may 

also appear in traveling puppet shows or 

orphanages. Nothing forces them to remain in these 

places, but they usually see little reason to move on 

from the familiar territories unless forced to do so by 

external pressure, such as an angry mob. 

"Nomadic" carrionettes can be found roaming just 

about anywhere, though they tend to prefer the 

fringes of human settlements. Sometimes they 

operate in plain sight, striking a bargain with 

travelling puppeteers to play the role of their 

puppets and thus add an unusual level of skill to the 

act. These relationships can prove surprisingly 

profitable to both sides. Other such nomads are 

found lurking in or around refuse dumping sites, or 

sneak their way into orphanages. Some even go on 

the road themselves, wandering through the 

wilderness in almost a parody of traveling peoples, 

like the Vistani. 

Religion is a thorny issue for carrionettes; whilst 

some simply disregard it as "boring", many find 

themselves actively interested in the question of 

whether or not they have souls, but the answers 

they seek are rarely given to them by the religions 

native to these dark realms. Only Hala or the 

Mordentish "Pure Hearts" sect of Ezra offers 

anything approaching a spiritual welcome to 

questing carrionettes. 

Adventurers: 
Adventuring carrionettes are an oddity. Not so much 

because carrionettes are disinterested, but because 

it is rare that they will find humanoid parties willing 

to give them the chance. Though I have personally 

encountered an all-carrionette adventuring band. 

The most iconic class for carrionettes is the Rogue. 

Naturally small and stealthy, being able to hide in 

plain sight as a seemingly innocuous toy, they are 

experts at infiltration and assassination tactics. 

Bardic carrionettes, on the other hand, are 

surprisingly common as well. With an innately 

magical nature and being "born" from toys meant to 

entertain, many carrionettes find they can combine 

these traits to provide magical benefits to others. 

Warrior carrionettes are uncommon, due to their 

small size and difficulty in attaining proper armor, 

but the supernatural strength they bear due to being 

constructs makes them more likely than one would 

think. The majority of carrionette warriors are 

Barbarians, since that comes naturally to a race 

blessed with unnatural strength but cursed with 

childish fury. I have discovered stories of a lone 

carrionette "knight" whose dedication to hunting 

child predators of various stripes had given them the 

abilities of a Paladin sworn to the Oath of 

Vengeance, however. 

Because most religions don't really accept 

carrionettes, carrionette Clerics and Druids are 

incredibly rare. They are more likely to embrace the 

path of the Warlock, typically swearing an oath to a 

Fey, Fiend or Undying master. 

Their innately magical nature means carrionette 

Sorcerers are fairly common, usually possessing Wild 

Magic or Shadow Magic. Carrionette Wizards are 

rarer, but only because they are often held back 

when it comes to acquiring spellbooks. 

Carrionette  Racial Mechanics 
Natural Inclinations: Dexterity, Intelligence, 

Charisma 

Size: Small 

Speed: 25 Feet, Climb 25 feet 

Darkvision: You have Darkvision to a range of 60 

feet 

Living Construct: You are Immune to Disease and do 

not need to eat, drink, breathe or sleep. You are 

Immune to magically induced sleep. 
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Puppets Always Watch: When you take a long rest, 

you do not actually sleep, but instead spend the 

time in an inactive, motionless state, retaining full 

awareness. 

Comedy & Tragedy: You have Proficiency in both 

Performance and Intimidation. 

Nimble Escape: You can take the Disengage or Hide 

action as a bonus action on each of your turns. 

Carrionette  Racial Feats 

Gaslighter 

Prerequisite: Carrionette 

The dark magics that gave you life allow you to 

break the minds of your enemies with ease. 

Effect: You gain +1 to your choice of either 

Intelligence, Wisdom or Charisma. You learn the 

Hideous Laughter spell and one 1st-level spell of 

your choice. The 1st-level spell must be from the 

enchantment or necromancy school of magic. You 

can cast each of these spells without expending a 

spell slot. Once you cast either of these spells in this 

ǿŀȅΣ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ŏŀǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǇŜƭƭ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǳƴǘƛƭ 

you finish a long rest. You can also cast these spells 

using spell slots you have of the appropriate level. 

¢ƘŜ ǎǇŜƭƭǎΩ ǎǇŜƭƭŎŀǎǘƛƴƎ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ƛƴŎǊŜŀǎŜŘ 

by this feat. 

Cut 'em Down To Size 

Prerequisite: Carrionette 

The bigger they are, the harder they fall. 

Effect: You gain +1 Strength, Dexterity, or 

Constitution. When you damage a creature with an 

attack or a spell and the creature's size is larger than 

yours, you can cause the attack or spell to deal extra 

damage to the creature. The extra damage equals 

your level. Once you use this trait, you can't use it 

again until you finish a short or long rest. 

 

 

Nimble Escape 

Prerequisite: Carrionette 

Effect: You can take the Disengage or Hide action as 

a bonus action on each of your turns. 

Ermordenung 
The Created races of these dread realms often stand 

visibly apart from their creators, struggling to find a 

place for themselves in a world that so often seems 

to hate them for the sin of having been born. But 

one Created race walks amongst humanity 

completely unnoticed. These are the ermordenung 

of Borca. 

Biology: 
Ermordenung begin their lives as ethnic Borcans (or, 

more rarely, Dorvinians), and as such bear the traits 

of that race; human, pale-skinned, dark haired and 

dark-eyed. All ermordenung were specifically chosen 

for their physical attractiveness (and, to a lesser 

extent, their intelligence), and as such they 

exemplify the traits that Borcans and Dorvinians 

consider beautiful. Rare individuals may display 

subtle mutations; their nails, lips and/or the whites 

of their eyes may turn black or blue, their nails may 

grow with unnatural speed and naturally form a 

claw-like shape, and their veins may stand out as 

eerily vibrant reds, blacks or blues against marble-

white skin. These traits are never so obvious they 

cannot be concealed with more than a little makeup, 

however. 

The true element that marks ermordenung as 

different from the humans they once were is the 

alchemical poison suffusing their bodies. Each is as 

deadly as they are beautiful; flesh and blood, skin 

and breath, every single aspect of their being is 

permeated with a deadly toxin. The touch of an 

ermordenung carries a swift, agonizing death, and 

the greater or more prolonged the exposure, the 

more devastating. Ermordenung are so lethal that 

they are never affected by biting flies, mosquitoes, 



54 

 

ticks or other irritating vermin, as the diminutive 

creatures die as soon as they touch the 

ermodenung's flesh. 

Understandably, ermordenung are all but 

impervious to venom themselves, save for one key 

weakness: their own toxin. An ermordenung is no 

more resistant to the venoms of one of his fellows 

than a human would be. As a result, ermordenung 

are forever cut off from all physical contact with 

other people, as they are too toxic even for each 

other. 

Psychology: 
Having begun their lives as humans, ermordenung 

display the full range of human attitudes, beliefs and 

mindsets. Whatever unifying traits they have are a 

case of nurture, not nature. 

Ermordenung tend to be ambitious and pragmatic, if 

not outright ruthless and/or manipulative; they are 

selected for these traits, after all. 

A strong hedonistic tendency is common amongst 

ermordenung, and many wrestle with feelings of 

alienation, isolation, bitterness and self-loathing. 

Some try to drown these feelings out with pleasure 

or cruelty, others lash out in their pain. 

In general, ermordenung are actively encouraged to 

embrace their darker sides and revel in being 

monsters, as a means of social control by their 

creator. Those ermordenung who reject these 

temptations must leave Borca, or be destroyed. 

Sociology: 
Uniquely amongst the umbra peoples, ermordenung 

take refuge in audacity and operate almost entirely 

in plain sight. It is common knowledge that Lady 

Ivana Boritsi, the ruler of the realm of Borca, is 

accompanied by a clique whom she refers to as her 

"ermordenung". It is an unspoken but widely known 

truth that these ermordenung are Lady Boritsi's 

personal assassins and poisoners. But what nobody 

knows is that these individuals, once human, have 

been irrevocably transformed into poison-fleshed 

post-humans through dark alchemy. In fact, Lady 

Boritsi herself was confirmed by those few 

ermordenung I spoke with as the first and most 

powerful of their kind. 

In truth, the ermordenung are more a secret society 

within Borca than a true race as with the other 

peoples discussed in this work. Their post-human 

nature connects them to each other more than mere 

social unit, reinforcing the group bond by 

emphasizing their alienation from the rest of 

humanity. Those who refuse to join the group, or 

who resent the transformation, are forced to flee 

Borca and try to make a life for themselves as, 

effectively, a one-of-a-kind creature. 

Adventurers: 
Ermordenung adventurers are rare, but not unheard 

of. Some may be agents of Lady Boritsi, sent to act 

beyond her borders. Others may be fleeing her 

reach. Regardless, ermordenung will keep their 

secrets close; only the most desperate or loyal will 

come clean about their post-human nature. 

As Borcans first and ermordenung second, 

adventuring ermordenung favor the same classes as 

their human peers, though shaped slightly by their 

origins. Given they are typically recruited from the 

active social climbers or from amongst Borca's 

performing artisans, ermordenung are almost 

overwhelmingly rogues, favoring the Assassin, 

Swashbuckler and Mastermind subclasses, with a 

significant minority of Bards, usually of the College 

of Whispers. A small minority turn their attention to 

arcane magic, hoping to understand themselves 

better by following the path of Wizardry (usually 

Transmutation). Other classes are almost unknown. 

Ermordenung Racial Mechanics 
Natural Inclinations: Constitution, Intelligence, 

Charisma 

Size: Medium 

Speed: 30 feet 
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Toxic Touch: When you hit with an unarmed strike, 

you can choose to do Poison damage instead of the 

normal Bludgeoning damage. Additionally, if you 

start your turn grappled by or grappling a creature, 

that creature takes 1d6 Poison damage. 

Venom-Steeped: You have Immunity to Poison 

Damage. 

Kiss of Death: As an action, you can force one 

creature within touching range to make a 

Constitution save (DC 8 + your Proficiency bonus + 

your Constitution bonus). If the saving throw fails, 

the target is Poisoned for 1 hour. 

Ermordenung Racial Feats 

Utter  Venom 

Prerequisite: Ermordenung 

You have refined the potency of your internal 

poisons to the point that you can slay even creatures 

normally proof against venom. 

Effect: You gain +1 to an ability score of your choice. 

Poison damage inflicted by your unarmed strikes 

ignores Poison Resistance, and does half damage to 

creatures with Poison Immunity. 

Miasma 

Prerequisite: Ermordenung 

Your body produces such an excess of toxic ichor 

that you can spit your deadly blood at foes. 

Effect: As a bonus action, you can exhale a 15ft cone 

of poisonous mists. Creatures caught in these mists 

must make a Constitution save against DC 8 + your 

Proficiency bonus + your Constitution bonus. A 

creature takes 2d6 Poison damage on a failed save, 

and half as much damage on a successful one. The 

damage increases to 3d6 at 6th level, 4d6 at 11th, 

and 5d6 at 16th level. After using your breath 

weapon, you cannot use it again until you complete 

a short or long rest. A creature that fails its saving 

throw against your breath weapon is Poisoned as if 

by your Kiss of Death racial trait. 

Hand of  Blight  

Prerequisite: Ermordenung 

The slightest touch from you can condemn a foe to a 

lingering death. 

Effect: When a creature has been Poisoned by your 

Kiss of Death racial trait, it automatically takes 1d6 

Poison damage at the start of each of its turns until 

it either dies or the Poisoned condition is ended. 

Lebendtod 
Dire circumstances breed unusual bedfellows. And in 

these dark realms, sometimes the best ally one can 

have is a being who is already dead. 

Biology: 
All known lebendtod originated on Graben Isle in the 

Nocturnal Sea, and are created from the native 

Grabenites. This gives them the appearance of 

extremely tall, long-boned, rangy humans with 

extremely pale skin, white-blond, slightly wavy hair, 

and faded blue eyes. Amongst men, hands and feet 

are large, hips rather narrow, jaws squared off and 

rugged, and the heads often appear slightly too large 

for their bodies, especially if the man is naturally 

thin. Grabenite women tend to be more fittingly - 

even quite amply - proportioned and very attractive, 

though rickets and a propensity to begin losing their 

teeth early in life take its toll. As undead, lebendtod 

do not suffer from the over-sensitivity to sunlight 

that their living counterparts are afflicted with. 

Lebendtod are capable of spawning on their own, a 

unique trait amongst the Obedient Dead, as the 

Weathermay-Foxgrove Twins dubbed such creatures 

in their Guide. However, they rarely use this trait 

unless directly ordered, in part because it can go 

wrong and instead simply create a dangerous ghast. 

Still, this means there could be lebendtod of non-

Grabenite stock out in the world. 
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The most unique physical attribute of the lebendtod 

is that their "essence" is strongly rooted to their 

bodies as a whole. This makes them incredibly tough 

to kill, as they can freely dismember themselves into 

separate parts and then be reassembled. They can 

even control disarticulated body parts, although this 

is an ability which requires a great deal of cunning to 

utilize efficiently; most simply rely on the tricks one 

can get up to with a disembodied hand. 

One extremely strange aspect of the lebendtod is 

that they do actually age, albeit at an incredibly slow 

pace. 

Psychology: 
Uniquely amongst the undead, lebendtod possess all 

the intellect, creativity and personality traits they 

bore as living humans, save for a single telltale trait; 

each lebendtod has one passionate feeling of their 

life altered in some key detail. Something that was 

once hated now becomes loved, or vice versa, or 

something that they once felt very passionate about 

it is now regarded with total apathy. Of course, such 

a trait is only remarkable to those who knew the 

lebendtod as who they once were. 

Perhaps the most defining feature of the lebendtod 

psyche is that they exist to serve. Whilst it's possible 

that some may dream of freedom, lebendtods as a 

whole need to have a master, in much the way that 

living humans need food and drink. Whatever order 

their master gives them, a lebendtod must obey. 

Sociology: 
The lebendtod have more in common with a secret 

society than a race proper, which is only natural. All 

lebendtod were originally created by a powerful 

necromancer who lairs on a desolate island in the 

Nocturnal Sea from victims originally native to 

Graben Isle. Unless directly commanded otherwise, 

these lebendtod continue to pursue whatever life 

they enjoyed as living humans, only to stop and 

abandon that life should their master call for their 

service. 

Adventurers: 
At first glance, a lebendtod adventurer may sound 

like an impossibility, but there are reasons why 

lebendtod may be encountered as adventurers. 

Primarily, their reclusive master relies on lebendtod 

to venture forth from Graben Isle to the rest of the 

Nocturnal Sea and the Core and the lands beyond 

them both, primarily to seek out and recover 

spellbooks and magical items that must then be sent 

back to their masters. Charged with this overarching 

goal, and otherwise left to their own devices to 

handle accomplishing it, lebendtod often find that 

membership in an adventuring party is a useful 

means of achieving their goal. In fact, they can often 

be surprisingly upfront about their purpose, openly 

describing themselves as agents of a distant, little-

supporting patron interested in gathering items of 

the arcane; for many adventuring parties, those are 

acceptable terms. Furthermore, their master is said 

to be a jealous figure eager to cull the population of 

potential rivals, and what adventuring party would 

look too closely at a potential comrade eager to 

battle a practitioner of the dark arts? 

The classes taken by a lebendtod adventurer - at 

least, one of Grabenite stock - are shaped by both 

the harsh, impoverished land from whence they 

hailed as living folk and the fact that they are 

regarded as little more than tools by their master. 

Overwhelmingly, they are Fighters, Rogues or 

Rangers, with a tiny handful of lebendtods able to 

somehow use the spiritual link they have with the 

arch-necromancer who created them to draw upon 

his magical energies, functioning as Undying or 

Undead Warlocks. 

Lebendtod of non-Grabenite stock could be almost 

anything. 

Lebendtod Racial Mechanics 
Natural Inclinations: Any 

Size: Medium 

Speed: 30 feet 
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Darkvision: You have Darkvision to a range of 60 

feet 

Unliving: You do not need to eat, breathe, drink or 

sleep, and are Immune to Disease and the Poisoned 

condition. You are also Resistant to Necrotic 

damage. 

Unsleeping: When you take a long rest, you do not 

actually sleep, but instead spend the time in an 

inactive, motionless state, retaining full awareness. 

Living Visage: You have Advantage on Deception 

checks made to pass as a living creature. 

Made to Use: You have Proficiency in one Skill or 

Tool of your choice. 

Detachable Limbs: You can freely remove and 

reattach your extremities by using an action. 

Detached limbs are Tiny, do not benefit from any 

armor you are wearing, and share your hit point 

total. So long as you are within (Proficiency bonus 

times 10) feet, you can control your detached limbs 

mentally. At the DM's discretion, using this trait can 

give you Advantage on an Intimidation check. 

Lebendtod Racial Feats 

False Life's Kiss 

Prerequisite: Lebendtod 

By exhaling deeply into the mouth of a corpse, you 

can create a temporary servitor. 

Effect: You gain +1 Intelligence, Wisdom or 

Charisma. You can cast Animate Dead without 

expending a spell slot once by touching a corpse. 

Once you have used this ability, you must complete 

a long rest before you can use it again. 

Marrow  Sword 

Prerequisite: Lebendtod 

By manipulating your own bones, you transmute an 

arm into an inseparable weapon. 

Effect: As a bonus action, you can change one or 

both hands into a bladed implement of magically 

strengthened bone. This weapon has the statistics of 

any melee weapon without the two-handed or 

heavy properties, and counts as magical for damage 

resistance. You are proficient with the use of your 

Marrow Sword. 

The Divergent 
The Divergent are those races who are tied to 

humanity through its blood; hybrids, mutants, and 

other multifarious offshoots. The Divergent are the 

Umbra folk most strongly torn between worlds, 

standing metaphorically between the occult 

underground so shunned by most in the misty 

realms and the world of the so-called "normals" of 

the land. 

Calibans 
Without a doubt the most prolific of the Divergent 

races - indeed, of the Umbra folk as a whole - 

calibans proliferate throughout the misty realms and 

are the most widely recognized of the humanoid 

races of this world after elves, dwarves, gnomes and 

halflings. 

Precisely what calibans are is hard to describe, 

although a very simplified explanation would be to 

describe them as planetouched unique to this 

demiplane of dread. To elaborate; calibans are a 

human offshoot created when an unborn child is 

corrupted inside of its mother's womb. Usually, this 

happens as a result of exposure to dark magical 

energies, either accidentally or sometimes 

deliberately, but they have also been tied to 

particularly extreme negative emotions or even to 

acts of blasphemy - cannibalism, incest, necrophilia 

and bestiality. Most native to the misty realms 

regard them as living manifestations of evil, either a 

divine punishment handed down for the sins of their 

progenitors or a symptom of a greater evil at work in 

their birth environment. I suspect instead that it is 



58 
 

more that acts of darkness trigger an upswelling in 

the innate magic of this world, contaminating the 

unborn in a similar way that environments steeped 

in celestial, fiendish or elemental energy can give 

rise to aasimar, tieflings and genasi. 

Calibans are invariably physically altered, twisted by 

the magical energies in their bodies in ways that 

separate them from the human norm. Such 

deformities may not necessarily be negative or even 

particularly ugly, but even the most attractive and 

well-made caliban is visibly not human, and as such 

elicits a stark negative reaction amongst the close-

minded... who, sadly, are quite prolific in this world. 

While no two calibans look identical, studies of this 

race have revealed distinct 'archetypes' or perhaps 

'strains' that a caliban usually falls under, and for this 

reason my usual analysis of physiology and 

psychology will be more in-depth than usual. I will 

do my best to examine the five most recognized 

caliban archetypes, before moving on to the more 

generalized societal traits common across the 

strains. 

Whilst I will describe three examples of each 

archetype that I have personally met, I emphasize to 

readers that these are by no means an ironclad 

guide. Much like tieflings, calibans are remarkably 

divergent in form, and any individual is, in many 

ways, a species of one. In fact, it's not unheard of to 

encounter calibans that resemble races more 

familiar to those who hail from beyond the mists, or 

even for such races to be mistaken for calibans. 

Before we proceed, I must acknowledge that the 

basis of this entry in my guide is taken from the 

manuscript "A Guide to the Caliban Race", which 

was discovered by adventurers in an abandoned 

warehouse in Darkonese city of Mayvin. Readers, be 

assured that I have striven to confirm the findings of 

this unknown author as best I can. 

For this first section, we will discuss the archetypes 

in the order of their prevalence; Brutes, Cannibals, 

Bestials, Banshees and Witchspawn. 

Brutes 

The caliban archetype known as the Brute is without 

a doubt the most common of its kind, and in the 

eyes of many is perhaps the ugliest. As their name so 

bluntly announces, Brutes are characterized by 

extreme physical strength and/or resilience; even 

with their propensity towards warped spines and 

stunted or deformed legs, Brutes typically tower 

over ordinary humans and usually bulge with 

muscle. They often bear a resemblance to the half-

orcs and half-ogres of worlds I have visited, but the 

mutations can be more extreme than that; jutting 

bony ridges, mismatched eyes or limbs, warped 

limbs, musculature swollen beyond reasonable 

growth, warts, pockmarks, tusks and fangs, these are 

just a small sample of the variety of ailments placed 

upon Brutes. 

Also known as "The Accursed", Brutes have a sad 

tendency to be more mentally underdeveloped than 

most calibans, even given the race's tendency to be 

undereducated. Some Brutes simply never grow 

beyond the emotional and reasoning capacity of a 

child, others struggle with intense, almost 

uncontrollable surges of emotion. Sadly, their lot is 

to be regarded as all muscle and no brain. It bears 

emphasis that not all Brutes are like this; even those 

who seem "simple" can be surprisingly cunning, and 

more than one Brute has concealed a surprisingly 

formidable intellect behind a doltish facade. I have 

found many Brutes have a surprisingly innocent 

nature; a fundamental wish to belong mixed with 

almost childish naiveté that sees them eager to 

make friends, and almost desperate to please. If 

treated with proper respect and kindness, Brutes 

can be incredibly loyal... sadly, this trait is often 

abused to lure Brutes into a lifestyle little better 

than slavery. The rage of an angry Brute is justifiably 

feared. 

Perhaps because of this yearning for companionship, 

Brutes are the archetype most likely to try and forge 

a life for themselves amongst human society. 

Stereotypically, a Brute is either a lowly worker, 
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often in agriculture, construction, or dock works, or 

else a criminal. They can theoretically be found in 

any role in which their strength is an asset, although 

that is mitigated by the typical desire of the humans 

around them to keep Brutes out of sight. 

Some of the Brutes I have met include: 

Bandersnatch: I met this caliban in the sewers 

beneath Paridon. With greasy yellow, near-

translucent skin that exposed throbbing veins and 

twitching nerves beneath, and a skeletal face against 

a thick-corded neck, Bandersnatch was quite a sight. 

His most iconic mutation was his arms; the left arm 

had withered away into a rounded knot of gristle, 

but the right arm had swollen into a writhing, 

boneless tentacle, topped by a meaty hand several 

times larger than it should have been. Even at rest, 

his knuckles dragged on the floor, and yet his grip 

was strong enough that he could pluck a man's head 

from their shoulders with a single determined twist. 

Bandersnatch had taken it upon himself to become a 

guardian to a small collective of human orphans, 

forgotten in the press of humanity; they begged and 

stole what they needed, and Bandersnatch dealt a 

swift, violent end to any who threatened his little 

charges. 

Alice the Goon: This female caliban was the head of 

a thieves guild I ran across in Dementlieu, having 

assumed such a lofty role by employing her greatest 

asset; her underestimated intelligence. Alice claimed 

to be a mere enforcer for a reclusive boss thief, 

whom I discovered Alice had actually killed and 

buried years ago. The deception allowed her to 

operate almost literally in plain sight. After all, who 

would believe this caliban woman, with her long 

greasy hair, oversized arms, stunted legs and rippling 

muscles could actually be clever enough to outwit 

human criminals? 

Hawg Welles: Encountered in Darkon, Hawk Welles 

showcases how fine the line between the different 

caliban archetypes can be. With his pig-like pink skin, 

thick layers of blubber, heavy two-toed feet and 

four-fingered hands, and prodigious tusks, he has an 

undeniably porcine appearance that suggests a 

Bestial caliban. But his strength and stamina both 

characterize him as a Brute. Welles owns a small pig 

farm, and lives a surprisingly comfortable life. Locals 

have learned the hard way to live him alone, 

however, as Welles has proven both willing to kill to 

protect himself and seemingly impervious to pain. I 

was regaled with many stories of the caliban 

stoically protecting himself against human 

aggressors, with one particularly noteworthy story 

being of a bully who tried to rob Welles in the 

middle of the street. According to what I was told, 

Welles calmly picked the man up by the head, 

ignoring the dozen dagger stabs to the chest he took 

in the process, and squeezed the man's head until it 

imploded before taking back his money and ambling 

home. 

Cannibal 

Only slightly less common than the Brute archetype, 

Cannibal calibans may perhaps be the most feared of 

the five archetypes. Also commonly known as "Living 

Ghouls", Cannibals are physically characterized by 

subtle yet repulsive traits; slightly altered limb 

proportions that lead to a disturbing natural gait; 

hairless or rubbery skin, fang-like teeth, often 

crooked or overly abundant, claw-like nails, an 

overly long tongue or excessive salivation. In fact, 

many Cannibal mutations are very similar to traits 

seen in ghouls, and it's not uncommon for the 

deathtouched breed known as ghouls to be 

mistaken for Cannibals - and vice versa. Whereas 

Brutes are characterized by strength and stamina, 

Cannibals tend to be fast, agile and graceful. 

In contrast to Brutes, Cannibals most strongly 

manifest their archetype in mental alterations. 

Calibans of this archetype are prone to strange and 

deviant hungers; warped digestive anatomies that 

not only make them capable of digesting noxious 

foodstuffs such as raw meat or rotten fruit, but an 

actual hunger for this vile fare. Full-fledged 

anthropophagic cravings aren't universal, but are 
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common enough to earn this archetype its moniker. 

Others suffer instead from more metaphysical 

appetites; heightened libido, a natural susceptibility 

to addiction, startling compulsions and obsessions, 

especially with the more macabre or violent aspects 

of life. 

Whilst Cannibals often integrate into the seedy 

underbelly of society, they are more willing to 

abandon humankind than their Brute kinsfolk. Entire 

clans of Cannibals are known to roam the wilderness 

of the Core, often making a living as bandits, 

mercenaries, grave robbers, body snatchers and 

other disreputable muscle. Invida in particular is 

known to be home to a network of large and 

sprawling Cannibal clans, whom Malocchio has 

eagerly courted to join his army. 

Some of the Cannibals I have met include: 

Sister Python, the Gluttonous Nun: It was in a 

traveling freak show that I encountered the Cannibal 

known only as Sister Python. Clad in the vestments 

of an Ezrite priestess, Sister Python could have 

passed successfully for a human woman, albeit one 

of unusual height and slenderness, unless one paid 

note to the elongated nature of her limbs and 

fingers. Until she opened her mouth; curving, 

needle-like fangs frame a maw that can stretch to 

abnormal sizes, allowing her to take truly titanic 

bites. Her act, if one can be so generous, was to 

commit acts of truly stunning gluttony; at one 

performance, she singlehandedly devoured enough 

food to feed a family of four, whilst in another, 

staged for a more depraved audience, she consumed 

a suckling pig alive and whole in the manner of her 

namesake. I offered to free the poor woman from 

such exploitation, but she rebuffed me, claiming that 

she lived a life of ease and luxury compared to most 

calibans. The sad thing is, I cannot deny her claim. 

Lady Lizabeth: I conceal this caliban's last name out 

of prudence. Born the sole daughter to a minor 

aristocratic family in Borca, Lady Lizbeth is fortunate 

in that her caliban traits are quite minor; deathly 

pale skin in which black-and-blue veins stand out 

prominently, and eyes of solid black, both traits that 

can be concealed with a little makeup and 

costuming. To the dismay of her parents, her mind is 

much closer to the 'norm' for Cannibals; she has an 

unshakable fixation on death and decay, taking a 

deep and sincere fascination in bloodshed and 

despair. She channels these longings into her 

artwork, and she is a talented artist, poet and 

songstress, but her family worries that the morbid 

nature of her works may attract the wrong kind of 

attention. 

Toomes: This Invidian caliban was born to one of the 

great Cannibal clans of that land, but has since 

struck off on his own as a mercenary. Ironically, 

despite his upbringing and generally flexible grasp 

on morality, he does have a few very firm limits, 

most notably a distinct aversion to the idea of 

hurting children. He most recently made a stir in 

Nova Vaasa by hanging an aristocrat's gutted, 

jointed body from the gates of his own estate; the 

man, it was discovered, had a personal dungeon 

filled with peasant children, and I will not stain your 

souls by describing what he had done with them. He 

had made the mistake of hiring Toomes to assist him 

in gathering "playmates". Toomes can be recognized 

easily by his exaggerated, borderline rictus grin, 

bulging eyes, and long, slimy, black tongue. 

Bestial 

The rarest of the "common" caliban breeds, Bestials, 

also known as "Man-Beasts", are calibans 

characterized by distinctive animal-like features. 

Depending on the individual caliban, this can range 

from relatively subtle mutations such as animalistic 

eyes, claws, fangs, a vestigial tail, overly abundant 

body hair or patches of scales, to full-fledged 

animalistic features. A Bestial caliban may resemble 

an animaloid race such as bullywugs, lizardfolk, 

lupins or catfolk, or may even be a chimeric 

creature, with multiple different animal traits. 

Strangely, calibans of this strain rarely if ever have 

the disjointed "piecemeal assemblage" appearance 
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associated with broken ones; their appearance tends 

to be naturally harmonious, leaving them inhuman 

but at the same time not directly ugly, as is often the 

case with Brutes or Cannibals. 

Bestial calibans tend to have a natural affinity for 

wild creatures and places - sometimes only those 

connected to their appearance, other times in a 

more general sense. They are much more likely to 

break away cleanly from humanity than Brutes or 

Cannibals are, preferring to live a life in the wild as 

subsistence farmers, hunters, trappers, prospectors, 

hermits and the like. Ironically, this means they are 

often more comfortable with themselves than the 

more civilization-orientated breeds are. Bestial 

calibans often have a sense of belonging and kinship 

that eludes many others; after all, animals do not 

care what a caliban looks like. 

A downside to their mutation is that Bestial calibans 

often struggle with their bestial instincts. They aren't 

stupid, but they may well have animal-like impulses 

that they need to consciously exert control over, 

such as territoriality or a need for a strong social 

hierarchy. A ferocious temperament is a common 

failure; much like Brutes, Bestials can explode into 

uncontrollable violent outbursts if sufficiently 

pressed. 

Some of the Bestials I have met include: 

Nen Nine-Eyes: This spider-featured caliban, with his 

malformed, silk-spraying tongue, chelicerae-like 

fangs, two pairs of semi-vestigial arms and name-

sake multiple eyes, makes a very comfortable living 

for himself as a burglar and, it's reputed, sometime 

assassin, in the heights of Paridon. He climbs with a 

swiftness and surety no human can match, and can 

easily leap and bound from rooftop to rooftop, 

which has allowed him to easily break into the upper 

storey targets he favors, as well as to evade 

Paridon's constabulary. 

Brown Jenkins: Though originally of Richemuloise 

origin, I encountered this caliban in Mordent. With a 

body covered in fur, a long rat's tail and a distinctly 

rodent-like cast to his features, Jenkins admits to 

coming from a long line of rat catchers and grime 

trekkers, but was close-mouthed about what 

prompted his departure from the realm of his birth. 

Empusa: This young lady was the first caliban I ever 

encountered during my first trip to the benighted 

realm of Tepest. I stumbled across a village planning 

to "burn an evil fey", and found myself watching as 

they dragged a terrified teenager to the stake. I 

had... opinions... about the matter, and after all was 

said and done, I took her in as my ward. I called her 

Empusa due to her mutations; cat-like eyes, ears and 

claws contrasting a donkey-like tail and hoofed, 

digitigrades legs. 

Banshee 

These rare calibans are also known as "Wailing 

Women", as the strain only seems to manifest 

amongst female children. If there are males of this 

strain, they are very rare, and/or so similar to their 

more common counterparts that they go unnoticed. 

In contrast to the ugliness of the other strains, 

Banshees are always beautiful... but it is a cold, eerie 

beauty that ultimately disturbs rather than allures. 

The phenomenon has been explained to me that 

they almost, but don't quite, come off as human, 

being just that little too perfect. 

Banshee mutations typically revolve around death 

and beauty; pitch-black, silver or white hair, 

unnaturally pale and cool flesh that may appear ice-

hued, marble-white, or long-dead. Black or white or 

blood-red lips, nails and eyes, uncannily still and 

smooth features, and strange vocal manifestations 

are all common. It's not unheard of for banshees to 

be confused for dhampirs, or genasi of the ice, grave 

and blood strains. 

Mentally, banshees are often as obsessed with the 

macabre as their Cannibal cousins, though they are 

more likely to exhibit this obsession through 

melancholia and artistic outlets, rather than the dark 

hungers of their kinsfolk. Banshees often become 
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bards, channelling their dark affinity for grief, death 

and the dead through music and painting. 

Because they do not visibly stand out as much as 

their cousins do, Banshees have the most luck with 

successfully blending into society, though even then 

they are usually kept at arm's length as "creepy" or 

"disturbing". Their beauty merely shields them from 

the obvious slings and arrows cast at their more 

deformed counterparts. A startling number of 

Banshees, perhaps as a result of this, turn to arcane 

magic, finding a similar comfort in it that Bestial 

calibans find amongst the creatures of the wild. 

Banshees make formidable necromancers, having a 

natural affinity for spells that breach the barrier 

between life and death, though I have also met 

illusionists and enchanters amongst their ranks. 

Some of the Banshees I have met include: 

Glittering Gerda: I met this caliban in the 

borderlands between Darkon and Lamordia, where 

she lives as a hermit, keeping a small subsistence 

farm and honing her natural sorcerous talents. At a 

glance, I would have mistaken her for an ice genasi 

in other worlds; her skin of cold blue shot with 

snow-white veins, bluish-white hair, misty plumes of 

breath and skin that frosts instead of sweats are all 

traits common to those paraelemental-kin. But her 

blood-red eyes, lips and nails all showcase her true 

caliban nature. 

Bathory Requiem: Coldly beautiful, this Darkonese 

caliban keeps to herself, with little tolerance for the 

outside world; too often stung by mankind's cruelty, 

she has become as cruel as she is lovely. With 

marble-white skin, vampire-like fangs, ghostly 

whispers that underlie her every word and a third 

eye, she is an obvious target for the many "witch 

hunters" of this world. Let the incautious be warned: 

she is a powerful necromancer, and has no respect 

for human life! 

Nyx: This poor creature plays in a small theatre in 

Borca. Androgynous, with a flowing mane of black-

and-white hair it weaves around itself like a shroud, 

solid black eyes and arms that resemble the claws of 

a giant raven, Nyx is a talented musician and 

songstress who is allowed to play at the theatre, and 

is even marketed as its star attraction. Alas, Nyx is 

famed not for their skills, but as little more than a 

glorified freak show. 

Witchspawn  

Rarest of all the caliban strains, the Witchspawn defy 

the stereotype of calibans as tough, strong and dim-

witted. Sharp-witted and usually physically 

unimposing, the strength of the Witchspawn lies not 

in muscle, but in their natural affinity for spellcraft, 

leading to their nickname of "Arcane Scions". Even 

the least deformed of witchspawn bears a palpable 

aura of arcane energies, and they are typically the 

most physically mutated of all calibans. 

As their moniker suggests, Witchspawn typically 

bear mutations that resemble fiendish traits or 

homage the characteristics assigned by the 

superstitious to arcanists; horns, tails, hooves for 

feet, forked tongues, extra digits, bizarre 

colorations, extra eyes, witch nipples, vestigial twins. 

A Witchspawn can often easily be mistaken for a 

tiefling, which is no comfort in this realm. 

Witchspawn are almost invariably highly intelligent, 

though I have heard stories of so-called "idiot 

savants" who had child-like minds but compensated 

with a powerful grasp of sorcery. They tend to be 

ruthless, disparaging towards those of perceived 

lesser intellect, spiteful, self-centered and callous, 

but I cannot say that these traits are inherent so 

much as they tend to be learned behavior; the rarity 

of Witchspawn has much to do with the sheer 

hostility their mutations provoke, and those who 

survive tend to be both those quickest to flee into 

seclusion and understandably jaded in the face of a 

cruel, hostile, unwelcoming world. Those 

Witchspawn lucky enough to be born in domains 

where arcane magic is welcomed, such Darkon or 

Hazlan, might tend to be more optimistic or 

otherwise positive in outlook, but even then, 

Witchspawn tend to cling to magic as the only true 
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ally they have in a world that despises them, and be 

quick to vent their wrath on those that are beneath 

them. 

Some of the Witchspawn I have met include: 

Hagsget: Whilst he was born in Tepest, the caliban 

known as Hagsget has no love for his motherland, 

having only avoided the cleansing flames of its 

inquisition thanks to the love of his mother and a 

Halan priestess willing to smuggle him to safety - 

although she in turn simply abused him, to the point 

he turned his back on Hala as swiftly as he could, 

becoming a wandering witch for hire. Unnaturally 

tall, thin and gaunt, towering over others despite a 

crooked spine that thrusts barbs of bone out his 

back, with overly elongated, six-fingered hands 

sporting wicked claws, Hagsget is made all the more 

striking for the fact his facial features are incredibly 

well-formed and handsome, contrasting his 

otherwise warped frame. 

Flamekiss: At first, I would have mistaken this 

caliban for a fire genasi, with her crimson-and-

orange patterned skin, glowing eyes, black teeth and 

tendency to exhale smoke and cinders. But in fact 

this Hazlani caliban was born to a Mulan family in 

good standing, and was uncannily fortunate for her 

kind; recognizing her obvious mutations, she was 

sent to the Red Academy, where the revelation of 

her innate pyrotheurgic abilities meant she was 

upgraded from 'test subject' to 'student'. Perhaps 

unsurprisingly, she is a hardline mage supremacist, 

even for a Hazlani, and revels in opportunities to 

burn submission into "defiant drudges". 

Malcubus: I met this traveling caliban on the road; 

unusually for a Witchspawn, he has taken the path 

of the bard instead of the sorcerer. With cloven 

hooves, a rat-like tail, tiny horns on his forehead and 

a forked tongue, the rationale behind his name 

seems obvious, and grows only more so if one gets 

to know the sardonic, sarcastic, yet strangely 

charming individual. 

 

Sociology: 
Calibans are, fundamentally, human. As bizarre as 

their appearances may be, all calibans have the 

same basic drives and desires as any humanoid; 

sadly, in these misty realms, those desires often go 

unsated. Calibans are frequently killed at birth, 

forced into seclusion and raised in secret as the 

family shame, or dumped into the oft-brutal and 

uncaring "refuge" of religious or public childcare 

programs. Whilst there are a few who have the 

fortune to be raised by birth or adoptive parents 

who legitimately care for them and wish them well, 

for most calibans, life is an endless procession of 

loneliness and cruelties. 

There are no caliban-exclusive societies that I am 

aware of, saving the Cannibal clans of Invidia. Brutes 

and Banshees typically cling to human society, so 

desperate to belong that they will tolerate the 

endless abuse society heaps on their heads. Bestials 

and Witchspawn usually retreat into the wilderness, 

becoming hermits and shunning contact with human 

cruelty. Cannibals can go either way. 

Whilst calibans have a reputation as criminals and 

monsters, that is largely because society gives them 

limited option to be anything else. Only the 

magocratic society of Hazlan gives calibans any real 

chance of social mobility, and even then only for 

native-born calibans. Despised and abused by those 

in power, calibans naturally come to hate their 

oppressors. Religion offers them little comfort; the 

Churches of the Lawgiver and Belenus see them as 

abominations to be destroyed, and the Church of 

Ezra varies between treating them with contempt 

and hostility, an attitude which the Divinity of 

Mankind shares. Only the faiths of Hala and the 

Morninglord offer anything approaching a warm 

welcome. Nova Vaasan calibans do seem to feel a 

particular fondness for Mytteri, although that may 

be just part of the race's general tendency to 

embrace cults dedicated to magic, chaos, change 

and fiend-worship simply because such faiths exult 

them rather than damning them. 
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Adventurers: 
Despite everything stacked against them, a 

surprising number of calibans become adventurers 

precisely because they maintain a fundamental 

optimism. They believe that the world is good, and 

that if they can prove they are not monsters, then 

they will be welcomed as the people that they know 

they are. Others take up the mantle for more selfish 

reasons; gold and power may be cold comforts, but 

cold comfort is better than no comfort. More than 

one caliban becomes an adventurer after they are 

saved by an adventuring party; beyond whatever 

practical considerations there are to sticking close to 

proven defenders, there is the simple fact that this 

may be the only kindness the caliban has ever 

known. 

Brutes are most likely to be Barbarians or Fighters; 

despite their association with the criminal 

underworld, they tend to be leg breakers, muggers 

and muscle, rather than true Rogues. 

Cannibals, in contrast, are largely drawn to the 

Rogue class, followed by Ranger and Barbarian. 

Bestials are typically Barbarians, Rangers or Druids. 

Banshees favor the Bard, Sorcerer and Wizard 

classes. 

Witchspawn favor the Wizard, Sorcerer and Warlock 

classes. 

Caliban Racial Mechanics 

Sidebar: Alternative Interpretations  

Calibans are a naturally mutable species, and whilst 

the Banshee, Bestial, Brute, Cannibal and 

Witchspawn are the most recognized types, there 

are plenty of calibans which do not fit the mode. If 

your DM permits, the caliban origin can be used to 

explain PCs of any number of humanoid races. 

Natural Inclinations: Determined by subrace. 

Size: Medium 

Speed: 30 feet 

Darkvision: You have Darkvision to a range of 60 

feet 

Living Shame: You have Proficiency in the Stealth 

skill, and Advantage on checks to resist being 

Frightened. 

Cursed Blood: Choose the Banshee, Bestial, Brute, 

Cannibal or Witchbreed subrace. This determines 

your natural inclinations and other racial traits. 

Banshee 

Natural Inclinations: Dexterity, Intelligence, 

Charisma 

Darkling Beauty: You have Advantage on Persuasion 

checks. 

Condorre il Requiem: You know a single Cantrip that 

must belong either to the Bard spell list or to the 

Necromancy school. At 3rd level, you gain a single 

1st level spell that must belong either to the Bard 

spell list or to the Necromancy school, which you can 

cast without expending a spell slot once per long 

rest. Spells cast using this trait use Charisma as their 

spellcasting ability score. You can also cast these 

spells using spell slots you have of the appropriate 

level. 

Bestial 

Natural Inclinations: Strength, Dexterity, Wisdom 

One With The Beasts: Through sound and gestures, 

you may communicate simple ideas with beasts. You 

have advantage on all Charisma checks you make to 

influence them. 

Feral Instincts: You have Proficiency in Survival and 

Perception. 

Brute 

Natural Inclinations: Strength, Constitution, Wisdom 

Powerful Build: You count as one size category 

larger to determine your carrying, dragging, lifting, 

pulling and pushing capacities. 
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Savage Attacks: When you score a critical hit with a 

melee weapon attack, you can roll one of the 

weapon's damage dice one additional time and add 

it to the extra damage of the critical hit. 

Long-Limbed: Your reach with melee weapons is 10 

feet instead of 5 feet. 

Cannibal 

Natural Inclinations: Dexterity, Constitution, 

Wisdom 

Skitter-Scrambler: You have Proficiency in Athletics. 

Nightmarish Antics: As a bonus action, you can put 

on a horrible display - contorting your facial 

features, emitting a freakish gibbering, or otherwise 

attempting to terrorize your opponents. Creatures of 

your choice within 10 feet of you that can either see 

or hear you (your choice) must succeed on a 

Wisdom saving throw or become frightened of you 

until the end of your next turn. The DC of the save 

equals 8 + your proficiency bonus + your 

Constitution modifier. Once you use this trait, you 

ŎŀƴΩǘ ǳǎŜ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǳƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘ ƻǊ ƭƻƴƎ ǊŜǎǘΦ 

Witchbreed 

Natural Inclinations: Constitution, Intelligence, 

Charisma 

Unearthly Knowings: You have Proficiency in 

Arcana. 

Born Witch: You can cast the Thaumaturgy cantrip. 

From 3rd level, you can cast Cause Fear as a 1st level 

spell once per long rest. From 5th level, you can cast 

Detect Thoughts as a 2nd level spell once per long 

rest. You choose whether to use Intelligence or 

Charisma as your spellcasting score for spells cast 

with this trait. You can also cast these spells using 

spell slots you have of the appropriate level. 

Deathtouched 
One of the more familiar races in my travels has 

been the so-called "Planetouched"; humanoids 

touched in the womb by extraplanar energies or 

bearing the blood of extraplanar creatures. Though 

typically lacking a unifying culture, save in certain 

situations, this basic archetype repeats itself across 

the many realms, and even in these mist-shrouded 

lands, one can find those so marked - if only the 

tieflings and aasimar. 

But there exists a similar category of beings; the 

"Deathtouched". The living expressions of the 

necromantic arts, the Deathtouched are beings 

whose heritage mingles undeath and life into 

something that blurs the borders in ways all too 

many regard as obscene. And no realm in my 

experience has been more fruitful in producing such 

beings than these misty realms in which I now 

wonder. The potential implications of this are 

staggering, and worth contemplation, but that is a 

topic for another tome; in this tome, I shall merely 

endeavor to discuss the Deathtouched as people. 

As with the Calibans, the Deathtouched are more a 

collection of races than a singular race, if not quite 

to the same extent. There are five distinctive 

Deathtouched races, and potentially more that have 

yet to be discovered. These five are the Dhampir, 

Fetch, Ghedan, Ghul and Mortif. 

Dhampir 

The association between vampires and desire is old 

and deep; in many ǿŀȅǎΣ ǘƘŜ Ǌƻƻǘ ƻŦ ŀ ǾŀƳǇƛǊŜΩǎ 

unholy existence is desire - the desperate yearning 

to live, even beyond their deaths, that compels them 

to leave the sanctity of the grave and prey upon the 

living in order to sustain a mockery of existence. 

Dhampirs, then, are in many ways amongst the most 

common demihumans native to the realms of dread. 

The unnatural existence of the vampire, its deep 
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foundation in the element of desire and its perverse 

connections to the very fluid of life allows vampires 

to mingle their essence with the living with far 

greater ease than any other undead creature. 

Indeed, dhampirs are frequently born to living 

parents who have merely had contact with the 

bloodsucking undead; female vorlogs who yearn for 

male companionship invariably spawn dhampirs if 

they survive long enough, whilst a man who was 

ǎŀǾŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŀ ǾŀƳǇƛǊŜΩǎ ǎǇŀǿƴ Ƴŀȅ ŦƛƴŘ 

the taint in his blood expressed through his 

offspring. Dhampirs being created in their adulthood 

are the rarest of all, and typically the result of 

(usually botched) rituals attempting to save a victim 

from dying and being reborn as a vampire in turn. 

Although there are stories of those who seek to hunt 

vampires finding themselves ironically "blessed" 

with vampire-like powers in their own right. Such 

cruelly humorous metamorphoses are quite 

common in these lands, so I am inclined to regard 

these stories as holding more than a grain of truth. 

Despite their numbers, dhampirs do not have an 

easy life in the lands of mist. In the most benighted 

and superstitious hamlets, dhampirs are often 

mistaken for true vampires, and executed for the 

sins of their forebears. Even in more civilized lands, a 

dhampir makes folk nervous, for they are children of 

predators, and one cannot help but wonder if that 

will not come out in their blood. The fortunate ones 

inherit supernatural charms that they use to ease 

their way, but many dhampirs turn to a nomadic 

existence, roaming the lands in search of a place 

that will finally grant them peace. The stereotype of 

the dhampir who hunts the undead is a common 

fixture in stories and songs throughout the core, and 

it has its roots in reality. 

A dhampir typically resembles a human with a cold, 

almost statuesque beauty, or else a strangely feral 

charm. Their coloration is typically exaggerated 

based on their heritage; marble white or ebony 

black skin is not unheard of. Their eyeteeth tend to 

be long and sharp, but not so much that they cannot 

be hidden. Hair is typically deep black or pale white, 

ōǳǘ ƳŜǘŀƭƭƛŎ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ƻǊ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ǊŜŘ ƘŀƛǊ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǳƴƘŜŀǊŘ 

of. Most dhampirs struggle with deep, passionate 

emotions - what they feel is often felt to a 

disproportionate intensity, and they struggle to 

control themselves in the face of these powerful 

desires, especially when they are enflamed with rage 

or desire. Despite stereotypes, an arrogant streak is 

not an inherent aspect of the dhampir lineage. 

The unusual variety of vampires in these dark realms 

has led to a similar profusion of dhampir variants. 

Whilst the above describes the common dhampir 

well enough, there are also dhampirs of dwarven, 

elven, gnomish and halfling blood, and each of these 

bears traits ǊŜƳƛƴƛǎŎŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜǎΩ ŘƛǎǘƛƴŎǘƛǾŜ 

vampire counterparts. Even the rare nosferatu and 

chiang-shi strains have similarly unique dhampir 

offspring. 

hŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŜƭƭƻǿ άŘŜŀǘƘǘƻǳŎƘŜŘέΣ ŘƘŀƳǇƛǊǎ ƎŜǘ ƻƴ 

best with fetches, who can understand the depths of 

their passions. In comparison, ghuls often loathe 

dhampirs, despite their shared predatory 

inclinations, since dhampirs have an aura of majesty 

and charm that ghuls distinctly tend to lack. Blood 

genasi and dhampirs tend to either loathe each 

other on sight, or else find each other strangely 

fascinating. 

Fetch 

The half-ghost, or fetch, is typically thought of as a 

rarity, but in these realms, they are second in 

numbers only to the dhampirs - and a close second 

at that! One need only look at the profusion of 

ghosts and specters in these lands to see where they 

might originate! 

A ghost is many things, but at its core, it is desire 

made manifest. It is the desperate urge to achieve 

something, a hunger so intense that it allows the 

spirit of the dead to defy the natural order of things 

and continue existing as a mockery of life. When this 

is taken into account, then perhaps it is not so 

surprising that ghosts who cling to the mortal coil 
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out of some perverse sense of love or lust can take 

their blasphemous existence further still, and 

produce living children? 

Some fetches are born to ghostly fathers, called back 

from the grave by their yearning for one last 

embrace with their still-living lover. Others are the 

children of undead mothers, whose sheer will to 

grant their babe the life that was stolen from them 

allows them to defy the laws of primal nature. 

Much like planetouched and calibans, however, 

many fetches are born as a result of environmental 

contamination. A child conceived or, more rarely, 

born in a graveyard or a known haunted site has a 

chance to be born with one foot in the realms of 

both the living and the dead. Other fetches were 

born to mothers who were exposed to strong surges 

of necrotic energy whilst pregnant, but survived and 

gave birth to living children. And other fetches still 

simply were born as a result of mingling strong 

spiritually touched bloodlines; mediums and spirit-

talkers are well known in the realms of mist, and 

when families with a propensity for such sensitivity 

interwed, their strengthened bloodline may produce 

unexpectedly potent ghost-speakers. 

A fetch resembles a human with hair, skin, and eyes 

of a nearly transparent white, blue, or ash-gray 

color. Female fetches are often mistaken for 

banshee calibans, whom they most closely resemble. 

Regardless of sex, fetches often seem mournful, 

wracked by sorrows that they seemingly cannot 

explain to those who inquire, whilst others may be 

detached and apathetic, or perpetually distracted by 

things that others cannot perceive. Some have 

violently passionate natures, living lives caught in an 

eternal tempest of their emotions, but these are 

rare. They are usually slender, waifish creatures, and 

many suffer from strange, incurable illnesses that 

seem to be part of their very being - wracking 

coughs, sporadic bleeding from the mouth or eyes, 

or chronic fatigues that often leave them bedridden. 

But despite this physical frailty, the minds of fetches 

are invariably sharp and they have a strange, 

compelling presence to them. 

Ghedan 

Regarded by many as the least of the deathtouched, 

the ghedan, or "half-zombie", or "half-revenant" is 

uncommon even in these lands. The product of dark 

necromantic experiments, flawed attempts at 

reviving the dead, or even the obscene fruits of 

necrophiliac couplings, ghedans exist in a strange 

state of half-life and half-death - not a true mindless 

zombie, but at the same time, less than a man. 

Of all the deathtouched, their bloodline may be the 

most tainted, as they are highly associated with 

blasphemous acts of necrophilia - sometimes with 

revenants who still bore an all-too-human love in 

their hearts, more often with particularly depraved 

necromancers and twisted obsessives. 

More than any other deathtouched, however, 

ghedans are likely to be created artificially. Magics 

intended to grant true life to the slain are never 

exactly easy, and in the misty realms, they are 

particularly prone to going awry. Whilst an imperfect 

resurrection may sometimes produce a fetch or 

mortif (or, far more rarely, a dhampir or ghul), they 

largely result in ghedans, and in fact ghedans of this 

origin may outnumber the "trueborn". 

Hollow black eyes are the most defining physical 

characteristic of ghedans; their hair ranges from 

dark to unearthly pale, and their skin often has a 

corpse-like pallor to it, sometimes even a sickly 

green or blue tinge reminiscent of rot. Some are 

gaunt, others thick and muscular. But all ghedans 

are physically numbed to the world; they move 

slowly and ponderously, with even the most active 

and alert of their kind finding they live in a strange, 

hazy state of semi-consciousness. They are not 

stupid, but their attention is often unfocused and 

wavering, and they can become easily distracted, if 

only by their own trains of thought. But once they 

set their mind to something, they are unyielding in 

their pursuit of it. Ghedans feel little fear, and less 

pain; they shrug off wounds that would kill an 

ordinary man and continue on as if untouched. A 
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ghedan never stops, never tires, never relents until it 

has what it wants. 

For this reason, ghedans are popular minions in the 

darker circles of the Core. They make excellent 

guards, and intimidating enforcers; their ability to 

shrug off punishment and keep pursuing whatever 

they desire can be the stuff of urban legend. But 

their intelligence is often underestimated, and more 

canny ghedans readily exploit this to carve out a 

place for themselves in the world. 

Ghul 

In many ways, the dhampir and the ghul could be 

seen as two sides of the same coin. Both are the fruit 

of a mingling of human blood and the ichors of an 

undead predator. But whereas dhampirs share 

something of the macabre allure associated with 

vampires, ghuls are regarded more as noisome, 

unclean, vermin. 

Of all the half-undead, ghuls are the most likely to be 

born to undead mothers; male ghouls are typically 

far more concerned with their literal appetite than 

any other sort of hunger. Usually, this is a result of a 

pregnant woman being transformed into a ghoul, 

either by the dreaded ghoul fever or as a result of a 

dark curse brought on by cannibalism or similar acts 

of unholy gluttony. Ghuls that were "deliberately 

bred" are definitely in the minority, but not unheard 

of - they are often the progeny of female ghoul 

lords, whose heightened intelligence and greater 

control over their appetites makes them more likely 

to engage in such nightmarish acts of congress. 

Darkest still are those conceived as the result of 

unholy alliances between humans and ghouls - 

corrupt families, gravediggers and necromancers 

who, for whatever unholy purpose, have cause to 

make congress with the hungry dead and form soul-

blasting unions of common purpose. 

The vast majority of ghuls, however, are once-

normal humans transformed - typically as a result of 

contracting ghoul fever or some other curse that 

began the change into a true ghoul, but which they 

managed to arrest before they could complete their 

descent into true undeath. 

In many ways, ghuls are dark parodies of the 

dhampir. Invariably gaunt, if not emaciated, their 

rough, leathery skin clings tightly to their bones. 

Their mouths are full of jagged, yellow fangs and 

long, black tongues loll freely at the slightest excuse. 

They have black, green, pale purple, or chalk-white 

skins, and pupil-less yellow, red, or green eyes that 

glow faintly in low light, and their natural scent, 

unless carefully covered with soaps and perfumes, is 

a noxious reek of carrion or dried blood. 

Ghuls hunger for decaying flesh and rotting meat, 

and much like their undead relatives are drawn to 

scavenge from graveyards and burial pits. They have 

no fear of death or injury, and indeed they regard 

life itself as a great joke. Their morbid humor often 

covers deep bitterness, and many ghuls privately 

loathe themselves as much as they resent 

humankind for the normal life they can never live. 

Understandably, ghuls are almost always outcasts 

from society, interacting with it only as criminals or 

adventurers. Some become hunters of the undead, 

feasting on what they kill, but others still simply wish 

to lash out at a world that they view as mocking 

them. 

Mortif  

Common wisdom holds that dealing with dark magic 

can stain the soul, and both tieflings and calibans are 

cited as proof of this fact. But necromancy too can 

leave its taint behind on practitioners, and the 

mortif exist as proof of this fact. 

Like the tieflings whom they most closely resemble, 

mortif are marked in the womb by the stain of 

necromantic energy. Often, they are children of 

necromancers, especially those whose lineage have 

seen many generations of dabblers in the dark arts, 

or were conceived in areas infused with necrotic 

energy, such as graveyards or haunted houses. Some 
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were born to mothers who survived a brush with 

life-sapping attacks, or were sired by fathers who 

had been brought back to life. And others are simply 

distant descendants of the so-ŎŀƭƭŜŘ άƘŀƭŦ-ŘŜŀŘέ - 

dhampirs, fetches, ghedan and ghuls. 

Regardless of the source, all mortifs are marked by 

this fundamental connection to necrotic energy, 

although as the "lesser" deathtouched, mortif 

features are typically much more random, and 

modest compared to their "halfblood" relatives.. 

They tend to be pale and thin, with hair of black, 

dirty brown, or gray hues. They often bear subtle 

hints of their unearthly nature; a persistent scent of 

the grave, eyes that glow red, yellow or green in low 

light, skin that clings tightly to their bones, or black 

fingernails. Those directly descended from ǘƘŜ άƘŀƭŦ-

ŘŜŀŘέ Ƴŀȅ ōŜŀǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǘǊŀƛǘǎ ƛƴ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΣ 

such as an elongated, blackened tongue for ghoul 

heritage, or pronounced eyeteeth marking distant 

vampire blood. 

Their "watered down" blood also means mortif don't 

have as many iconic personality tendencies as their 

counterparts do. A mortif is often reclusive, perhaps 

even antisocial, and soft-spoken. They tend to have 

strong-willed and fearless, but usually are quite 

introverted. Their emotions tend to be either 

stunted and non-intrusive, or extremely lively and a 

major influence on their personalities and deeds. 

Many mortifs build up a reputation as quiet and 

unassuming amongst casual acquaintances, but as 

beings of deep passion and almost frightening 

intensity amongst those they trust enough to open 

up to. 

Mortifs are prone to bouts of depression, brought 

on by a natural feeling of being alienated from the 

living around them, and can plunge into melancholic 

outbursts that last for days or even weeks. This is 

only exacerbated by a strong proclivity towards 

paranoia; many mortif are inherently afraid of the 

living, consumed by the nagging dread of what might 

happen should their tainted ancestry be discovered. 

The one trait universal of mortifs is that they have a 

very strong opinion on death, dying and the undead. 

Whether that opinion is positive or negative 

depends on the individual. Mortifs are as likely to be 

ruthless slayers or powerful necromancers as they 

are to be compassionate healers or driven slayers of 

the walking dead. Some have an affinity for the 

macabre, a propensity towards dark humor, or even 

an outright love of the morbid. They find kindred 

spirits amongst those who are similarly outcast for 

their connection to the darkness; calibans, their 

fellow deathtouched, dread genasi, and even some 

brauchnens. 

Sociology: 
Like their caliban counterparts, the deathtouched do 

not view themselves as a distinct race; many are, 

ironically, unaware of their not being some kind of 

unique aberration in the lands they call home. 

Discovering there are others like them out there is 

often nothing short of a revelation. Although this 

breeds a certain measure of fellow feeling towards 

each other, they are not connected enough to make 

any real steps to separate themselves from the 

societies of their parents. 

Dhampirs are, of course, associated with those lands 

inhabited by vampires. Barovia is generally assumed 

by those aware of the dhampir existence to be 

swarming with them, but ironically this benighted 

realm has a startlingly small population of dhampirs, 

and that concentrated almost exclusively amongst 

the Gundarakite population. I personally 

encountered a small, all-dhampir village in the lands 

that had once been Gundarak, and even they were 

close to the borders of what was now Borca. 

Precisely why they are so rare in what would seem 

to be their natural homeland is a mystery, although I 

uncovered some evidence that may suggest a 

powerful vampire actively hunts them down and 

destroys them - or else that the native Barovians kill 

their deathtouched offspring at birth. Instead, 

dhampirs are found scattered throughout the major 

cities of the Core; those of chiang-shi origin are said 

to proliferate in the distant realms of I'Cath and 
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Rokushima Taiyoo, and only recently begun 

manifesting in the Core as migrants emerge from 

those lands. If the Core has a "dhampir homeland", 

it is instead Darkon, where human and demihuman 

dhampirs proliferate. 

Fetches are found primarily in those realms known 

for their hauntings. Specter-shrouded Mordent 

produces more than its share of these half-ghosts, 

whilst in Falkovnia, it is whispered that a widow who 

ƭŀȅǎ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΩǎ ƎǊŀǾŜ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ Ƴŀȅ ǊƛǎŜ 

to find a child of equal parts flesh and ectoplasm 

kicking in her womb. In benighted Darkon and 

Hazlan, necromancers perform obscene experiments 

to cross the boundaries between life and death, 

which may give rise to fetches, amongst other 

creatures. The Mordentish fetch is definitely the 

most iconic of its kind, and tends to enjoy the best 

life; cursed with a natural sickliness and an affinity 

for magic, fetches usually don't enjoy long lives in 

Falkovnia. 

Ghedans are largely concentrated in Darkon and 

Hazlan, the fruits of necromantic experimentation - 

though it is said that families who live near the 

Darkon borders have a peculiar tendency to produce 

ghedan offspring, as do Falkovnians who live close to 

the Darkon borders. Ironically, ghedans thrive in 

Falkovnia, unlike their fetch cousins; their brute 

strength and mindless indifference to pain and fear 

makes them useful enough that the Kingfuhrer and 

his butchers can look past their obvious inhumanity. 

A surprising number of ghedans are found in 

Lamordia as well, despite that realm's notorious 

refusal to accept the reality of magic. 

Ghuls have no particular homeland, though it is 

rumored that the infamous cannibal clans of Invidia 

are made of almost as many ghuls as they are 

calibans. Wherever ghouls emerge, ghuls follow. 

They do seem to be relatively plentiful in Falkovnia 

and Nova Vaasa, where their literal stomach for 

violence serves them well. 

Mortifs are associated with Darkon and Hazlan, but 

can be found throughout the Core and beyond. 

In fact, Darkon actually houses the closest thing yet 

seen to a fledgeling deathtouched community. In the 

area surrounding the cursed city of Il Aluk, the 

deathtouched population has been rising sharply. 

Not only are existing Darkonese deathtouched 

drawn to the area, but those women who live 

around what is now called Necropolis are birthing 

deathtouched babies in a steadily increasing number 

- most commonly mortif, followed by fetches and 

ghedans, with ghuls and dhampirs uncommon but 

still present. None of the adult deathtouched I 

interviewed could explain their fascination with the 

Necropolis, only that it "feels right". What will 

happen next is anyone's guess, but is certain to be 

fascinating: the deathtouched have revealed that 

they alone amongst the living are inherently immune 

to the legendary Shroud of Necropolis, the necrotic 

energy field that instantly slays and reanimates any 

who dares to try and set foot in Il Aluk! 

Religion is a... touchy subject for the deathtouched. 

Most tend to be agnostic, atheistic, or outright 

maltheistic, which is an understandable reaction if 

the typical attitude one encounters from a preacher 

of any religion is "kill it with fire!" That is not to say 

there aren't some religious deathtouched, just that 

the religions of these lands are not especially 

welcoming to them. Frankly, most religious 

deathtouched have something of either a raging 

guilt complex, a masochistic streak, or both. 

Dhampirs are likely to follow the path of Ezra, 

usually focusing on the Mordentish sect or the 

Nevuchar Springs sect - in either case, they are often 

self-flagellating (sometimes literally) fanatics, 

desperate to atone for their "tainted blood". Other 

dhampirs are some of the very few non-Barovians to 

worship the Morninglord, and these tend to be more 

stable than their Ezrite counterparts. 

Fetches are likely to be spiritual, but not religious; 

their close ties to the world of ghosts and spirits 

naturally breeds an acceptance of them as fact, but 

no religion is quite compatible with their views. They 

often form their own beliefs and may even found 

fledgling cults. 
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Mortif are the most likely of the deathtouched to be 

religious, and are split roughly equally between 

those who embrace the more militant aspects of 

Ezra and the Morninglord's doctrines to hunt the 

undead and those who worship more "pro-death" 

doctrines, such as Erlin or the Eternal Order. Non-

religious spiritualism is another major presence in 

their ranks. And, of course, there are plenty of 

mortif necromancers who trust in the power of 

arcane magic over the divine. 

Ghuls and ghedans are the least religious 

deathtouched races; ghedans rarely care to consider 

the topic of spirituality, and ghuls often actively 

revel in spitting blasphemies and curses to shock and 

repulse the people they resent. 

Adventurers: 
Deathtouched make natural adventurers, given their 

combination of power and a diminished connection 

to mortal society. Indeed, many deathtouched were 

"born" as adventurers, especially in the case of ghuls 

or ghedans, who are likely to be once-humans who 

found themselves transformed due to mishaps in the 

course of their journeys. 

Dhampirs are the most variable of deathtouched in 

their choice of classes, typically focusing on either 

strength or magic, or even combining the two; a 

dhampir is more likely to be an eldritch knight than a 

mere champion. Spellcasting dhampirs tend to favor 

the sorcerer, bard or wizard. Paladin dhampirs are 

surprisingly common, although their tendency 

towards self-loathing and focus on slaying evil 

means they usually swear the Oath of Vengeance 

above all others. 

Fetches are almost invariably sorcerers or wizards; 

magic is their natural strength, and whilst a fetch 

warrior isn't impossible, it would definitely be an 

oddity. Fetch bards aren't unheard of, especially 

those of the College of Spirits. Fetch rogues are rare, 

but they make formidable arcane tricksters and 

assassins. 

Ghedans, in contrast to fetches, are almost 

invariably fighters or barbarians. Ghuls favor the 

rogue and the ranger; they make fearsome 

assassins, but are surprisingly likely to become 

beastmasters, often training giant rats, vermin, or 

fearsome scavengers. 

Mortif favor the wizard and sorcerer classes; their 

natural affinity for necromancy and shadow magics 

simply makes these the most logical focuses for their 

talents. However, they are versatile, and so more 

than any other deathtouched are likely to surprise 

those who try to pigeonhole them. 

Deathtouched Racial Mechanics 

Dhampir 

Natural Inclinations: Determined by Subrace 

Size: Medium 

Speed: 30 feet 

Superior Darkvision: You have Darkvision to a range 

of 120 feet 

Sunlight Sensitivity: You suffer Disadvantage on 

Attack Rolls and visual Perception checks when you 

or the object of your focus is in direct sunlight. 

Deathborn: You have Resistance to Necrotic 

damage. 

Vampiric Bite: Your fanged bite is a natural weapon, 

which counts as a simple melee weapon with which 

you are proficient. You add your Constitution 

modifier, instead of your Strength modifier, to the 

attack and damage rolls when you attack with this 

bite. It deals 1d4 piercing damage on a hit. While 

you are missing half or more of your hit points, you 

have advantage on attack rolls you make with this 

bite. 

When you attack with this bite and hit a creature 

ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀ /ƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘ ƻǊ ŀƴ ¦ƴŘŜŀŘΣ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ 

empower yourself in one of the following ways of 

your choice: 
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You regain hit points equal to the piercing damage 

dealt by the bite. 

You gain a bonus to the next ability check or attack 

roll you make; the bonus equals the piercing damage 

dealt by the bite. 

You can empower yourself with this bite a number 

of times equal to your proficiency bonus, and you 

regain all expended uses when you finish a long rest. 

Multifarious Curse: Choose the Vampire, Nosferatu, 

Chiang-shi, Dwarven Vampire, Elven Vampire, 

Gnomish Vampire or Halfling Vampire subrace. 

Vampire 

Natural Inclinations: Strength, Intelligence, 

Charisma 

Spider Climb: You have a Climb speed of 35 feet. 

From 3rd level, you can climb across vertical surfaces 

and upside down on horizontal surfaces without 

penalty. 

Quick as Death: Your base walking speed is 35 feet. 

Nosferatu 

Natural Inclinations: Strength, Dexterity, Charisma 

tǊŜŘŀǘƻǊΩǎ {ƘƛŜƭŘΥ You are Immune to Charm effects. 

Darkling Charms: You have Advantage on Charisma 

(Persuasion) checks. 

Kiss of the Moon: If you complete a long rest 

without being exposed to sunlight, you gain 

Temporary Hit Points equal to your Level. 

Chiang-shi 

Natural Inclinations: Strength, Constitution, 

Charisma 

Rigor Mortis: Your speed is only 25 feet. When you 

use Vampiric Bite, you can choose to increase your 

speed to 35 feet for 1 day. 

Claws: Your talons are a natural weapon, which 

counts as a simple melee weapon with which you 

are proficient. A claw attack does 1d6 + Strength 

modifier Slashing damage. 

Sharpened Senses: You have Advantage on 

Perception checks made using hearing or your sense 

of smell. 

The Leaping Dead: You always count as having a 

running start when making a long or high jump. 

Dwarven  Vampire 

Natural Inclinations: Strength, Constitution, Wisdom 

Dwarfish Frame: Your speed is 25 feet, but you 

ignore the speed penalty imposed by wearing heavy 

armor. 

Dwarven Resilience: You have advantage on saving 

throws against poison, and you have resistance 

against poison damage. 

Stonewalk: You have a Burrow speed of 25 feet 

through earth or stone. You can choose whether or 

not to leave a tunnel behind you when you burrow. 

Elven Vampire 

Natural Inclinations: Strength, Dexterity, 

Intelligence 

Mooncursed: You do not have the Superior 

Darkvision or Sunlight Sensitivity racial traits. 

Fey Ancestry: You have advantage on saving throws 

against being charmed, and magic can't put you to 

sleep. 

Trance: Like a true elf, you do not sleep, but instead 

enter a semi-conscious trance-state for four hours. 

After resting in this way, you gain the same benefit 

that a human does from 8 hours of sleep. 

Spawn of Blight: You can cast the Infestation and 

Primal Savagery cantrips. Choose at character 

creation whether these cantrips use Intelligence, 

Wisdom or Charisma as their spellcasting ability 

score. 
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Gnomish Vampire 

Natural Inclinations: Constitution, Intelligence, 

Wisdom 

Smallfolk: Your Size is Small and your Speed is 25 

feet. 

Gnome Cunning: You have advantage on all 

Intelligence, Wisdom, and Charisma saves against 

magic. 

Halfling  Vampire 

Natural Inclinations: Dexterity, Wisdom, Charisma 

Smallfolk: Your Size is Small and your Speed is 25 

feet. 

Unnatural Feast: You can cast Create Food & Water 

as a 3rd level spell once without expending a spell 

slot. Once you have used this trait, you must 

complete a long rest before you can use it again. 

Halfling Nimbleness: You can move through the 

space of any creature that is of a size larger than 

yours. 

Fetch 

Natural Inclinations: Intelligence, Wisdom, Charisma 

Size: Medium 

Speed: 30 feet 

Darkvision: You have Darkvision to a range of 60 

feet 

Deathborn: You have Resistance to Necrotic 

damage. 

Poltergeist Tricks: You can cast the Mage Hand and 

Minor Illusion cantrips, using Wisdom as your 

spellcasting ability score. 

Ghostwalk: As a bonus action, you can become 

incorporeal for 1 turn. Whilst incorporeal, you can 

move through other creatures and objects as if they 

were difficult terrain. Moving through objects 

requires concentration, as if concentrating on 

maintaining a spell. If you end your turn inside an 

object, you take 5 (1d10) irresistible Force damage 

and are returned to the nearest unoccupied space. 

Once you have used this trait, you must complete a 

long rest before it can be used again. 

Ghedan 

Natural Inclinations: Strength, Constitution, Wisdom 

Size: Medium 

Speed: 25 feet 

Darkvision: You have Darkvision to a range of 60 

feet 

Relentless Endurance: When you are reduced to 0 

hit points but not killed outright, you can drop to 1 

hit point instead. You can't use this feature again 

until you finish a long rest. 

Hardy: Your hit point maximum increases by 1, and 

it increases by 1 every time you gain a level. 

Dead Nerves: When you are hit by a critical hit, you 

can use your Reaction to change it into a normal hit. 

hƴŎŜ ȅƻǳ ǳǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜΣ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǳǎŜ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǳƴǘƛƭ 

you finish a short or long rest. 

Deathborn: You have Resistance to Necrotic 

damage. 

The Dead Don't Sleep: ̧ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΣ ŀƴŘ 

ƳŀƎƛŎ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ǉǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ ¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ 

rest in 4 hours if you spend those hours in an 

inactive, motionless state, during which you retain 

consciousness. 

Ghul 

Natural Inclinations: Dexterity, Constitution, 

Wisdom 

Size: Medium 

Speed: 35 feet, Climb 35 feet 

Darkvision: You have Darkvision to a range of 60 

feet 
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Talons: Your talons are natural weapons, which you 

can use to make unarmed strikes. If you hit with 

them, you deal slashing damage equal to 1d4 + your 

Dexterity modifier, instead of the bludgeoning 

damage normal for an unarmed strike. 

Coffin-Licker: You have Resistance to Poison 

damage, and Advantage on saving throws against 

the Poisoned condition and disease. 

Macabre Humor: You are Immune to the Frightened 

condition. 

Deathborn: You have Resistance to Necrotic 

damage.  

Mortif  

Natural Inclinations: Constitution, Intelligence, 

Charisma 

Size: Medium 

Speed: 30 feet 

Darkvision: You have Darkvision to a range of 60 

feet 

Deathborn: You have Resistance to Necrotic 

damage. 

Darkling Powers: You can cast the Chill Touch 

cantrip. From 3rd level, you can cast False Life as a 

1st level spell once per long rest. From 5th level, you 

can cast Ray of Enfeeblement as a 2nd level spell 

once per long rest. Spells cast with this trait use 

Intelligence as their spellcasting ability score. 

Perversion of Life: You can voluntarily choose 

whether your type is Humanoid or Undead when 

targeted by spells or effects that key off of creature 

type. 

Deathtouched Racial Feats 

Deathslayer  

Prerequisite: Dhampir, Fetch, Ghedan, Ghul, Mortif  

Your connection to the undead grants you a natural 

facility for slaying them. 

Effect: Whenever you make an ability check 

involving undead, you can treat a d20 roll of 9 or 

lower as a 10. 

You know the location of any undead creature 

within 180 feet, even through total cover. 

You can produce holy water using a ritual. The ritual 

takes 1 hour to perform, and uses 25 gp worth of 

powdered silver. 

Shun the Earth  

Prerequisite: Dhampir 

Like your vampiric ancestors, you can defy gravity. 

Effect: You gain a Fly speed of 40 feet (Hover). 

Greater Poltergeist Trickery  

Prerequisite: Fetch 

Your magical abilities are unusually strong for one of 

your kind. 

Effect: You gain the ability to cast Fog Cloud and 

Silent Image as 1st level spells without expending a 

spell slot. Once you have used each spell in this way, 

you cannot use it again until you complete a long 

rest. At 5th level, you can cast Misty Step without 

expending a spell slot once per long rest. You can 

also cast these spells using spell slots you have of 

ǘƘŜ ŀǇǇǊƻǇǊƛŀǘŜ ƭŜǾŜƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǇŜƭƭǎΩ ǎǇŜƭƭŎŀǎǘƛƴƎ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅ 

is your choice of your spellcasting ability scores, if 

any. 

Exhumation 

Prerequisite: Ghedan or Ghul 

Your connection to the grave allows you to 

manipulate earth and stone to a limited degree. 

Effect: You gain +1 Constitution, you gain a Burrow 

speed of 35 feet, and you can cast Meld into Stone 

at will. 
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Black Breath 

Prerequisite: Ghedan or Ghul 

By dredging up the corruption buried deep in your 

soul, you can expunge it in a cloud of noisome 

vapors. 

Effect: You can exhale a noxious cloud of black 

miasma as a bonus action. When you use your 

breath weapon, each creature in a 15 foot cone 

must make a saving throw. The DC for this saving 

throw equals 8 + your Constitution modifier + your 

proficiency bonus. A creature takes 2d6 damage and 

suffers the Poisoned Condition until the beginning of 

your next turn on a failed save, and half as much 

damage on a successful one. The damage increases 

to 3d6 at 6th level, 4d6 at 11th level, and 5d6 at 

16th level. After you use your breath weapon, you 

ŎŀƴΩǘ ǳǎŜ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǳƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘ ƻǊ ƭƻƴƎ 

rest. 

It  Will  Not Die 

Prerequisite: Ghedan 

Pain does not exist for you. Fear barely registers. You 

will do, or you will be destroyed; there is no in 

between. 

Effect: You gain +1 Constitution. As a bonus action, 

you can spend one Hit Die; you gain Temporary Hit 

Points equal to the result of the roll + your 

Constitution score. 

Drinker of  Life and Death 

Prerequisite: Mortif 

¸ƻǳǊ ǎƻǳƭΩǎ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ ŦǊŜǉǳŜƴŎȅ ŀƭƭƻǿǎ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŦŜŜŘ ƻƴ 

the energies of life and death with equal impunity. 

Effect: You gain Resistance to Radiant Damage. As a 

reaction, when an ally you can see takes radiant or 

necrotic damage, you may choose to take that 

damage in their place. The damage you take ignores 

your resistance to radiant and necrotic damage. You 

may block the damage for multiple allies at the same 

time, using the same reaction, taking the damage 

again for each ally protected in this manner. 

Quevari 
The saying that man must battle his inner demons is 

one that I have found in some form or another 

across many lands. But never have I seen it so literal 

as in the case of the quevari. 

Biology: 
To a casual eye, the quevari appear as just another 

human ethnicity - in fact, quevari often interbreed 

with the humans of the domain in which they dwell, 

so it can be very hard to distinguish a quevari from 

an ordinary human. A slight predatory cast to the 

features and the occasional unsettling glint in the 

eye is usually the most "inhuman" these people get. 

What truly distinguishes a quevari from a human is a 

metaphysical trait more than anything biological. 

The quevari as a people are cursed with what they 

call "the bad blood", a strange, possibly fiendish 

influence that compels them to acts of murderous 

savagery. 

Most of the time, it merely whispers, very quietly, in 

the back of the quevari's mind and is easily 

controlled, though if a quevari does begin to 

succumb to rage, it can break through. But the bad 

blood truly makes itself felt on the nights of the full 

moon. During these three nights, a quevari's control 

of themselves utterly slips away, and their dark self 

is unleashed. They become vicious, sadistic monsters 

with a ravenous appetite for the flesh of sapient 

creatures, as cruel and wicked as any fiend I have 

ever encountered. 

Bewitched by what they call "the rising of the 

bloodmoon", the quevari become terrors that stalk 

the night, slaying and devouring any non-quevari 

they encounter, before retreating to slumber during 

the day. Only on the dawn after the third full moon 

do they regain control of themselves. 
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One merciful aspect of this strange curse is that, 

when the bad blood is in control, they become 

intensely territorial, and will not leave a specific 

area; in their "native" environment, they will not 

travel beyond the limits of their settlement, whilst 

traveling quevari caught by the bloodmoon's 

madness will not voluntarily travel more than a mile 

or two from wherever they bedded down. Thus, it is 

possible to avoid the quevari in their savage phase 

by staying outside of their reach. 

Under the influence of the bloodmoon, a quevari's 

speed and reflexes increase to unnatural heights, 

allowing them to dodge blows or move with startling 

swiftness across even the most treacherous terrain. 

They become unnaturally athletic, climbing, jumping 

and running with far greater adeptness than they 

display at any other time. They are fearless in their 

savagery; the need to kill drowns any concern for life 

or limb. A quevari is not mindless, but they will shrug 

off injuries, fighting until killed, and fearlessly dare 

the odds if they believe they can catch a victim to 

torment and kill. 

Psychology: 
When not controlled by the fiendish slaughter-lust 

of the bad blood, the quevari are a quiet, friendly, 

peaceful people. Many individual quevari are devout 

pacifists, even vegetarians, and abhor violence. They 

display a strong love of beauty, but tend to be 

humble. If it weren't for their bloodlust, the quevari 

would be some of the sweetest, most gentle people 

in these misty realms. 

Some quevari, in fact, are too sweet for their own 

good. These fall into the trap of denying their 

fiendish selves, and end up more than a little mad as 

a result of it. They deny what their dark selves do, 

desperately covering up the signs of what happened 

during the bloodmoon and insisting that nothing 

happened, ever would happen, or ever will happen. 

These quevari are actually looked down upon by 

their kin, who point out that such behavior is in fact 

wicked; denying their darkness only grants it freer 

reign to do as it likes. 

Much of what makes an individual quevari unique is 

where they fall into the camp of optimism versus 

fatalism. Some quevari cling to hope, others take a 

dull comfort that "things are the way they are", and 

others walk in between those two extremes. 

Discipline and control are highly important to all 

quevari, though this is as much a social trait as a 

mental one. Most reject their fiendish self as a curse, 

but the boldest souls experiment in trying to control 

it, or even to use it. 

Sociology: 
Quevari largely live a peaceful existence, dwelling in 

small, isolated villages of a dozen or more quevari 

families. Such communities are invariably self-

sufficient as possible, typically engaging in a mixture 

of subsistence farming, hunting, gathering, fishing 

and foraging, and always try to keep to themselves 

as much as possible, to protect others from their 

dark sides - which shapes much of their interaction 

with others. 

Quevari communities are always friendly and 

welcoming to those who come in peace, but they 

also strive to keep non-quevari away during the 

bloodmoon. There are never formal inns or trading 

posts directly inside quevari communities, and 

outsiders are gently but firmly pushed to be on their 

way before the rising of the bloodmoon. In some 

rare situations, quevari have even resorted to 

locking particularly stubborn or luckless travelers 

inside of fortified basement cells that can be 

barricaded from the inside, leaving them at least the 

chance of being able to survive the next three nights 

as the once-peaceful villages turn into starving 

sadistic cannibals. 

Sadly, there are quevari populations where denial 

has become the dominant mentality, and these 

villages take none of the steps their counterparts do 

to safeguard travelers. Non-denialist quevari regard 

these communities with abject horror, and rumors 

suggest they may even launch punitive raids on the 

denialists in hopes of preventing them from 
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exposing the quevari as a whole to the wrath of the 

non-quevari peoples of this world. 

A common excuse given to hurry travelers along is 

that the quevari are devotees of an obscure cult and 

that the upcoming full moon represents a sacred 

ceremony that outsiders are not permitted to see. 

Which brings up the topic of religion. To put it 

simply, there is no universal quevari religion; each 

village tends to have its own particular faith, which is 

largely shaped by where it lives. The local faith 

usually has a cultish feel, but is typically devoted to 

an innocuous patron deity focused on agriculture, 

peace, beauty, harmony, healing or mercy. During 

the bloodmoon, the dark sides of the quevari may 

engage in their own twisted religious behavior, 

typically offering praise to a fiend, powerful undead, 

or some formless horror from beyond the mists. 

The church of the Morninglord, strangely, does seem 

to be making some inroads into their faith. I also 

encountered at least one quevari commune in 

Verbrek that heaped curses and abuse upon the 

Wolf God, viewing themselves as victims of his 

malefic touch. 

Adventurers: 
Adventuring quevari are uncommon at best; many 

quevari, even if they do not believe in pacifism, 

believing the violent nature of the adventurer's 

lifestyle is just asking for trouble. Although almost as 

many argue that the violent lifestyle may actually 

prove a way to satiate their dark side's cursed 

hunger. Adventuring quevari either adhere to the 

latter belief, or hope to find some kind of cure for 

their condition - at least for themselves if not for 

their race - by exploring the wider world. 

The issue, of course, remains what happens during 

the bloodmoon. Quevari are the umbran race most 

likely to adventure exclusively in bands of their own 

kind. The groups will strive to make camp far from 

civilization during the full moon. Lone quevari in 

racially mixed bands will instead be forced to 

separate from their non-quevari companions, 

usually excusing it as a religious sacrament. Only 

desperation or firm loyalty will convince a quevari to 

come clean about their racial curse to outsiders. 

The two classes competing for dominance amongst 

the adventuring quevari are the Monk and the 

Barbarian. Most are naturally inclined towards the 

monk, whose focus on discipline, grace and control 

naturally meshes with their innate attributes and 

desires. Other quevari, however, find the barbarian's 

brutal rages are a natural outlet for their dark 

impulses. 

A significant minority of quevari adventurers 

become warlocks, often laboring in ignorance of 

who their patron is and what they desire - the 

powers stem from whatever dark deity their bad 

blood offers praise to, and the quevari must try to 

use these unholy gifts to the cause of good. 

Quevari Racial Mechanics 
Natural Inclinations: Strength, Dexterity, Wisdom 

Size: Medium 

Speed: 30 feet 

Bloodmoon's Savagery: When you score a critical hit 

with a melee weapon attack, you can roll one of the 

ǿŜŀǇƻƴΩǎ ŘŀƳŀƎŜ ŘƛŎŜ ƻƴŜ ŀŘŘƛǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŀŘŘ 

it to the extra damage of the critical hit. 

Caged Demon's Wrath: As a bonus action, you can 

invoke the fury of your inner demon. Your speed 

increases by 10 feet and you gain +1 Armor Class. 

This state lasts for 1 minute or until you are either 

knocked unconscious, end a turn without attacking a 

hostile creature, or use a bonus action to end this 

trait. If you have the Rage class feature, you can 

activate and benefit from both a Rage and Caged 

Demon's Wrath at the same time and using the 

same bonus action. Once you have used Caged 

5ŜƳƻƴΩǎ ²ǊŀǘƘΣ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǳǎŜ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǳƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳ 

complete a long rest. 
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Peace Through Labor: You gain proficiency in a total 

ƻŦ ǘǿƻ LƴǎǘǊǳƳŜƴǘǎΣ !ǊǘƛǎŀƴΩǎ ¢ƻƻƭǎΣ [ŀƴƎǳŀƎŜǎΣ ƻǊ 

any combination thereof. 

Quevari Racial Feat 
Fiendish Swiftness 

Prerequisite: Quevari 

²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƴŘΩǎ ŦǳǊȅ ǊŀŎŜǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳǊ ǾŜƛƴǎΣ ȅƻǳǊ 

body becomes light as a feather, allowing you to 

move with unparalleled ease. 

Effect: You gain +1 Dexterity. When you are using 

Caged Demon's Wrath, you gain Spider Climb 40 feet 

and can high or long jump up to your remaining 

move speed without a running start. 

The Parallel 
Finally, the Parallel are those races who, in realms 

beyond the mist, would simply be called 

"humanoids". They are not humans, and often have 

their own cultures to which they belong, but they 

either can pass amongst humanity or choose to live 

on the fringes of human society. 

Bakhna Rakhna 
The plight of the so-called "smallfolk" races is worth 

noting in many realms, but perhaps these dark and 

haunted lands with their abundant cruelties test the 

limits of those peoples cursed with a lack of stature 

and muscle more than others. When considered in 

the light of the world they inhabit, the bakhna 

rakhna cannot be blamed overly much for accepting 

the label of "monster". 

Biology: 
Their appearance makes it obvious that bakhna 

rakhna originally began as goblins, as they have all of 

the telltale physical characteristics associated with 

them. Visually, however, they differ in terms of 

coloration; stark white skin, ashen gray to misty 

white hair, and unusually large eyes of a gray or dull 

color differentiate them from their goblin kin. 

Unlike most common goblin strains, however, 

bakhna rakhna are notably light averse; their skin 

burns quickly and painfully after a relatively brief 

exposure to sunlight, and their large eyes are overly 

sensitive to light, which means the glare of day 

dazzles them. For this reason, bakhna rakhna are 

largely nocturnal, or dwell in areas notable for their 

natural gloom, such as Mordent or the Mistlands in 

Darkon. 

Other subtle differences include a powerful paralytic 

toxin in their blood, the mystical ability to teleport 

short distances, and relatively low fertility compared 

to other goblinoids; bakhna rakhna are only about as 

fertile as halflings. 

Psychology: 
Bakhna rakhna are simultaneously similar to 

common goblins, and yet also distinctly different. 

Like the common goblin, the typical bakhna rakhna 

is highly inquisitive and mischievous, but they are 

also far more cautious and loyal than the typical 

goblin; bakhna rakhna rarely engage in the kind of 

seemingly borderline suicidal impulsiveness 

common to normal goblins, and their devotion to 

kith and kin is equivalent to that normally attributed 

to dwarves, instead of the vicious "every man for 

himself" attitude usually seen amongst goblins. 

That is not to say that the bakhna rakhna are entirely 

free of the goblin selfishness, however. Bakhna 

rakhna empathy tends to stop outside of the close 

circle of family and friends; the race as a whole sees 

nothing wrong with taking what they need from 

others, nor with dishing out punishment if their 

thefts are opposed. I suppose I cannot be too 

staunch in my condemnation of this attitude, 

however, as many humans in these dark lands have 

a similar attitude, especially in the face of 

nonhumans. 

Whilst the bakhna rakhna can be vengeful, the race 

as a whole isn't spiteful. They prefer to respond in a 
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"tit for tat" measure, amping up the severity of their 

retaliation to measure the hostility directed at them. 

If a homeowner locks up the food they seek, they 

will make a mess of the kitchen. If the homeowner 

tries to poison them, they will return the favor. If the 

homeowner sets deadly traps for them, they will do 

the same. The general attitude of the bakhna rakhna 

can be summed up as "we won't start it 

(hypocritically ignoring their thefts of food), but we 

will finish it!" Even if directly confronted in battle, 

bakhna rakhna prefer to flee (usually paralyzing their 

would-be assailant first) rather than fight. 

Despite this, bakhna rakhna relationships with non-

bakhna rakhna aren't always hostile. Most humans 

who live in bakhna rakhna territory have learned 

that if food is deliberately left out for them, bakhna 

rakhna will take it and peacefully pass on, and that 

at worst it is easier to simply let them rummage 

through their kitchens and take what they want then 

start a feud. What not many humans realize is that if 

an individual openly and explicitly invites bakhna 

rakhna to dine with them, then they are invoking a 

peace treaty. Those few who have stumbled upon 

this have actually established positive relations with 

bakhna rakhna tribes. 

Sociology: 
Bakhna rakhna typically live in nomadic family 

groups averaging four to nine individuals, though 

these may gather together to form small tribes of 

five to twenty four. These groups pursue a nomadic 

existence, wandering the land in an endless search 

for food, hunting, scavenging and, yes, thieving what 

they need as they go. 

A bakhna rakhna group rarely stays in one place for 

more than a few weeks, and its presence is largely 

dependent upon how welcoming the environment 

is. The harsher the conditions, the sooner they move 

on. 

As small, fairly weak creatures pursuing a nomadic 

existence in lands so monster-haunted as these, 

bakhna rakhna have very strict laws governing their 

own kind. All members of a family are expected to 

be loyal, and punishments can be severe. Exile is 

considered the most terrible punishment of all, but 

any bakhna rakhna can earn this dreadful fate if they 

are proven to have seriously or deliberately 

endangered the family or tribe. 

Many of these customs revolve around food. It is 

hard to understate how important food is to the 

bakhna rakhna - amongst themselves, food actually 

replaces currency. The more effort required to 

prepare food, the more valuable it is. The sharing of 

food is also highly significant amongst bakhna 

rakhna; lesser crimes are typically punished with a 

mixture of beatings, shunnings and forced tithes of 

food, whilst when two clans meet, food is exchanged 

as a sign of peaceful intent. Simply placing food 

down and walking away guarantees that both 

parties can go their separate ways, but a deliberate 

invitation to share food is a sign for the clans to 

begin talks. If all goes well, this can swiftly turn into 

a minor festivity, which gives members of the clans a 

chance to exchange gossip, share warnings, and 

potentially find mates. 

Whilst bakhna rakhna and human interactions 

largely tend to be viewed in a light of parasitism, 

those few humans who have tried to actually talk to 

the goblinoids have found more mutually beneficial 

options are available. Bakhna rakhna are not 

unwilling to work in exchange for what they feel is a 

fair price in food, and small farms or homesteads 

who have offered these goblinoids a place to live 

have benefitted as a result. The bakhna rakhna will 

pull their weight in handling chores during the night, 

and even act as guards, warding off dangerous 

animals, predators, and even lesser monsters with 

volleys of poisonous arrows - or at the very least 

alerting their adopted human partners so they can 

escape in time. 

Similarly to halflings in other realms, bakhna rakhna 

are intensely proud of and loyal to their families. 

They keep intricate genealogies, and are quick to go 

to the defense of their family. Even non-bakhna 

rakhna who earn the friendship of a clan are 
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informally adopted, honored with the moniker 

"cousin". 

Bakhna rakhna practice a druidic faith that honors 

nature spirits and noteworthy ancestors, sometimes 

incorporating powerful fey or undead into the mix as 

well. A few bakhna rakhna have even gone so far as 

to incorporate Hala into this ancestral faith, but in 

general they largely ignore the religions of the Core. 

Adventurers: 
Adventuring bakhna rakhna are typically either 

exiles, so desperate for the safety of a tribe that they 

attempt to find one with humans, motivated by 

intense curiosity even by their own race's standards, 

or repaying a debt of kindness owed to either the 

party as a whole or a single individual. It's not 

unheard of for families with allied bakhna rakhna 

tribes to produce adventuring scions... only for one 

of the bakhna rakhna to follow their "cousin" off to 

adventure. 

The stereotypical bakhna rakhna adventurer is a 

Rogue, and they do in fact produce many Scouts and 

Arcane Tricksters. However, the bakhna rakhna 

actually favor the Ranger class above all others. 

Druids and Warlocks sworn to Archfey, Undying and 

Undead patrons fill the role of priests in bakhna 

rakhna society, saving the rare Hala priest (and even 

then, more likely to be a Celestial Warlock or Divine 

Soul Sorcerer). Though rare, wizardry is a talent that 

typically runs down in very proud family lines, who 

often carry grimoires that have served as spellbooks 

for all their ancestors; bakhna rakhna wizards favor 

the Illusionist and Enchanter traditions. Sorcerers 

are much more common, and overwhelmingly favor 

Shadow Magic. 

Warriors are the least common, and almost 

exclusively Fighters, with a handful of Monks who 

practice strange techniques passed down through 

family lines; bakhna rakhna are typically too 

pragmatic and concerned with preserving 

themselves to become Paladins, and even less likely 

to become Barbarians. 

Bakhna Rakhna Racial Mechanics 
Natural Inclinations: Dexterity, Constitution, 

Wisdom 

Size: Small 

Speed: 25 feet, Climb 25 feet 

Darkvision: You have Darkvision to a range of 60 

feet 

Sunlight Sensitivity: You suffer Disadvantage on 

attack rolls and visual Perception checks if you or the 

object of your focus is in direct sunlight. 

Misty Step: You can cast Misty Step once per short 

rest. 

Poisonous Blood: As a bonus action, you can 

sacrifice one hit die to coat one piece of ammunition 

or one slashing or piercing weapon in your blood. 

The smeared weapon does +2d6 Poison damage on 

its next successful hit, after which the effect wears 

off. Once applied, the blood retains its potency for 1 

minute before drying and losing efficacy. 

Nimble Escape: You can take the Disengage or Hide 

action as a bonus action on each of your turns. 

Braunchen 
The battle between good and evil is a metaphysical 

conundrum that is considered and studied across 

the multiverse. Yet few realms offer quite as 

intimate a look into the personal nature of this 

struggle as these lands of mist and dread. Here, one 

can find a creature who seemingly exists only to ask 

the questions of redemption. 

Biology: 
Braunchen are a minor branch of the Arak, or 

"shadow fey", a race of dark fae endemic to this 

world who inhabit the mystical regions known and 

feared as the Shadow Rift. Those interested in a 

deeper study into the Arak are advised to read "Van 

Richten's Guide to the Shadow Fey". Part of the 
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reason behind their rarity is that they represent the 

apex of a distinctly unnatural lifecycle. 

These fey begin their existences as creatures called 

fanggen; hag-like Arak spiritually bound to a dark, 

twisted, oak-like tree. Resembling wrinkly old hags 

with stringy green-grey hair, toothless mouths, 

hunger-filled milky white eyes and long, twiglike 

fingers, fanggen are a dark counterpart to another 

minor Arak breed, the vilay. The vilay are already a 

macabre twist on the dryad seen in other worlds; 

appearing as a ghostly pale-skinned elfmaid with 

long white hair and sparkling green eyes, vilay care 

only for seducing attractive and charming humans 

into falling in love with them, whereupon she slays 

them and transforms their love-swooned ghost into 

part of her ever-expanding spectral harem. But 

fanggen are nothing less than naked predators. 

Using illusions to disguise themselves as vilay, 

fanggen seduce humanoids into coming close to 

them, allowing them to devour their victims both 

body and soul. 

However, should a fanggen devour 100 virtuous 

souls, an amazing metamorphosis occurs. Upon 

sealing the 100th soul into her tree, the twisted tree 

suddenly erupts in spectral flames, which tear it 

apart and reduce it to a burned stump, even as the 

fanggen screams in pain before falling unconscious. 

24 hours later, she awakens transformed into her 

new form: a braunchen. 

Braunchens appear as beautiful elf-maids with pale 

green eyes and either ashen-gray hair offsetting 

charcoal black skin, or soot-black hair offsetting ash-

white skin. When enraged or in combat, a 

braunchen may display traits of plants, animals, or 

even a combination thereof - horns of branching, 

thorny wood, writhing serpents sprouting from the 

scalp, arms covered in bark or beetle-like chitin, a a 

fox-like bushy tail made of flowers or a root like the 

tail of a cow - but it's unclear if this is the result of a 

glamor failing and exposing the braunchen's true 

form, or if their wrath merely causes these traits to 

appear, a lingering remnant of their fey mutability. 

Whilst braunchens retain something of the aversion 

to sunlight that characterises the Arak, and they find 

bright light discomforting and distressing, they are 

no longer fatally burned by the sun's rays. They do 

retain their fey longevity, and are even immune to 

effects that normally function by withering victims 

with age. 

Psychology: 
As drastic as the physical transformation is for 

braunchens, it pales compared to their mental 

transformation. A fanggen is not merely a predator, 

but actively sadistic; they are cruel, rapacious 

creatures that hate all life, and will even fight each 

other to the death because they loathe the idea of 

being challenged in their hunts. Only other fey are 

immune to their disdain, and the fanggen merely 

tolerates them. Their thoughts revolve around 

inflicting pain, terror and death, with at best a side 

interest in causing misery. 

Braunchens lack these malevolent urges, though 

they can have a fiery temper. But they do remember 

all too well what they did as fanggens... and they are 

consumed by guilt and remorse. Transformed 

through the power of collected goodness, 

braunchens believe intrinsically in the ideals 

considered good. They are gentle, compassionate 

beings, whose dark memories are a constant 

torment on them. Almost all bear a melancholic 

edge, though others deal with their burdens in 

different ways. It is not in a braunche's nature to 

succumb to grief, however; one of the few lingering 

remnants of their fanggen savagery is a stubborn 

self-esteem. 

Redemption is central to the mindset of braunchen, 

and they invariably seek to make amends for their 

past lives. Exactly how they do this is where 

individuals differ. Some are devout pacifists, or strive 

to redeem those whose souls have been similarly 

tainted. Others, however, are merciless slayers of 

evil, who care only to preserve the sanctity of their 

own souls through violently purging the wicked that 

they encounter. 
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One dark twist of their origins is that braunchen 

minds are surprisingly vulnerable to splintering. 

Should a braunchen ever suffer from madness when 

confronted by the evils of the world, she will 

typically develop a new personality - which most 

believe is an echo of one of the souls her past life 

consumed resurfacing and hoping to escape. 

Sociology: 
Braunchen are almost never found in groups. 

Fanggen are not common, those who manage to 

transform are rarer still, and braunchen are always 

made, never born. They maintain some connections 

to the Seelie Court of the Arak, but even then the 

relationship is strained and distant at best; 

braunchen think too much like mortals for their 

cousins, and the casual cruelty of even the Seelie is 

disgusting to the braunchen. On the rare occasion 

when a braunchen does meet another of her kind, 

the older braunchen usually adopts the younger as a 

little sister, seeking to pass on what wisdom she can. 

Invariably, braunchen gravitate towards mortal 

society, typically drifting on its fringes. Those who 

don't pursue the adventurer's lifestyle typically take 

up humble roles of service, hoping that they can 

slowly make the world a better place. One 

braunchen might join a hospice of Hala, another may 

become a midwife, and a third may become a 

housemaid. They do not flaunt what they are, but 

instead minister to those in need as best they can. 

Braunchen are amongst some of the most open-

minded individuals one could hope to meet in these 

misty lands. Whilst few are overtly naive, it is not in 

their nature to judge others for their appearances or 

their pasts. They tend to gravitate towards the 

outcasts of these lands and offer them a hand; 

calibans, deathtouched, dread genasi, tieflings, even 

"monster" races like paka or red widows are 

accepted with open arms into a braunchen's social 

circle. 

Religion is a personal matter for the braunchen. 

Some individuals reject religion, either because they 

view it as unimportant or because they believe 

themselves unfit to join the faithful. Others become 

zealous believers - those invariably turn to the 

religions that offer hope and compassion to this 

world; the Morninglord, Hala and the Mordentish 

"Pure Hearts" sect of Ezra see the most believers 

amongst Braunchen. I have personally encountered 

a braunchen who worshipped Mytteri as a god of 

freedom and rebellion, a patron worthy of respect in 

her battle against the forces of the Lawgiver. 

For it bears mention that all braunchens agree that 

religions that preach suffering, cruelty and misery 

must be torn down. The Lawgiver is their bitter 

enemy, as is the bloody Wolf God of Verbrek. Whilst 

not inherently hostile to the church of Belenus, the 

anti-fey Inquisition that dominates Tepest in his 

name is, of course, a natural enemy to these good-

doing fey. 

Adventurers: 
Many braunchens become adventurers. One could 

almost say the race is born to adventure. Whether 

they are merciless slayers, hopeful redeemers, or 

walk between those two extremes, a braunchen 

always has the same basic motivation: to make the 

world a better place... even if that means getting rid 

of those who make the world a worse place. 

Adventuring braunchens can take many forms. Many 

focus on their magic, often a distinct blend of fey 

and shadow magics common to the Arak 

(multiclassed Fey Warlock/Shadow Sorcerer), but 

sometimes becoming druids or wizards. Bards are a 

relatively common choice for braunchens, who seek 

to spread hope and joy to the benighted peoples of 

the land. 

Braunchens rarely become clerics, even though they 

are not opposed to faith. Most favor a more 

personal, intimate connection with their deity, and 

may even have the self-doubt teaching that they are 

not worthy to lead a spiritual congregation (Celestial 

Warlock or Divine Soul Sorcerer). However, 

braunchens are surprisingly likely to become 
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paladins, typically favoring the Oaths of Devotion, 

the Ancients, and Redemption. A tiny minority do 

take up the Oath of the Watcher, usually to battle 

the Unseelie Shadow Fey. 

Braunchen Racial Mechanics 
Natural Inclinations: Strength, Wisdom, Charisma 

Size: Medium 

Speed: 30 feet 

Superior Darkvision: You have Darkvision to a range 

of 120 feet. 

Sunlight Sensitivity: You suffer Disadvantage on 

attack rolls and Perception checks based on sight 

when you or the object of your attack/scrutiny is in 

direct sunlight. 

Fey Ancestry: You have advantage on saving throws 

against being charmed, and magic can't put you to 

sleep. 

Unaging: You do not age, and will never die of old 

age. Effects that specifically manipulate age have no 

effect on you. 

Well of Knowledge: Once per long rest, you may 

give yourself advantage on a check that involves a 

skill or a tool. 

Shadow Glamours: You can cast the Primal Savagery 

cantrip. From 3rd level, you can cast Dissonant 

Whispers as a 1st level spell once per long rest. From 

5th level, you can cast Blindness/Deafness as a 2nd 

level spell once per long rest. Spells cast with this 

trait use Charisma as their spellcasting ability score. 

You can also cast these spells using spell slots you 

have of the appropriate level. 

 

 

 

 

Braunchen Racial Feats 

Give of  Thyself 

Prerequisite: Braunchen 

Having preyed on the lives of others for so long, you 

have learned in your quest for redemption to offer 

your own life to restore others. 

Effect: As a bonus action, you touch a willing 

creature and expend your Hit Dice up to the higher 

of your Wisdom modifier or your Charisma modifier. 

The target recovers missing hit points equal to the 

total rolled result of your expended Hit Dice. Excess 

hit points are lost. 

Ultimate Sacrifice 

Prerequisite: Braunchen 

By pouring all but the dregs of your life energy into a 

dying comrade, you can save them from the jaws of 

death. 

Effect: You can cast Revivify without material 

components, at the expense of dropping to 0 hit 

points and gaining two failed death saves. Once you 

have used this trait, you cannot use it again until a 

week has passed. 

Shadow Fey Sorcery 

Prerequisite: Braunchen 

You have honed the innate abilities of the shadow 

fey, recapturing some of their fundamental magical 

might. 

Effect: You can cast a single Druid cantrip of your 

choice. You can also cast Feign Death and Tiny 

Servant once per long rest, each at their lowest 

level. 
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Hebi-no-Onna 
Many a treacherous person has been derided as a 

"snake." Predatory, perhaps even poisonous, a 

serpent is a creature often considered to be 

dangerous to have around--with good reason, for 

those not practiced in handling them--and if that 

weren't enough, serpents often hold villainous roles 

in legends. Some of the greatest deceptions and 

swindles of myth were perpetrated by ophidians. 

Naturally, it is regarded as foolhardy to extend a 

hand in friendship to a snake, for one is just inviting 

the beast to strike. For the unfortunate hebi-no-

onna, a snake is the only hand they can extend. 

Biology: 
Hebi-no-onna are an all-female race who largely 

resemble beautiful human women, save for the fact 

that they have writhing venomous serpents in lieu of 

arms. This is actually not dissimilar to a particular 

form seen amongst the serpentfolk race known as 

yuan-ti in other lands, but I have been unable to 

prove any connection between the two races. The 

typical hebi-no-onna appears to be a native-born of 

Rokushima Taiyoo or I'Cath, although I have 

discovered reports suggesting that the race may also 

exist in Sri Raji and Kalakeri - what moniker it goes 

by in those lands, however, I do not know. Those 

few hebi-no-onna born in the lands of the Core, 

predominantly Darkon, Dementlieu and Mordent, 

appear more ethnically mixed, and it's possible that 

if the race proliferates in the Core for long enough, 

they may soon become ethnically indistinguishable 

from the Core's native humans. 

The species of the serpent varies widely, but usually 

resembles a venomous snake native to her 

homeland. Most hebi-no-onna have viper arms, 

whilst the stories I found of Sri Rajian and Kalakeri 

snake women described them as having cobras for 

arms. 

Aside from her serpentine arms, a snake woman's 

primary telltale features are her vertical slit pupils, 

which can expand to a more rounded, oval shape 

that allows her to pass as human with greater ease, 

and her long, sharp, slightly retractile canine teeth; 

these venom-conducting fangs have sometimes 

caused hebi-no-onna to be mistaken for a vampire. 

There are stories suggesting that snake women may 

have other reptilian mutations, such as scaly skin (or 

at least patches thereof), unusually colored hair or 

eyes, single-toed claw-like feet, and vestigial tails, 

but these stories have not been confirmed. 

A snake woman possesses the innate ability to 

communicate with snakes. For protection, she 

wields venomous bites, both from her serpent-hands 

and from her own human mouth. The venom in her 

human mouth is a particularly powerful psychotropic 

toxin, which they refer to by the euphemism of 

"daigatu", literally "nightmare wine". The eyes of a 

snake woman are capable of exuding a hypnotic 

allure, which makes them preternaturally adept at 

coaxing others into listening to them. 

In addition to these natural powers, snake women 

have a strong natural affinity for arcane magic, 

especially the arts of enchantment and illusion. Not 

every snake woman fully develops this potential, but 

they all have it. 

To reproduce, hebi-no-onna must take humanoid 

consorts, and they are known to be crossfertile with 

humans, elves and half-elves - if a hebi-no-onna 

mates with an elf, the child will resemble a half-elf, 

but if the mother Hebi-no-Onna appears to be a half-

elf herself, then her daughters by elven fathers will 

appear to be pureblooded elves. A fertilized hebi-no-

onna will carry her child in her womb for nine 

months, but the race is ovoviviparous; they are egg-

bearers who incubate their eggs inside of their 

bodies for the duration. The egg hatches shortly 

after being laid, resulting in either a Hebi-no-Onna 

daughter or a boy-child of the father's race. 

Psychology: 
Hebi-no-onna are a fascinating study in 

contradictions. They are at once coy seductresses 

and ruthless pragmatists; shameless hedonists and 
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demure maidens; coldblooded manipulators and 

passionate romantics. 

The key to understanding a snake woman is to 

realize that she is taught from the cradle that she 

must keep her true self hidden behind a protective 

mask, and that the persona she presents to the 

world around her is not and indeed should not be 

the same persona that she truly is. To further 

complicate this, hebi-no-onna are taught to value 

power in all its forms, and to ruthlessly acquire it, 

because only power can give them security. 

Which is not an unreasonable attitude to take, given 

that the snake women occupy a position in 

Rokushima Taiyoo and I'Cath culture not dissimilar 

to that held by vampires in Barovia. A hebi-no-

onna's life literally depends on her ability to go 

amongst humans without being discovered for her 

true self. 

The "public face" of a hebi-no-onna typically 

attempts to be simultaneously appealing but also to 

keep others at arm's length (pun unintentional). A 

rare few flaunt power by claiming noble birth or the 

protections of arcane might, but even these often 

tend to put on a facade of being flirtatious and 

gregarious. A serpent woman rarely acts the part of 

the cold, aloof, imperial matriarch. 

Vanity and avariciousness are common failings of 

the snake women, who often find they must turn to 

the dubious comforts of admiration and wealth to 

make up for a life distinctly lacking in true friendship 

and camaraderie. A snake woman's collection of fine 

artwork, beautiful jewelry and precious gems is a 

way for them to remind themselves that they are 

safe, secure, and to give them some comfort in a life 

where they are almost always terribly alone. 

Whilst hedonism is a natural vice for them to fall 

into, it cannot be denied that a certain sensual 

appetite is a seemingly native part of who the hebi-

no-Onna are. They revel in physical indulgence, living 

it up as extremely as they can. Strong liquors, potent 

mind-altering drugs and gluttonous revelry are 

cherished as the only pleasures they can indulge in 

freely. 

Given the chance to trust, however, the snake 

women often display a surprisingly vulnerable side. 

Those I encountered often displayed a remarkably 

romantic attitude, and even the biased writings of 

their homelands gave hints that if given the chance, 

a hebi-no-onna can be a deeply loyal, loving and 

faithful companion. 

Sociology: 
Hebi-no-onna live thoroughly hidden in the human 

societies of their homelands, rarely gathering in 

anything larger than a small clan of immediate 

relations. Whilst snake woman mothers tutor their 

daughters rigorously to prepare them for the outside 

world, they are also firm in the belief that their 

children must move on as soon as they can, as safety 

can only come by staying scattered and hidden 

within the greater numbers of humanity. 

Many hebi-no-onna form secretive cults centered 

around themselves, typically using a combination of 

blackmail, hedonism and arcane enthrallments to 

lure, compel and dominate prospective members. 

Such cults may be simple hedonistic societies, or 

they may function as guilds of thieves and assassins, 

or there may be elements of both combined. A cult's 

treatment is often unpredictable, with the hebi-no-

onna at its center simultaneously needing them as 

the closest thing she has to friends and loved ones, 

and resenting them for the fact that they only are 

with her because she is blackmailing them or has 

dominated their minds. Typically, a hebi-no-onna 

frequently switches from doting on, indulging and 

cherishing her underlings to lashing out at them in 

bitterness and spite. 

Courtship is a tricky affair for the snake women. 

Many hebi-no-nnna actually want to take a lifelong 

mate, and they often display a sincere interest in 

romances around them - either supporting them or 

vindictively destroying them, depending on the 

Snake Woman in question. But at the same time, 
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their clearly inhuman nature once exposed, their evil 

reputation in their native lands, and the general 

xenophobia of these misty lands makes the odds of 

finding a spouse very low indeed. 

Most hebi-no-onna come to treat marriage as a 

stepping stone to power, reproduction as a grim 

necessity, and love as an impossible dream. There 

are countless stories of hebi-no-onna seducing 

powerful men to take them as wives, or at least 

concubines, and thus securing their path into 

positions of wealth and authority. However, these 

men rarely find themselves actually bedding the 

snake woman, instead being beguiled with magic or 

simply murdered to spare her from his attentions - 

which largely has to do with the fact that those men 

targeted in this way are typically old and/or quite 

repulsive in either looks, personality, or both. 

One vanity ubiquitous to the hebi-no-onna is this: 

only the best will do to father their children. 

Potential sires are carefully gauged, based first on 

their physical appearance, and then on their 

intellect. Practitioners of arcane magic are 

particularly attractive, given the hebi-no-onna's own 

racial affinity for magic. Once is chosen, he must be 

brought to bed, typically through vigorous seduction 

by mundane means; snake women tend to consider 

it "unsporting" to use magic to lure a chosen mate 

into the bedroom, but may ignore this cultural 

hangup if they find themselves enamored enough. 

Once the deed is done, the father's fate depends on 

the whim of the now-expectant mother; hebi-no-

onna prefer to simply wipe the father's memories of 

their tryst from his mind or leave him convinced 

they were merely a nightmare, but sometimes 

murder is the only solution. 

Adventurers: 
Hebi-no-onna adventurers are a rarity, but not 

unheard of; these are typically young snake women 

setting out into the world and looking to find a place 

to settle down, or else they are fleeing from a place 

where their identity has been discovered. 

The iconic class of the hebi-no-onna is the Wizard - 

specifically, the Enchanter or Illusionist. Almost as 

iconic is the Bard, especially the College of Whispers. 

The third most likely class that a hebi-no-onna will 

take is either the Rogue (typically the Mastermind) 

or the Monk. 

Hebi-no-Onna Racial Mechanics 
Natural Inclinations: Dexterity, Intelligence, 

Charisma 

Size: Medium 

Speed: 30 feet 

Serpent's Blood: You have Resistance to Poison 

Damage and Advantage on saves against the 

Poisoned condition. 

Snake Talker: You can speak with snakes (as per 

Speak With Animals) at will. You can compel docility 

from snakes, as per the Animal Friendship spell, at 

will. 

Hypnotic Eyes: You have Proficiency in Persuasion. 

Writhing Arms: Your reach with Unarmed Strikes is 

10 feet instead of 5 feet. 

Kiss of Nightmare Wine: As a bonus action, you can 

spit psychotropic venom at a single creature within 

30 feet. The target must make a Constitution saving 

throw (DC 8 + your Charisma modifier + your 

Proficiency bonus). If the target fails, it takes 1d6 

Psychic damage and is Frightened for 1 minute. You 

can use this trait a number of times equal to your 

Proficiency bonus. All uses are recovered on a long 

rest. 

Hebi-no-onna Racial Feats 

Twin  Serpent Kata   

Prerequisite: Hebi-no-onna 

You have mastered the martial traditions of your 

race, allowing you to reliably bite foes with your 

serpentine hands. 
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Effect: You gain your choice of +1 Dexterity or +1 

Wisdom, and your Unarmed Strikes now do +1d4 

Poison damage. 

Draw  the Squamous Veil  

Prerequisite: Hebi-no-onna 

You have learned mystic rites that allow you to 

conceal yourself in the body of a serpent. 

Effect: As an action, you can Wild Shape into the 

form of a Tiny, Medium, or Large Snake. This form 

uses the Poisonous Snake statblock, aside from 

being of the size specified. This transformation 

follows all of the normal rules for Wild Shape. You 

can use this feat to transform twice, and all uses 

recover on a long rest. If you have the Wild Shape 

class feature, uses of this feat do not count against 

your daily uses of Wild Shape. 

Paka 
The cat is an animal which has held an uncertain and 

often contradictory place in humanoid cultures 

throughout the worlds, alternatively loved and 

loathed, seen as both ally and threat. It is perhaps 

fitting that in these dark and gloomy realms, there 

exists a race of catlike humanoids - not an 

uncommon creature, in this multiverse, I must admit 

- who exemplify that fundamentally feline fickleness. 

Physiology: 
Similarly to red widows, paka are a race of 

animalistic shapeshifters - a trait that has 

contributed to their obscurity, as those individuals 

aware of them have largely mistaken them for yet 

another strain of feline therianthrope, as several 

such werebeast lineages are already known to haunt 

these misty realms. But this is not true, and has led 

to a gruesome demise for many misinformed 

hunters over the years. No, paka are simply a race of 

beastfolk who have developed the innate ability to 

alter their appearances to resemble a single, 

specific, human form - essentially, who they would 

have been were they born human, and not a paka. 

In their native form, a paka resembles a lithe, thinly-

built humanoid cat. Unlike most of the catfolk races I 

have encountered, however, paka favor the 

"human" aspect over the feline in their 

anthropomorphism. The traditional catfolk 

appearance of a cat-headed, fur-covered, tail-waving 

humanoid is extremely rare, if not unheard of, 

amongst paka. Instead, they look more or less like 

humans with additional feline features, and those 

precise features vary wildly from individual to 

individual (though specific arrangements tend to run 

in families). All paka have retractile claws in lieu of 

nails, cat-like slit pupils, and needle-like fangs in lieu 

of teeth. 

A paka may or may not have a cat's tail, which in 

turn might be either a fully grown appendage, or a 

mere nub, similar to a lynx or a dock-tailed housecat. 

Ears are always pointed, but depending on the 

individual this may result in either fully-formed cat-

like ears atop the head, or merely elongated, leaf-

shaped ears (similar to those of some elves) covered 

in fur. Some paka do possess fur in their true form, 

though usually not a full-body covering; "glove" 

and/or "boot" like patches covering the lower 

lengths of their limbs are most common. Pawpads 

on the feet are rare, and pawpads on the hands are 

rarer still, but not unheard of. A paka's facial 

features often have a sharp "feline" cast to them, 

and they may or may not have whiskers and/or a 

dark, slightly upturned nose. 

Paka eye colors include the full spectrum of human 

and feline colors, with gold, yellow, orange, blue, 

green and copper as the most common. Female paka 

invariably have yellow or orange hair, whilst males 

can have these colors, light brown, or dark red. As 

they age, their hair visibly streaks with grey. 

When a paka assumes his or her human form, the 

effect is largely one of subtracting feline features; 

fur and whiskers fall off, ears are replaced with 

human ears, pupils round out and irises change to 
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something more human-colored, tails are retracted, 

teeth flatten and blunt, etc. A person who has 

clearly seen a paka in both forms will usually 

recognize them as the same person. One telltale 

trace that always remains is that the nails are 

unusually sharp and long; even in human form, a 

paka can extend their claws and use them for self 

defense. 

Almost all paka appear as humans in their alternate 

form. In a tiny minority, however, a certain feline 

cast remains to the facial features - not the full 

"catfolk" appearance of their natural form, but 

enough to make them appear not pureblooded 

human. These paka usually pass themselves off as 

half-elves, something their natural speed and agility 

assists with. 

A slain paka reverts to its true feline form, assuming 

it wasn't in that form to begin with when killed. 

Diet-wise, paka are predominantly carnivorous, 

although their humanoid nature has given them a 

digestive tract slightly better-adapted for 

omnivorous fare. Paka need a highly meat-based 

diet to stay healthy; they can eat plant matter or 

grains with better success than a housecat could, but 

they can't live off of them. Dairy is a well-loved treat, 

but paka are, fortunately, spared the poor tolerance 

for it that plagues lesser felines. They are also more 

tolerant of foods that would normally kill a cat, such 

as garlic, grapes and chocolate; these foods won't 

usually kill a paka, but will leave them with severe 

stomach distress until they manage to purge their 

systems. 

Paka are short-lived and fast-breeding; they reach 

maturity by thirteen, are middle-aged by their mid-

twenties, and seldom live more than fifty to sixty 

years. A female paka can produce two litters of 1-6 

kittens a year, with each litter gestating for about six 

months. The average litter size is three kittens; 

single-births are rare and regarded with 

superstitious dread. 

Like the cats they resemble, paka are not a naturally 

monogamous race. A female paka mates with any 

attractive male she wishes, and the males cavort 

freely with any interested parties. In fact, a fairly 

common outcome is that all the females of a given 

pride - see below - will fall pregnant around the 

same interval and by the same male, although that 

male will usually only remain in the area for a small 

handful of "breeding seasons" before moving on. 

They may sometimes dally with particularly 

attractive humans, elves, and half-elves. Paka almost 

never marry amongst themselves, and even when 

they marry outside of their race, they usually don't 

stay together for particularly long - unfaithfulness 

usually becomes a dividing wedge in the 

relationship. 

Paka can interbreed with humans and elves, but 

usually avoid doing so. In the case of a paka mother, 

the children are always paka. Children sired by a 

paka father tend to be paka if female and of the 

mother's race if male. 

Similarly to how red widows have a supernatural 

ability to communicate with spiders, paka can also 

communicate with felines of any size or nature. They 

also possess a distinctly supernatural charisma when 

interacting with felines, although the precise level 

depends on the distinct species of the feline in 

question. Common house cats regard paka with an 

attitude that can only be described as reverential, an 

attitude that is largely passed on to the other 

"lesser" cats. Great cats, however, are far less 

beguiled, as are most magical felines... except for 

feline lycanthropes. The various werecat breeds all 

have an innately favorable reaction to paka, so 

unless there are very obvious flaws or the werecat 

has an unusually strong personality, paka often end 

up assuming a dominant role when interacting with 

werecats - which may be partially why they have 

been frequently mistaken for a werecat breed in 

their own right. 

Because of this, paka almost invariably surround 

themselves with cats, if they can get away with it. 

Many paka are deeply involved in the various cat-

breeding clubs and societies of the Core, and exotic 

lineages are quite prized amongst their ranks. 



89 
 

Psychology: 
As is common with catfolk throughout the planes, 

paka have a mentality most readily defined as 

"feline". Despite their strong cultural dedication to 

secrecy, they are also naturally prone to craving 

attention; they relish in the adulation of others, and 

even people who don't know a paka's true species 

will usually regard them as proud, vainglorious, a 

show-off or similar. Natural predators, the paka love 

to hunt; much of their view of the world comes 

through viewing it through the lens of the hunt. This 

can actually be a subtle way to identity paka; they 

have a near-irresistible tendency to use hunting 

terminology and metaphors even in situations where 

those would be out of place. 

Paka are also a race of born hedonists. They are 

passionate and reactive by nature, little troubled by 

guilt or concern for the opinions of others. A paka 

knows what they want and goes for it. Paka 

invariably develop a reputation as flirtatious, if not 

outright licentious, and many grow to take a 

deliberate delight in shocking others with 

scandalous behavior. 

This passion takes a dark form in that it leaves the 

paka with a fixation upon revenge. The dark urgings 

of vengeance are almost impossible for paka to 

resist, and indeed most don't even bother to try. 

Revenge is the central topic of most paka writing 

and thinking, a rare exception to their usual 

indifference to abstractions and philosophies: in a 

race devoted to the here and now, revenge is the 

one sacred truth. It is more important and real than 

love or sorrow. Entire treatises have been written on 

vengeance, the righting of wrongs, and justice. 

Perhaps this in flipside is why paka so highly admire 

and respect gratitude. After all, if paying back the 

wrongs done unto you is so important, then by 

logical conclusion, it is equally important to repay 

the rights done unto you. Not all paka live up to this 

high standard, of course, but gratitude is still an 

acknowledged and respected virtue amongst their 

kind, the light twin to the dark virtue of vengeance. 

Sociology: 
The epitome of what I call "The Parallel", the paka 

have their own entirely unique society that they 

belong to, but at the same time they have 

thoroughly infiltrated human societies across the 

core. The largest known concentration of paka 

seems to be found in Nova Vaasa, and this may well 

be their origin point in these misty realms. From 

there, they have spread to Hazlan, Tepest, Barovia, 

Richemuloise, Dementlieu, Falkovnia, and Invidia. Of 

these locales, Nova Vaasa, Richemuloiose and 

Dementlieu have the largest populations. 

The fundamental unit of paka society is "The Pride"; 

an extended family and assimilated family friends 

with a matriarchal power structure, ruled over by 

the wisest, most cunning and socially adept female 

elder - known as "The Queen". This group works 

together for mutual benefit and protection, with the 

paka trying to put its collective wellbeing and benefit 

above all else... they don't always (or even usually) 

live up to this ideal, but humanity is in no position to 

throw stones based on this reality! 

Paka prides are matriarchal in large part because 

only the females feel an inclination to remain 

together and to hold a common territory, even if the 

pride may pursue a nomadic existence within that 

territory. Male paka are far less connected to the 

pride's social structure; they typically pursue an 

existence as nomadic wanderers, existing largely on 

the margin of the pride; they involve themselves 

with a given pride only so long as they feel invested, 

and then leave, moving on to seek out another pride 

into which they will insert themselves. 

The paka do not look down on males for this 

'wanderlust'. It is simply seen as the way things are. 

In fact, it serves a vital role; the constant migrations 

of the males ensures a steady supply of fresh blood 

and prevents inbreeding from becoming a problem. 

It also allows male paka to serve as an informal 

social network that links the paka race as a whole. 

For this reason, male paka benefit from a form of 

sacred hospitality; unless they are directly involved 
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in a feud between two prides, male paka can always 

trust that they will be welcomed by any pride they 

ask to join. 

Werecats of the different strains often find 

themselves incorporated into the pride, but usually 

as a kind of second-class citizen. Infected werecats in 

particular tend to be perceived as mere 'dumb 

muscle' and employed as such, although natural 

werecats and those infected or maledictive werecats 

who have attained mastery over their bestial forms 

can work their way up the social hierarchy. Male 

paka in particular often travel as the leader of small 

bands of werecats, fully exploiting their supernatural 

feline charisma. 

Whilst some paka prides exist as nomads, mostly in 

Nova Vaasa, and there are rumors of an entire town 

populated exclusively by paka that I couldn't 

substantiate, most paka prides integrate into human 

communities. Or perhaps a better word might be 

"infiltrate". Usually, members of a pride do not live 

together, instead communicating through the guise 

of social clubs, gangs, guilds, or other secret 

societies, or communicating through letters and 

coded messages in news-sheets. Different prides 

that share the same settlement in particular tend to 

either stay out of each other's way, or at worst come 

to blows in a struggle for territorial dominance. 

Prides often support themselves through illicit 

means, especially in Nova Vaasa and Richemulot. 

Which actually stems in large part from a traditional 

enmity that paka feel for humans. In its simplest 

form, a core philosophy of the paka race is that 

humanity wronged them in the past, and they must 

seek revenge for this crime. Because of this, paka 

feel no hesitation in metaphorically or even literally 

preying on humanity. 

Ironically, though, the paka are actually slowly 

abandoning this ideology of anti-human militancy. 

The primary reason why has to do from a secret 

revealed to me by a male paka of my acquaintance 

who fancied himself an amateur historian; the paka's 

history prior to the emergence of Nova Vaasa in the 

680s is a murky and ragged affair, and despite claims 

amongst some queens otherwise, the race no longer 

actually remembers what the "Great Wrong" was. 

And whilst the paka are inherently vengeful, they do 

not believe in wasting their time and energy over 

something that might never have actually happened. 

A second major reason for this turn on their 

traditional beliefs is, with equal irony, the paka 

propensity to live amongst and alongside humans. 

Whilst almost all paka kittens are educated on their 

"true superiority" as they grow up, most paka young 

grow to maturity alongside humans, which often 

exposes them to the truth that humans are not, in 

fact, mindlessly cruel and dedicated to the 

destruction of the paka. 

Lastly, the simple truth is that other races have 

proven more of a threat to paka in their largely 

imitative lifestyle, and so require more focus. In 

particular, the race was decimated when the 

Requiem swallowed Il Aluk, which had become a 

center of paka activity. Consequently, the undead 

have now begun to rival if not replace humanity as 

the "inherent enemy" of their people. 

It bears emphasis that this is not a widespread 

belief, just yet. It is growing, but largely among the 

young - and also largely outside of Nova Vaasa, 

whose population is hardly the type to encourage 

the belief in humanity's merits. But every paka 

willing to turn their back on an empty, hollow 

grudge is one paka less interested in cutting 

humanity's collective throat, which is always a good 

thing. 

Religion is... not a strong point amongst the paka. 

That said, they only acknowledge a single patron; a 

mischievous and hedonistic trickster-god called, 

simply, "The Cat Lord". 

As an aside, I have encountered this title in many 

realms, and seen it used in reference to many 

different figures. Various Cat Lords have been both 

male and female, and described as anything from 

unique extraplanar beings or demigods to primal 

spirits or even archfey. The one common thread is 
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that the Cat Lord is seen as the protector and patron 

of all felines. In fact, this trait, combined with their 

shapeshifting, makes the paka rather reminiscent of 

a race called the tibbits, and I cannot help but 

wonder if they mightn't be connected in some way, 

similar to how red widows might be linked to 

aranea. 

Very little is known about the Cat Lord, other than 

that "priests" of this deity are usually the Queens of 

paka prides. Most give their so-called patron little 

more than lip service, and whilst queens often tout 

themselves as his (or sometimes her, depending on 

the pride) chosen leaders, the paka are by no means 

a theocracy. In fact, most "priests" of the Cat Lord 

that I encountered seemed more like warlocks or 

sorcerers to me. 

The possible connection between the paka's Cat 

Lord and the forgotten Vaasan gods Sehkmaa and 

Bubahkaa must remain a matter of speculation. 

Adventurers: 
Paka adventurers are not uncommon - in many 

ways, almost every male paka is an adventurer. 

What's uncommon is for them to adventure 

alongside non-paka. When this does happen, 

typically, the paka member of the group is either 

motivated by common purpose, finds one or more 

of the group either amusing or interesting (the two 

emotions often overlap, for paka), or else the paka is 

simply desperate for a group to belong to. A paka 

adventurer does not reveal their true race to their 

companions lightly, and often if they are aware of it, 

it has to do with how the paka member joined their 

party to begin with. 

A typical paka adventurer is seeking either 

entertainment, adulation, or vengeance. They are 

most likely to be males, given that male paka are 

naturally inclined to wander, but female paka can 

also find these motivations compelling enough to 

leave - or else they simply have been exiled from 

their pride for whatever reason. They are generally 

characterized as flamboyant and attention seeking - 

if not from the rest of the party, then from those 

who hire the party, but most would rather be 

admired and adulated by all and sundry. Whilst their 

concern about the center of attention may cause 

them to be brushed off as foppish, vainglorious, 

egotistical, immature, foolish or any of a variety of 

negative comments on their intellects, let those who 

underestimate a paka's skill, cunning and 

intelligence beware! 

The Rogue is the most common class for the paka, 

and they excel at it. Of its subclasses, the 

Swashbuckler, Mastermind, Inquisitive, Scout and 

Assassin are favored. Male paka are particularly 

likely to be Rangers, typically Beast Masters, Hunters 

or Monster Slayers, whilst females prefer magical 

routes to power and are usually Sorcerers, Bards or 

Warlocks. They rarely become Fighters, but their 

vengeful natures and savage temperaments make 

them natural Barbarians, and they also practice a 

number of Monk traditions, notably the Kensei and 

Way of Shadow. 

One distinct oddity of the paka adventurer is that a 

paka with a familiar or an animal companion 

invariably takes some kind of feline creature for the 

role. 

Paka Racial Mechanics 
Natural Inclinations: Dexterity, Intelligence, 

Charisma 

Size: Medium 

Speed: 30 feet 

Darkvision: You have Darkvision to a range of 60 

feet 

Feline Agility: When you move on your turn in 

combat, you can double your speed until the end of 

your turn. Once you use this trait, you can't use it 

again until you move 0 feet on one of your turns. 

Cat's Claws: Because of your claws, you have a 

climbing speed of 20 feet. Your claws are natural 

weapons, which you can use to make unarmed 
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strikes. If you hit with them, you deal slashing 

damage equal to 1d4 + your Dexterity modifier, 

instead of the bludgeoning damage normal for an 

unarmed strike. 

Speak With Cats: You can communicate with cats, as 

per the Speak with Animals spell, at will. 

Human Guise: You have two forms; Paka and either 

Human or Half-Elf (chose which at character 

creation). You can shapechange between these 

forms as a bonus action. None of your game 

statistics, clothing or equipment change. You are 

considered to be a Shapechanger for effects that 

target such creatures.. 

Lick Wounds: When you spend Hit Die to regain hit 

points as part of a short rest, you can reroll results of 

1; the second roll's result must be taken. 

Paka Racial Feats 

Cat Lord's Blessing 

Prerequisite: Paka 

The Cat Lord has blessed you. 

Effect: You gain a +1 to your Intelligence or 

Charisma. You can cast Enlarge/Reduce once per 

long rest. You gain a Cantrip of your choice from the 

Wizard spell list. Spells cast using this feat use the 

higher of Intelligence or Charisma as their 

spellcasting ability score. You can also cast these 

spells using spell slots you have of the appropriate 

level. 

Ravenkin 
Barovia is generally accepted as the oldest of the 

dread realms. Something about its forest-clad 

mountains and dismal villages screams of an ancient, 

unspeakable history, and the brooding expanse of 

Castle Ravenloft casts a surprisingly wide shadow 

over the Core. How fitting, then, that one of the 

oldest umbra peoples can be found hidden in those 

same shadows, watching with ageless eyes and 

bearing antediluvian memories against the forces of 

darkness. 

Biology: 
At a casual glance, a ravenkin would be 

indistinguishable from a common giant raven. These 

sapient avians appear as massive corvids, averaging 

about three to four feet in height with a wingspan of 

at least five feet. Physically, the only major 

difference is in their talons, which are articulated so 

as to be capable of human-level acts of manual 

dexterity. A ravenkin is perfectly capable of clasping 

a dagger or short sword by the hilt in its foot and 

fighting with the skill of a comparably experienced 

human warrior. The greatest difference is in their 

sheer intelligence. 

Like other corvids, ravenkin are omnivores, feeding 

on a diet made up of just about anything they can 

get; insects, berries and small game make up their 

primary foodstuffs. 

Ravenkin are extremely long lived, and can live for 

up to three hundred years. However, they are a 

slowly dying race, whose fertility has been massively 

destabilized since their emergence into the misty 

realms. Only two out of every ten ravenkin eggs 

hatch, a state of affairs they blame on the curse of 

the dark powers that they believe control and shape 

these lands. 

It is unknown if ravenkin can interbreed with dire 

ravens or related creatures, such as the Corvus Regis 

("King's Ravens") of Darkon, and they treat the topic 

with great distaste, similar to the common human 

aversion to bestiality. 

Psychology: 
Ravenkin mentally resemble their corvid cousins in 

great detail. They are highly inquisitive and intuitive 

beings, with keen intellects and a sharp eye for 

details. They can be curious, and they have a 

pronounced sense of humor, with a distinct 

tendency towards sardonic, subtle or outright 

macabre humor. They enjoy word games and mental 
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puzzles, and typically have a strong sense of irony - 

especially when it comes to those who test them in a 

battle of wits. 

But there is more to them than that. Ravenkin are 

also devout believers in the existence of good and 

evil - and that it is their racial duty to battle evil. 

Whilst this has been tempered by the natural 

suspicion towards outsiders that is so ubiquitous in 

these dread realms, ravenkin have the 

temperaments of devotees of good and 

righteousness, striving to make the world around 

them at least a little better. They eagerly assist those 

who prove themselves similarly sworn to battle evil, 

and despite their rather unimposing frames, many 

ravenkin have taken up the mantle of champion 

against the dark. 

Whilst the ravenkin attitude towards their battle 

varies from optimism to bitterness to a kind of 

determined defeatism, they are staunch and 

unyielding; once a ravenkin has made up their mind, 

they will give their lives to do what they feel is right. 

Perhaps the greatest flaw of the ravenkin as a whole, 

outside of their sometimes dark sense of humor and 

propensity towards negativity, is their vengeful 

streak. Most ravenkin hold themselves above 

indulging such base urges, and the elders of their 

communities strive to keep their people from going 

rogue, but some ravenkin eventually become so 

obsessed with battling evil that they decide that the 

ends can justify the means. 

Sociology: 
The vast majority of ravenkin dwell in the lands of 

Barovia, but individuals or even single family groups 

have been sighted in forests throughout the Core; 

Falkovnia, Tepest and the Shadow Rift are said to be 

home to the largest secondary populations of 

ravenkin in these lands. 

A ravenkin community consists of multiple family 

groups who live in close proximity - well, close as a 

flying race determines it. Each ravenkin family group 

stakes out an individual copse of trees as their 

personal territory, creating a large nest to raise 

chicks in until they are old enough to perch in trees 

as they see fit. From an outsider's perspective, a 

ravenkin "village" is nothing more than a collection 

of large raven nests scattered over an area of several 

miles. These communities typically consist of a 

hundred and fifty five to two hundred individuals, 

and are often attended to by vast flocks of tamed 

crows and ravens, who provide a certain level of 

camouflage to their masters. 

Ravenkin communities are gerontocratic, with the 

eldest leading. For this reason, a ravenkin's naming 

convention consists of their personal name and an 

agename that easily summarizes how old they are 

(measured in "moons" and "seasons") and lets other 

ravenkin know readily who to defer to. 

One of the most fascinating aspects of the ravenkin 

is not so much that they are deeply religious, but 

that they are the only known race in these lands to 

still preserve the ancient faith of Andral; the solar 

deity whose church once held sway over the lands of 

Barovia, Darkon and Dorvinia, but has since all but 

vanished. Many ravenkin elders are "sunspeakers", 

or priests of Andral, but they acknowledge that their 

god no longer speaks to them as he once did, and 

their powers have changed as a result. Some 

ravenkin individuals or families have abandoned 

Andral, instead turning to the Morninglord or the 

Forfarian version of Belenus, but these "heretics" 

often have a strained relationship with more 

mainstream ravenkin. 

Another fascinating aspect is their long history of 

connection with the wereravens. In fact, there is a 

secret alliance of ravenkin and wereravens, known 

as the Keepers of the Black Feather, who have 

dedicated themselves to the destruction of Barovia's 

monsters, especially vampires, and with a particular 

focus on the eldest vampire in the land. 

Adventurers: 
Adventuring ravenkin are quite normal. Ironically, 

despite being so inhuman-looking, they actually can 
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better infiltrate humanoid societies better than 

some actual humanoids. Even in these lands, who 

looks twice at somebody with a tame raven, even if 

it is unusually large? 

Ravenkin rarely take martial classes; their distinctly 

avian bodily shape makes them, whilst not helpless, 

not exactly ideal for the role, either. They can only 

wield relatively small melee weapons, and whilst 

they can wear armor, it must be specially 

constructed. The only martial class "typical" of a 

ravenkin adventurer is the Paladin, usually of the 

Oath of Devotion or, for the more warlike ravenkin, 

the Oath of Vengeance. 

Ironically, ravenkin make fairly adept rogues, 

especially by focusing on their natural ability to fly 

and their small size. Such ravenkin typically become 

Thieves, Arcane Tricksters, Masterminds or 

Inquisitives, but the rare ravenkin Assassin can be 

surprisingly deadly. 

Mystical classes are the most commonly associated 

with ravenkin adventurers. "Sunspeakers" are 

typically either Celestial Warlocks or Favoured Soul 

Sorcerers, though ravenkin devoted to the 

Morninglord or Belenus are the standard Cleric of 

Light (or, more rarely, Life). Wizardly ravenkin 

ironically tend to favor the Evocation school, often 

specializing in spells of fire and radiance to call down 

Andral's wrath upon the tainted creatures of 

darkness. Outside of sunspeakers, sorcerous 

ravenkin are rare and typically wield Storm Sorcery; 

Shadow Magic sorcerers are extremely rare, and 

often outcast, because of their association with 

darkness. Ravenkin warlocks are almost always 

sworn to Archfey patrons, though rumors speak of 

some outcast ravenkin becoming servitors of Erlin, a 

malicious god of trickery and death from Gundarak; 

these are Undying or Undead Warlocks. 

 

 

 

Ravenkin Racial Mechanics 
Natural Inclinations: Intelligence, Wisdom, Charisma 

Size: Small 

Speed: 25 feet, Fly 40 feet 

Natural Flight: You have a Fly speed of 40 feet, but 

you can only fly if you are unencumbered and are 

wearing light armor or no armor. 

Birdspeech: You can communicate with ravens and 

other scavenging birds at will, as per the Speak with 

Animals spell. 

Raven's Wisdom: You have Proficiency in Insight and 

Perception. 

Ravenkin Racial Feats: 

Flames of  Purification  

Prerequisite: Ravenkin 

Your faith in Andral allows you to infuse fire with his 

wrath against the undead. 

Effect: You gain a +1 to your Wisdom or Charisma. 

When you cast a spell that inflicts Fire damage, you 

can change the damage type to Radiant. 

Holy Fires of  Andral  

Prerequisite: Ravenkin 

You retain a spark of the divine connection to your 

patron god, Andral, allowing you to wield the most 

basic of his magics. 

Effect: You gain a +1 to your Wisdom or Charisma. 

You can cast Cure Wounds and Burning Hands, both 

at their lowest level, once per long rest each. Spells 

cast using this feat use the higher of Wisdom or 

Charisma as their spellcasting ability score. You can 

also cast these spells using spell slots you have of 

the appropriate level. 
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Red Widows 
What separates a person from a monster? To many 

'scholars' of this misty realm, the answer is simple; 

humans are people, and any non-human intelligent 

race is a monster. To myself, the answer is more 

complex, but a short summation would be that a 

monster is a being that could be a person, but 

chooses to prey on other people rather than co-

exist. 

This summation becomes inaccurate when 

confronted with the red widows. How do you define 

an intelligent race that most frequently preys on 

other sapients, not from malice or cruelty, but out of 

simple ignorance and lack of understanding? 

Physiology: 
In their native form, red widows are giant spiders, 

resembling the more common black widow but with 

an inverted color scheme - red chitin offsetting a 

black hourglass-shaped design on their back - and 

about seven to eight feet in length. However, each 

red widow is inherently able to assume a singular 

humanoid form, in the manner of a therianthrope - a 

red widow's "humanoid form" is a natural part of 

them, and cannot be replaced with other forms in 

the manner of, say, a doppelganger or a skin thief. 

Most red widows assume a human form, but they 

can take the form of any humanoid race 

encountered in these lands of mist. 

This potential diversity has to do with the race's 

unique reproductive methodology. Red widows are 

an entirely female race, lacking males of their own 

species. Instead, they must copulate with humanoid 

males to breed; the children of such pairings are red 

widows, but their humanoid form always inherits the 

race and features of their father. The one defining 

trait of a red widow in humanoid form is that they 

always have bright red hair, which they usually pass 

off by claiming membership in an ethnicity known 

for this trait - Forfarian, most typically. 

In many ways, red widows remind me of another 

race I have encountered beyond these realms; the 

aranea. These too are a race of sapient giant spiders 

with an innate ability to assume a singular humanoid 

form that they develop at birth. There are some very 

key social differences, but still, I cannot help but 

hypothesize about a possible link between the two 

races. 

Red widows typically only have spider and humanoid 

forms. Unlike aranea or werespiders, they do not 

have the innate ability to assume a "hybrid form". I 

have heard rumors of red widows who do possess 

this ability, but couldn't verify them; it's possible 

that at least one such story actually depicted a red 

widow whose "human form" was a spidery-featured 

caliban, and who could pass herself off as human 

with mundane disguise methods. 

Unlike most spiders, red widows possess masticating 

fangs as well as the traditional envenoming ones. 

This allows them to chew as well as consume 

liquefied tissue. Like all spiders, red widows are 

carnivores, feeding on flesh and blood. 

Red widows become fertile for a period of one 

month out of every 12, usually in the spring. Whilst 

the urge to mate can be resisted, it is a strong 

impulse. To breed, a red widow needs only to mate 

with a sufficiently fertile humanoid male in her 

humanoid form, fertilizing a clutch of 2d4 eggs. 

After a brooding period of 24 hours, these eggs will 

need to be laid and incubated; most red widows will 

kill a sufficiently large creature, such as a sheep or a 

goat, and lay their eggs in the corpse, but others will 

paralyze a living creature and lay their eggs into its 

still-living body, in a manner akin to a wasp, to 

ensure the maximum amount of food is retained 

over the nesting period. 

It bears mentioning that this host body is usually the 

sire of the red widow's brood, killed or paralyzed 

once the fertilization is complete. 

However, the use of a host is not strictly necessary; 

it merely combines food and shelter in one easy 
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package. A red widow can simply lay her eggs into a 

silken egg-case and then provide food for her 

children in the form of raw meat, bowls of blood, 

mice, lizards and small birds once they hatch. 

Upon hatching, which occurs 1d6 days after being 

laid, red widow hatchlings are at their most 

vulnerable. Over a period of about three months, 

they grow quite rapidly, attaining a length of about 2 

feet. Over the next three months, they will double 

that size, and then slow their growth, ultimately 

reaching their full size and full maturity at the age of 

twelve months, whereupon they also manifest their 

ability to assume humanoid form. 

Compared to more "normal" humanoids, red 

widows live an incredibly short time, even by the 

standards of short-lived races such as calibans or 

goblinoids. Assuming they do not die through 

violence or accident, a red widow's lifespan only 

stretches for three decades, with most dying around 

the age of 20 to 30 years old. 

One strange ability of the red widows is that they 

are able to communicate with spiders - both normal 

spiders and their larger "monstrous" counterparts - 

and exert a kind of control over them. This enables 

them to tame their lesser counterparts like a skilled 

beastmaster, and use them as their agents. This trait 

has led to the race being nicknamed "Spider 

Queens" by those aware of their existence. 

Psychology: 
Red widows are a fascinating psychological study. 

Although as intelligent as any human, most red 

widows live a simplistic existence dominated by 

instinct; despite having the potential to be more, 

most red widows are better classified as extremely 

intelligent animals rather than as sapients. They 

concern themselves only with following their 

instinctual drives for shelter and food, and any 

humanoid behavior is essentially a mimicry - a tool 

to assist in filling those drives. 

Many red widows, if not most of them, never grow 

out of this... intellectual laziness, for lack of a better 

word. But others are different. These red widows 

grow beyond their instincts, and realize there is 

more to life than simply feeding. Red widows who 

survive beyond their first decade almost invariably 

experience this cognitive shift; they have simply 

lived too long and been exposed to too much of 

humanoid society to resist developing their minds 

beyond the simple instinct-fueled stage of their 

youth. Others possess this curiosity from a younger 

age, simply due to the natural variables of 

personality. And the smallest minority are taught 

how to be people rather than beasts, as we will 

discuss in the Sociology segment. 

Bestial red widows are basically a form of 

particularly dangerous predator, clumsily imitating 

humanoid norms and behaviors to acquire food. 

There is little to discuss there, so we shall instead 

move on to the "awakened" red widows. 

Even those red widows who have grown beyond 

letting instinct rule their existence tend to have a 

very primal mentality. Whilst some go so far as to 

exult intelligence over instinct, most red widows still 

trust instinct as a basic guide; the saying "don't 

think; feel" is the typical mantra of the red widow. 

Passion and Patience are the keystones of the red 

widow psyche. They are a naturally emotional race, 

but also very good at pushing those emotions aside 

until they feel safe to indulge. A red widow naturally 

understands the idea of waiting to savor food, but 

then will feast rapaciously, devouring as much as she 

can get away with. An angry red widow might 

explode in an outburst of temper, or put on a façade 

of being unaffected and secretly plot until she can 

attain vengeance, depending on which serves her 

better (and also how extensively she has been 

provoked). 

Hedonism is an extremely common, if not 

ubiquitous, aspect of red widow psychology. Which 

should be no surprise. Fundamentally, what 

civilization offers red widows over their instinct-

driven lifestyle is pleasure, both carnal and cerebral. 

Food and drink, initially consumed just as a 
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protective disguise, becomes appreciated for the 

concept of taste alone. Reading and art offer mental 

stimulation comparable to, yet distinctly different 

from, the hunt for sustenance and shelter. Sex for 

pleasure rather than to breed, or the use of drugs, 

are surprisingly common, especially amongst older 

red widows. Red widows tend to be indulgers rather 

than creators, but that isn't always the case. Some 

red widows become fascinated with the process 

behind creating the pleasurable things they so enjoy, 

and eagerly pursue them. 

Another major influence in red widow psychology is 

their awareness of their own mortality. Once a red 

widow understands just how short her life will be, 

invariably she will have to learn to live with that fact. 

Some refuse to accept this cruel twist of fate, either 

wallowing in denial or seeking a "cure" for it. Others 

accept it and focus instead on living as full a life as 

they can in the span that they have. Some become 

cautious to the point of paranoia, others become 

almost recklessly bold, having accepted the 

inevitable and being content to go out if it's on their 

terms. 

This awareness of their mortality also influences 

how they balance passion and patience. A red 

widow understands the need to wait, but at the 

same time, she knows she literally cannot afford to 

wait too long. Red widows usually become known as 

"clever, but impulsive" amongst their unknowing 

peers, as they typically favor gratification over 

anticipation. 

This element particularly comes into play in the 

developing of skills or talents; red widows are 

unlikely to focus on subjects that they do not 

possess a natural talent for unless it truly fascinates 

them, simply because a red widow is aware that she 

doesn't have the time to truly devote herself to 

mastery. A red widow may enjoy paintings, but is 

unlikely to do more than dabble in the art herself 

unless she is naturally talented, simply because she 

doesn't have the decades to spare to devote herself 

to mastering it. You are extremely unlikely to find a 

red widow sculptor who works in stone, simply 

because it is such a time-intensive process, but red 

widows often become skilled cardsharps, because 

card games play to their natural strengths - and for 

similar reasons, red widows are some of the few 

non-Vistani to be interested in the board game of 

drotche. 

Red widows often develop a reputation as "flighty" 

or "fickle" amongst other races, tending to pick up 

and then discard interests or projects. 

The last element of note to discuss is that, being a 

race of lone predators at heart, red widows can be 

frightfully pragmatic or ruthless compared to most 

humanoids. A red widow's primary concern is her 

own survival, and she has no instinctive qualms 

about sacrificing others, metaphorically or literally, 

towards that goal. Sympathy and empathy aren't 

impossible for red widows, but they don't come as 

naturally as they do to, say, humans. Even when 

they try to be more "kindly", it's often imperfectly 

understood, and they can often be disturbing to 

those who see them at their most human when the 

spider within metaphorically peeks out. 

Sociology: 
As fascinating as their psychology is, sociology is 

even more so, because it is largely an emergent 

phenomenon. 

As I stated above, most red widows pursue an 

instinctual lifestyle that essentially mimics that of a 

standard giant spider, but with the addition of 

humanoid infiltration for hunting, in the manner of 

other "humanoid mimics". These red widows 

concern themselves only with survival; having 

emerged from their birth-nest, they scurry into the 

wilderness to survive in the manner of an ordinary 

spider, until they reach their maturity at the age of 1 

year. Now furnished with their humanoid form, they 

often begin infiltrating humanoid society, typically 

gravitating towards the most fringe existences; these 

newly matured red widows typically become 

barmaids or prostitutes, as these roles are always 

open with minimal questioning to an attractive 
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female and they usually require little complex social 

interaction. The red widow find shelter and settles 

down, typically feeding on any humanoid male she 

lures into her clutches - most red widows are killed 

within a few years of maturity because they get too 

aggressive with their hunting strategy; the ones who 

survive to reach their first decade invariably learn to 

cover their tracks and better blend into their host 

society.  

Ironically, as a red widow becomes a better mimic, 

she becomes less of a threat. Oh, a red widow will 

see nothing inherently wrong in killing and 

consuming an assailant who threatens her, but 

fundamentally the race has no particular attraction 

to sapient prey. Humans and humanoids are 

attacked simply because they are large, easily-

subdued prey creatures; red widows have no dietary 

need for flesh or blood taken from sapient creatures. 

Once she understands that the option is available 

and less dangerous to her, the typical red widow is 

more than happy to subsist on animal flesh. 

What's truly fascinating is that a growing number of 

these veteran red widows are adopting humanoid 

social concepts. Which only makes sense. After all, 

why endanger yourself by killing the fathers of your 

children, when there are safer ways to incubate your 

eggs? Why allow young red widows to threaten your 

comfortable existence by being obvious predators 

when you can teach them the tricks to surviving as 

you do? 

The result is a small but growing number of red 

widow clans, consisting of a matriarch who rears her 

children for the first year of their life, teaching them 

the secrets of blending into humanoid society and 

why preying on them is actually not beneficial. These 

younglings are typically sent away when they reach 

their maturity, but not always - I encountered one 

red widow clan that operated in plain sight by 

disguising itself as a "night club" in Dementlieu; each 

generation's brood simply joined the club as new 

"hostesses" and so went unnoticed. 

It bears mentioning that red widows are still trying 

to identify the role of males in their fledgling society. 

After all, despite their necessary role in perpetuating 

the species - and red widows can easily grasp that it 

is ultimately less dangerous if they don't kill the 

males they breed with - the fact remains that males 

are of a different species and thus pose a threat to 

the secret life of these shapeshifters. 

Being lone predators by nature, and having no 

particular need for paternal care, most red widows 

resolve this dilemma by keeping males at arm's 

length. Though they accept males as sexual partners, 

and a surprising number confessed to me that they 

actively enjoyed the act, they make no attempt to 

form permanent bondings for themselves. These red 

widows typically have a string of suitors that come 

and go, or they settle into the role of mistress to a 

wealthy partner - as the red widow only cares about 

her consort's financial support and satiation of her 

yearly breeding urge, she makes little threat to her 

consort's existing marriage, making for a 

comfortable existence. 

However... a side effect of their immersion into 

humanoid culture, which in these misty realms tends 

to heavily promote monogamous pair-bonds, is that 

some red widows do eventually grow curious about 

forming such a union themselves. For some, it's a 

purely political move; the wife of an important man 

wields much greater power and security than a mere 

courtesan. Others simply see what humanoid 

women around them have and start wanting it 

without understanding it. And others? They 

genuinely fall in love. Sadly, most attempts to form 

an interspecies union fail should the spouse discover 

the true species of his lover. But, on the other hand, 

I did encounter one couple where the male knew 

that he was with a red widow, and they were still 

together, so perhaps there is hope for other red 

widows with similar inclinations. 

As an aside, whilst biologically geared towards 

breeding, once a red widow has assimilated the 

concept of sex for pleasure, they typically give little 

thought to the gender of partners. Some red widows 
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establish themselves publicly as homosexuals, a fact 

aided by the fact that any male lovers they take are 

only for the span of the breeding period, and often 

swiftly disposed of once their purpose is fulfilled. 

In terms of religion, red widows are rarely devout 

believers. They may feign loyalty to a particular faith, 

if this is an obvious survival tool, but as creatures 

with an inherently materialistic view of the world, 

red widows are little given to trust in such nebulous 

concepts as "faith". Red widows inherently value the 

tangible over the immaterial, and even a red widow 

who has seen proof of divine magic rarely has the 

ability to truly believe in its origin. Most red widow 

"priests" are typically sorcerers faking an affinity for 

divine magic, or warlocks; a fiend, a powerful fey or 

any other such magical entity is demonstrably real, 

after all, and thus a red widow can readily grasp the 

idea of service in exchange for power. 

Adventurers: 
Adventuring red widows are typically either running 

from something or searching for something - usually 

a way to prolong their lives, but sometimes just for 

wealth and comfort. Due to the aforementioned lack 

of empathy, red widows are rarely motivated by 

altruistic goals, and they are usually quite focused on 

either payment or personal vendetta. Not all red 

widow adventures are nonheroes, but most are at 

best antiheroes. 

For their classes, red widows tend to favor those 

that play on their natural strengths and which fit 

best with their natural inclinations towards self-

centeredness and hedonism. Outside of Drunken Fist 

Style, there are very few red widow monks, for 

example. Martial classes are extremely unappealing 

to red widows, who prefer to avoid danger rather 

than directly wade into combat. 

Typically, red widows will be either rogues or 

sorcerers, followed by warlocks and wizards. As 

stealth predators by nature, red widows find that 

roguish talents and mentality both come intuitively 

to them, whilst their fundamental nature as magical 

beasts often finds its expression as instinctive magic 

users. Magic fundamentally appeals to red widows, 

and so they are quick to pursue the path of pact 

magic; the studying required makes wizardly magic 

less appealing, but red widows are intelligent and 

focused enough to typically have a natural talent for 

it. Such red widows almost invariably become either 

necromancers or transmuters, seeking immortality 

(or at least an extended lifespan) through their 

discipline, though others become illusionists or 

enchanters to expand upon their natural predatory 

skills with a new arsenal. 

Red Widow  Racial Mechanics 
Natural Inclinations: Strength, Dexterity, Charisma 

Size: Medium 

Speed: 30 feet 

Darkvision: You have Darkvision to a range of 60 

feet 

Spider Queen: You can cast the Infestation cantrip, 

using Charisma as your spellcasting ability score. 

Additionally, you can communicate with spiders as 

per the Speak with Animals spell at will. 

Spiderwere: You have two forms; humanoid and 

giant spider. You can switch between these forms as 

a bonus action. None of your game statistics, 

clothing or equipment change. In spider form, you 

gain the Spider Climb and Webspinner racial traits, 

but lose the use of your hands and voice. In human 

form, you lose the Spider Climb and Webspinner 

racial traits. You are considered to be a 

Shapechanger for effects that target such creatures. 

Spider Climb: You have a Climb speed of 30 feet and 

can climb difficult surfaces, including upside down 

on ceilings, without needing to make an ability 

check. 

Webspinner: As an action, you can produce spider's 

silk. This functions as casting Web as a 2nd level 

spell without needing to use a spell slot, except that 

the webbing is unaffected by anti-magic or Dispel 



100 
 

Magic effects, and dissolves in 24 hours. You can use 

this racial trait a number of times equal to your 

proficiency bonus. Completing a long rest restores 

all uses of this ability. 

Red Widow  Racial Feats 

Prodigious Spinner 

Prerequisite: Red Widow 

Your spinnerets are particularly well-developed, 

allowing you to produce a seemingly endless supply 

of silk. 

Effect: There is no limit on how many times you can 

use Webspinner before resting. Your webs still 

dissolve 24 hours after they are created. 

Hybrid Form 

Prerequisite: Red Widow 

You have mastered the shapechanging abilities 

inherent to your kind, allowing you to assume a third 

form that combines elements of spider and 

humanoid. 

Effect: You can use a bonus action to assume the 

form of a humanoid, a giant spider, or a 

humanoid/spider hybrid. In hybrid form, you gain 

access to your Spider Climb and Webspinner racial 

traits, but retain the use of your hands and voice. 

Additionally, when in hybrid form, you gain a +2 

bonus to all ability score checks. 

Afterword  
Having reached the end of this primer, I find myself 

faced with a dilemma. I firmly believe that 

knowledge is power. But I also understand that 

power can be misused. Van Richten's Guides were 

written to dispel the aura of secrecy and 

invulnerability surrounding the great monsters of 

this world, and I thoroughly believe he has only 

achieved good through disseminating such 

information. But I know that the humans of this 

world are gripped by paranoia, xenophobia, and 

hostility. Such reactions are not unjustified, but they 

also give me cause to fear. There are those who 

would take this text and use what I have written to 

root out all the beings I describe, simply because 

they are intelligent and not purely human, which in 

the minds of these individuals makes them a threat. 

I wrote this book to peel back the layers of 

ignorance and to offer a hope of a better future, a 

chance to bring peace... but I fear I may have well 

done the opposite... 

Sidebar: Sources 

The Fetch, Ghedan, Ghul and Mortif originally 

appeared in the Dragon Magazine article "Born of 

Death" in issue #313. 

The Braunchen originally appeared in the article 

"Lesser Breeds of the Arak II", in The Book of 

Secrets, written by Rene Littek. 

Calibans originally appeared in the Ravenloft 

Campaign Setting for 3rd edition, but this iteration is 

inspired by the article "Brutes & Banshees" from 

Quoth the Raven #8, written by Uri "Shadowking" 

Barak. 

Broken Ones were inspired by the article "The 

Making of Men" from the Book of Souls, written by 

John W. Mangrum. 

Paka were inspired by the article "Races of the 

Mists: Paka" from Quoth the Raven #19, written by 

David "Jester" Gibson. 

Ravenkin originally appeared as a playable race in 

the Dragon Magazine article "Half-Pint Heroes" in 

issue #262. 

Carrionettes, Ermordenung, Lebendtod, Quevari, 

Bakhna Rakhna, Hebi-no-Onna, and Red Widows all 

debuted in the Ravenloft Monstrous Compendium 

Appendix. 

" 
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Olerick½s Colloquial Guides 
Presentsµ 

 

Sacred Sites and Legendary Landmarks: 
Part Four in the Traveling Cloakman Series 

 

by Jeremy Roby 
 

 

Introduction  

A myriad of amazing landmarks are scattered across 

this land of ours - several of which have already been 

reviewed by noteworthy authors before me. 

Therefore, I will bypass the most obvious and 

famous locales of the domains below so as not to 

bore my esteemed readers. Besides, I believe that I 

write for a more discerning audience, one more at 

home traveling off the beaten path. 

So, without further ado, here is the latest entry in my 

continuing series... 

The Bloody Hand of Guy De Menthe 
(Darkon) 

This is a small but gruesome landmark located deep 

in the bowels of Karg, home of the dreaded Kargat 

and the equally infamous prison known as the Black 

Hole. Ever since the capital city of Il Aluk has become 

off limits (due to the Requiem) King Azalin now holds 

his state executions in the large public square found 

in Lower Karg. 

One such prisoner who went to the chopping block 

was Sir Guy De Menthe, a petty noble that presided 

over a small barony in the Vale of Tears region. 

During the Shrouded Years he allegedly waged a 

guerrilla war against neighboring districts to expand 

his power. Once word of this reached King Azalin, he 

ordered Kargat agents to seize the baron and throw 

him into the Black Hole to await his final judgment. 

Despite professing his innocence from the start, he 

was found guilty and sentenced to death. 

There is a lƻƴƎ ǘǳƴƴŜƭ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŀǎ ά¢ƘŜ [ŀǎǘ aƛƭŜέ ǘƘŀǘ 

serves as a gateway from the prison to the outside 

plaza where criminals are led out to the 

executioner's stage via a caged wagon. On his way 

out Sir Guy stretched his hand through the bars and 

slapped the side of the tunnel while he exclaimed, 

ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ƛƴƴƻŎŜƴǘ ōƭƻƻŘ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƴŘǎΣ ƭŜǘ 

Ƴȅ ƳŀǊƪ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊ ǊŜƳƛƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƎǳƛƭǘΗέ ¢ƘŜ 

execution took place without further incident. 

A smudged, bright-red handprint appeared on the 

wall several months later. At first, there were 

attempts to wash the bloodstain away, but, 

strangely, it kept coming back. Even magical means 

could not erase it. Eventually, the Kargat left it alone 

and now take a sort of perverse pleasure in the grim 
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reminder of the twisted justice they serve. It is said 

to drip blood and run down the wall excessively 

whenever an innocent victim passes through en 

route to their execution. 

 

 

(Muddy Bloody by 

tubblesnap) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Bone Cathedral (Borca) 

Despite its macabre moniker, this small cave complex 

on the outskirts of Vor Ziyden is actually considered 

holy ground by some. It was established by a small 

group of G'Hennan refugees several generations ago 

(from the time when Borca shared a border with that 

lost domain) and is maintained by a handful of 

crimson-robed Zhakatan acolytes who serve as its 

caretakers. 

Everyone knows G'Hennans have curious religious 

beliefs, but very few outsiders know the peculiar 

details of their worship. Even though these 

immigrants turned their back on their home country 

it seems their superstitions are harder to give up. 

That is why a group of them first set up this ossuary 

as a shrine to their ancestors. 

Whenever a native G'Hennan dies, their family 

brings their remains to these narrow, winding 

passages to be ceremonially cleansed. While the full 

process is not shared with outsiders, it seems to be a 

highly ritualized procedure of boiling the flesh from 

the bones and then polishing them with a special 

tincture. Once the skeleton has been treated it is 

then installed in a small alcove along with various 

decorations and memorials provided by the family. 

Even those immigrants who die without any 

surviving family members are interred here, as the 

local authorities call in the G'hennan monks to 

remove their bodies whenever they are found. (This, 

of course, has the practical benefit of cutting down 

on burial costs for the civil authorities.) 

Over the years, several hundred contributions have 

been deposited here - ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƭƛƴŜ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ά.ƻƴŜ 

DŀƭƭŜǊƛŜǎέ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ tŜǊƛƻŘƛŎŀƭƭy, surviving 

family members may even make a pilgrimage to the 

site to pay tribute to their ancestors, but the practice 

is not widespread. Indeed, the site itself is seeing 

less and less traffic nowadays because of the fact 

that no new settlers have appeared since the Great 

Upheaval in 740 BC. However, there are still enough 

G'Hennan enclaves in the nearby cities of Lechberg, 

Ilvin and Vor Ziyden to keep it operating for the time 

being. 

Dread Possibility: I was originally going to place this 

site in G'Henna and have it be used by Mongrelmen 

in a twisted reflection of the local custom of making 

dishes and jewelry out of the skulls and teeth of 

loved ones, but decided that the domain was too 

remote for it to be of any real use. It can still be 

placed there if the DM so chooses, however, without 

losing its flavor. Alternatively, this location can be set 

in almost any domain and used as a Mistway that 

links G'Henna to the Core. 
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(Ossuary by Todd Huffman) 

The Buried City (Har'Akir) 

The Akiri desert hides many things, but surely not an 

entire city? Such a fantastic story, however, is just 

what several adventurers and merchants have 

reported back to me. These first-hand accounts 

share such an eerie similarity with one another that I 

am inclined to believe them. 

Each narrative details the same series of events. 

First, every expedition begins by following the road 

that leads south out of Muhar. Second, the location 

of this site is only revealed after the passing of one 

of those fierce, day-long sandstorms that are known 

to occur in the hinterlands of this domain. Finally, a 

large stone structure is glimpsed poking out from the 

sand dunes in the distance and the curious party 

moves to investigate. 

The most common feature reported is known as the 

Great Obelisk. It is a narrow, four-sided column with 

a pointed tip carved out of a pale, blue granite with 

delicate veins of gold running through it. Sticking 

straight up, it towers several stories over the 

surrounding dunes. It's true height is impossible to 

discern, as its base is obscured by the sand. 

 

Another location that is repeatedly mentioned is the 

Cyclopean Gate - a stone archway flanked by two 

huge statues of warriors dressed in ancient armor 

and holding spears in their hands. It is believed to be 

the main entrance of the city, even though only a 

small portion of the complex is ever uncovered at 

one time. The parts of this metropolis that lay 

beyond this point have many disturbing features; 

avenues narrow and widen at random intervals, 

twist and turn instead of following straight lines, and 

converge at odd angles. 

The most mysterious object, by far, is what I call the 

Shrouded Sphinx. It is described as a larger-than-life-

sized statue of a winged creature (carved out of the 

same otherworldly substance as the Great Obelisk) 

that sits on its knees and holds its head in its hands. 

Deep sorrow is felt by anyone who gazes on it. While 

most records state that the face is covered, there are 

scattered reports that claim to be able see two fiery 

pinpoints of light shining out from between the 

statue's splayed fingers. There are still other reports 

that describe a different pose altogether - one with 

its arms stretched out in front of it and rising on one 

knee as if pleading for help. Perhaps more than one 

of these sculptures inhabit the area. 

Another detail that each account shares is that the 

city is never able to be found twice. Several attempts 

have been made to return and do a more thorough 

excavation of this site but all expeditions have been 

fruitless. Are the desert sands truly so fickle or does 

the city only reveal itself at preordained times? 

The Burning Orphanage (Mordent) 

While I was traveling south along the Mill Road, near 

the Forest of the Ancients, I had the opportunity to 

explore the burnt-out ruins of the infamous Gore 

Orphanage. A weed choked wagon path turns off the 

road and travels through a small but dense wood 

before arriving at the blasted site. Little remains of 

this once sprawling edifice. Charred bricks are 

scattered over a wide clearing, and the bare outline 

of a stone foundation can still be seen.  
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Established by Dr. Elias Gore in 621 BC, the 

orphanage stood for nearly a hundred years before a 

mysterious fire razed it to the ground completely in 

719 BC. As many as sixty people, mostly children, 

lost their lives that night. The true cause of the fire 

was never discovered, but there are many macabre 

theories. 

Most locals believe the fire was ignited by an errant 

lightning bolt during a tremendous thunderstorm. 

This would explain why on rainy nights some locals 

claim to see a spectral building awash in flames 

appear on the heath and hear loud shrieking in the 

night. Others say a curse was brought down on the 

place after they accepted a deformed child known 

ƭƻŎŀƭƭȅ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ 5ŜǾƛƭΩǎ .ŀōȅ όōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ƛǘǎ ǳƴƴŀǘǳǊŀƭƭȅ 

bright pink skin and small horn-like protuberances 

on its forehead). The proponents of this version 

claim that the child survived to adulthood and still 

practices satanic rites among the ruins. I saw no 

evidence of any such activity during my visit. 

The Chalk Giant (Hazlan) 

Deep in the Dunlands region south of Sly-Var is a 

series of small, rolling hummocks that are home to a 

number of small Rashemani farming communities. 

The largest of these hills stands about 500 feet above 

the plains, and the grass on its slope has been cut 

away to form a picture of a giant man that can be 

made out from miles away. It's a rather crude 

drawing with simplistic shapes for facial features and 

elongated legs that stand apart awkwardly. It holds 

some sort of implement in its right hand, possibly a 

spear or staff. The entire figure is enclosed in a 

rectangular frame, as if he is standing within an open 

doorway. 

Its origin is unclear, as even the Rashemani that 

inhabit the area say it was there long before they 

arrived. Some scholars claim it is a long forgotten 

Rashemani god. Locals believe it marks the resting 

place of a sleeping king that was interred within the 

mound long ago and is awaiting an unknown sign 

before he returns to life and rules this land once 

more. 

Each spring villagers clear the encroaching grass 

away from the outline and perform a small re-

dedication ceremony. This annual upkeep has only 

been interrupted twice in recorded memory.  Several 

years ago, a Mulan satrap banned the Rashemani 

from performing the rites because he felt it was a 

blasphemy in the eyes of the Lawgiver. Soon after, 

however, a great sickness spread through the entire 

population. The next year, floods and mudslides 

buffeted the surrounding countryside. After that, the 

lord decided it was better to let the celebration be 

held rather than risk further bad luck being visited 

upon his lands. 

The City of Secrets (Sebua) 

Amongst a dusty, remote canyon located in the 

eastern badlands of this domain lies a marvelous 

sight - an entire city carved out of the very rock walls 

that protect and conceal it from outsiders. Local 

caravan leaders call it Siraya, or the City of Secrets, 

and it was once a prosperous waystation along the 

trade routes that stretch between Pharazia and 

Har'Akir. Now, it stands as an abandoned testament 

of better times. 

When this domain first appeared, a small enclave of 

Pharazians who sought to escape from Diambel's 

control settled just across the border. As its location 

became more widely known, merchants and traders 

began to use it as a convenient stopover on their 

trips to Har'Akir. The shrewd townspeople took 

advantage of this situation and started providing 

caravans with much needed supplies (at an 

extremely high markup, of course). 

After years of constant growth it became a lively and 

prosperous trading hub. A variety of entertainment 

venues eventually sprung up, providing pleasures 

that were forbidden under Diambel's rule. Gaming 

houses such as Hasan Alhazi (Fortune's Well) 

specialized in sports and gambling while venues such 
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as Qaws Alraghba (Desire's Rainbow) featured 

raucous musical performances and sensual dancing 

girls. 

Circa 730 BC a great earthquake struck, causing the 

underground wells that supplied the city with water 

to dry up. All of the structures built high upon the 

cliffside collapsed, homes and businesses built at 

ground floor or below became unstable, and cave-ins 

occurred regularly. After some feeble attempts at 

rebuilding, the entire enterprise was deemed a 

hopeless cause and a mass exodus of the remaining 

populous followed. 

Eventually, the trade routes were redirected and its 

location began to fade from memory. Nowadays, it is 

only utilized by thieves and brigands as a hideout 

from their enemies and an escape from the harsh 

desert clime. I took a detour to this locale during my 

time in the Amber Wastes, and can attest that it is a 

complete ghost town. All that remains are gaping 

black doorways, haphazard piles of stone debris, and 

the ever-present desert sands that are slowly 

covering over the last vestiges of this abandoned 

town. 

(Petra - The Treasury by Arian Zwegers) 

The Colossus of Abdok (Vechor) 

One would think that the ever shifting landscape of 

Vechor precludes any permanent landmarks a 

traveler could rely on to guide them, but there is one 

unique exception I simply must point out. 

Along the Nostru Delta, just south of the city of 

Abdok, there are several small islets that appear and 

disappear depending on the river's current and 

amount of rainfall in the area. On one of these 

ephemeral outcroppings there is a very striking 

monument that greets travelers as they approach 

the city. Known as the Colossus of Abdok, it is a 

gargantuan statue of a mighty warrior. 

The interesting part about this figure is that while its 

location stays the same its appearance changes 

every time one passes by it. Sometimes both feet are 

broken off at the ankles, while at other times it is 

broken off at the knees, waist, or chest. At other 

times it stands complete and intact but the material 

it is constructed of changes ς sometimes it is made 

out of a precious ores like gold or platinum, at other 

times it is made out of duller metals like iron, and 

still other times it is made out of alloys such as 

bronze or brass. Sometimes it is painted in lifelike 

colors and sometimes it is stands bleached white and 

lifeless. 

When I first journeyed through this region it 

appeared as headless and composed of wood. 

Although I have observed this phenomena several 

times, I am not entirely convinced that all these 

seeming variations are not merely tricks of the light. 

I can't deny it is quite a dazzling sight to behold, but I 

wouldn't recommend risking your sanity to view it 

unless you had other business that draws you to this 

domain. 
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Coral Castle (Dementlieu) 

I fondly remember, on one of my first wanderings 

about the Core, taking a detour down an overgrown 

side road off the Lamordian Turnpike and discovering 

the quaint village of Etoun and the charmingly 

named Coral Castle. 

It's a colorful misnomer, as it is neither made of coral 

nor built like a castle. Actually, it is just a crude 

labyrinth made with limestone blocks of all shapes 

and sizes elaborately arranged on a jagged 

outcropping that overlooks the Sea of Sorrows. 

Locals say an old sea captain named Jean Luc Baisson 

built it for a mermaid, named Shellycoat (so-called 

because of the shiny coat of oyster shells she wore). 

He claims they met out at sea and she subsequently 

followed him home. He used to prattle endlessly on 

about her many charms at the local tavern, but no 

townspeople ever caught a glimpse of her. 

It is a difficult to reach spot, as the narrow path that 

leads down the cliffs has many loose rocks and 

slippery patches. At several junctures during my visit 

I almost fell headlong into the gray water 100 feet 

below. Indeed, this is exactly what his neighbors say 

happened to Baisson himself after he mysteriously 

disappeared one day. 

Several secrets went to the grave with him - such as 

where he found such huge stones in the first place. 

Or how he managed to carry them all the way down 

to the plateau all by himself. No workmen or wizards 

were known to have aided him, and he preferred to 

do his building in the dead of night when no one 

would be watching. 

Since Baisson's untimely passing puzzling 

phenomena have plagued the area. Locals swear 

that the complex is still growing, with more stones 

being added each year. In addition, eerie noises have 

been reported by people who wander these coastal 

cliffs at night. I myself visited this site one balmy 

evening and can confirm hearing what sounded like 

rounds and rounds of raucous sea shanties 

occasionally punctuated by the loud, tinkling of a 

woman's laughter. Is the old sea dog still alive, or 

does his spirit forevermore inhabit the strange 

structure he devoted his life to? 

The Darklight Caverns (Lamordia) 

Outside of Neufurchtenburg, roughly two thirds up 

the eastern side of the Sleeping Beast mountain 

range, lies an abandoned mine with an ominous 

legend attached to it. One of several digs worked by 

Darkonian dwarves, it was a profitable source of 

precious metals such as gold, silver and platinum for 

over 100 years. 

Several decades ago, miners accidentally broke 

through a tunnel wall and found themselves in a 

secret chamber with glowing, floating orbs that 

bounced around lazily. The dwarves dubbed them 

the Darklights. At first, this remarkable discovery was 

considered harmless and remained contained to that 

single alcove. Within weeks, however, the spheres 

spread to all the adjoining tunnels and became a 

nuisance to the workers. 

¢ƘŜ ƳƛƴŜ ŦƻǊŜƳŀƴ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ άŘƛƎ ŘŜŜǇŜǊέ ŀnd try 

to find the source of this bothersome activity. He 

assembled a team of fellow dwarves and after 

exploring the original chamber found a low, cramped 

path at the far end of it. The group immediately set 

off to follow it. One week later only the foreman 

emerged from the shaft and he was as a babbling 

wreck. 

He eventually recovered enough of his senses to tell 

a chilling story. He said the party traveled ever 

downward for two days, through narrower and 

narrower tunnels. The Darklights became more 

numerous the deeper they went and they seemed to 

intentionally tag along with the expedition as if they 

had an intelligence of their own. 

The further they went, the more disturbing their 

findings were. There were slick patches of weirdly 

colored fungal growths, see-thru rock columns, and 

giant stone gates with odd sigils carved on them that 
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filled the party with dread. Nevertheless, they 

continued on, and it was only after they passed the 

seventh and final such gate that the Darklights 

stopped following them. 

The group found themselves in a vast underground 

cavern lit bright as day due to the walls and ceiling 

being covered in bright crystals of all shapes and 

sizes. A castle, also made of crystal, stood in the 

center of this grotto and the dwarves approached it 

cautiously. Entering this edifice was easy enough, 

and inside they found immense hordes of rare gems 

heaped everywhere. Then, the terror struck; this 

palace had an invisible guardian which snatched 

members of the party one by one as they were 

exploring the rooms. 

The survivors of the initial attack huddled together in 

the throne room to plan their escape. A human 

figure, enrobed in royal finery, sat motionless on a 

grand throne. He appeared lifeless but well 

preserved. His flesh was described as being see-

through and hard as stone, as if crystallized. The 

foreman ranted incessantly about the ruler's face, 

warning others to avoid looking at the visage too 

long lest they too become petrified. Eventually, the 

bedraggled party made a desperate attempt to 

escape the castle, but as stated before, it was only 

the mine foreman who made it out alive. 

Nowadays, the mine is shunned by locals, and all the 

tunnels attached to it have been caved in. Fortune 

seekers, however, still appear periodically and 

attempt to re-discover the fabled lost land of this 

ά/Ǌȅǎǘŀƭ YƛƴƎέ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŀǎǳǊŜ ƘŜ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘǎΦ 

The Devil's Footpath (Liffe) 

On a lonely stretch of beach about a half mile wide, 

on the southernmost tip of this island, is home to 

several groupings of hexagonal columns that jut 

straight up from the sea and that are so tightly 

packed together they form large, uneven plateaus. If 

examined from a distance they appear much like a 

man-made paved road, hence it being named the 

Devil's Footpath. Locals claim it was created by a 

mad wizard long ago, but scholars say it is a natural 

effect of the basalt stone it is comprised of. At low 

tide, even more such platforms are revealed, and 

some claim these steps form an unbroken road on 

the bottom of the sea floor that stretches all the way 

to some unknown destination. 

It is held in great awe by most of the local 

population. They swear that evil spirits dwell within 

these very stones, and are angered when humans 

disturb them. I visited this windswept beach and met 

an old hermit that made his home nearby who told 

me several interesting tales. 

There have been several reports, backed up by local 

law enforcement, of drunken parties being held on 

this site, and some revelers relate unearthly 

experiences. Victims say that after a long night of 

revelry, they feel a sudden rush of air that lifts them 

up into the sky and spins them around and around. 

Then they gently float down to the ground with 

nothing more than a spell of dizziness and a few 

bruises to mark such an extraordinary ride. 

Some people, however, claim those targeted by 

these spirits are whisked away to farther off 

destinations, such as the bay town of Armeikos or 

Moondale on the island's northern shore. Still others 

report being transported as far away as Nevuchar 

Springs in Darkon, Egertus in Nova Vaasa and Graben 

Town on Graben Island. Obviously, I believe these to 

be the ramblings of hopeless drunks! 

(Bushmills NIR - Giant's Causeway 14 by Daneil 

Mennerich) 
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The Divining Rod of Ezra (Darkon) 

Just past the city of Tempe Falls, between Lake 

Temporus and Mt. Nirka, lies a a small sanctuary that 

holds the Divining Rod of Ezra, a little known holy 

relic of the Church of Ezra. A divining rod is a forked 

branch usually taken from an oak tree that has its 

single end filed down to a sharp point and is used to 

locate things that have been lost or hidden. It can 

find anything from buried treasure, underground 

wells, or any other prize that its holder wishes. In the 

Mountains of Misery region, miners traditionally use 

them to locate rich veins of ore. This item looks 

similar to others of its kind, only slightly smaller and 

black with age. Supposedly, it was blessed by Ezra 

herself during her earthly journeys amongst the 

realms. 

Besides the rough terrain one must cross to reach it, 

the sanctuary is relatively easy to approach. The rod 

is stored in a stone cask placed underneath the altar 

at the back of the chapel. The anchorites bring it 

forth only once a year during a local spring festival. 

Those who wish to have good luck in the coming 

year's endeavors wait in line to be blessed. The 

ceremony involves the petitioner  kneeling in front of 

the priests, bowing their head, and being tapped 

once on the right shoulder, once on the left, then 

twice on the right again. 

Local miners put great store in its luck bestowing 

properties. Legend has it that is was used to locate 

the Striganota Vein, the richest deposit of gold ever 

tapped, and the mother lode that helped put Tempe 

Falls on the map in the first place. 

Dread Possibility: This item can actually break one 

of the cardinal rules of Ravenloft ς it can tell the user 

whether the person they are concentrating on is 

either of Good or Evil alignment (spinning in a 

clockwise manner and pointing up for good and 

spinning in a counter-clockwise manner and downfor 

evil).  

Alternately, if that is too powerful of an attribute, it 

can be treated as an enhanced version of a True 

Seeing spell, allow the user to see through illusions 

and enchantments of any kind. It is only usable once 

every five days after a ritual of fasting and prayer. 

Only a couple of the leading anchorites and the 

current Bastion know of this ability. 

The Doll Cemetery (Kartakass) 

About halfway between Harmonia and Skald, along 

the Road to Harmony, stands a well-known but 

melancholy waystation called the Doll Cemetery. It is 

an makeshift memorial created by grieving parents 

of children killed by wolves and other predators in 

the area. 

At the center of this enclosure towers an ancient, 

imposing sycamore tree known as Ol' Boney, so-

called because it continues growing but never 

sprouts leaves. Traditionally, pieces of its bark are 

peeled off and used as notes for scrawled 

remembrances of loved ones. Its appearance lends a 

mournful air to the surroundings and I assume this 

graveyard sprang up spontaneously at this location 

because it was a customary spot for the community 

to come together. 

The bereaved scatter clothing, baubles, and other 

memento mori of their lost children haphazardly 

about the bushes and trees in the area. Memorials 

of wreaths and flowers and candles are also set atop 

large rocks or  on the ground within small clearings. 

The most eerie part of this entire experience, 

however, is the dozens of dolls that hang from the 

surrounding branches. Some are headless, while 

others have arms and legs broken off. I found the 

stares of their empty eye sockets incredibly 

disconcerting. 

It is not easy place to find, as it is never spoken of to 

foreigners. I only learned of its existence while 

visiting some local friends who recently lost their 

youngest daughter. It lies off an unremarkable 

pheasant path that slants away from the main road. I 
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have only visited it twice in my travels (the last time 

being four years ago) and I am sad to report that the 

number of shrines continue to grow. 

 

(I See Dead Dolls by Esparta) 

The Drowned Town (Richemulot) 

In the Gasping Lake region of the Silent Fields, just 

over the border with Dementlieu, lies a lake whose 

history belies its placid appearance. 

A few years ago this area suffered from an extreme 

drought, known colloquially as the Thirsty Season, 

for several years in a row. In order to survive, towns 

had to resort to rationing water amongst its citizens 

to preserve this valuable resource. No one was 

allowed to use the well at the town square without 

permission from the town council, and then only in 

the minutest amounts. Citizens chaffed at these 

restrictions, but complied due to the understanding 

that something drastic had to be done or else 

everyone would die. 

There was one woman, however, who violated these 

rules and visited the well nightly to steal water in 

order to better care for her newborn at home. She 

was eventually caught, and put in a pillory in front of 

the local church as punishment. After a day of abuse 

she was released but when she returned home she 

found that her baby had died. She immediately flew 

back to the town square and in her anger threw out 

a curse - ά¢ƘŜ ŘŜǾƛƭ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ Ƴŀȅ ƛǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ 

ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘƛǊǎǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ Ƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻƴŜΗέ !ǎ ǎhe spat 

out the last word a great geyser shot out from the 

town well. 

At first the townspeople were filled with wonder and 

believed they were saved. But as the well continued 

to overflow they became more alarmed. Within 

hours, it filled up the town square and flooded 

nearby building and streets. Villager quickly fled to 

their homes, grabbed their belongings and ran away 

as fast as they could. The water continued rising until 

the entire town was submerged and a brand new 

lake was now in its place. 

On uncommonly clear days careful observers can see 

the buildings of this town resting on the bottom of 

the lake. Some even report hearing phantom church 

bells ringing in the area. People who have braved the 

chilled waters say they have found household goods 

that are strangely preserved, but that dry up and 

turn into dust if they are brought to the surface. To 

this day, no one dares to settle in this area despite its 

serene beauty. 

The Dump (Falkovnia) 

Just outside the city limits of Morfenzi, along the Old 

Timori Road, lies a putrescent eyesore used by the 

people of that city to store their refuse. What's so 

interesting about a trash heap, you ask? Well, two 

unique geologically features make this particular 

spot stand out. 

First, there is the infamous Bottomless Chute, which 

lies roughly at the center of the complex. It was this 

natural sinkhole that people originally put to use to 

discard their castoffs. Amazingly, dumping has been 

going on for generations now and still the garbage 

does not reach the brim. Throughout the years, 

people began tossing things hither and thither and 

enormous junk piles have risen up and cut off the 
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original disposal site. The so-called Rag Men, 

custodians of The Dump, are the only ones who 

know the secret byways to reach its edge. They tend 

to the ever-growing piles and deposit wagon loads of 

the surrounding refuse into the pit daily. Nowadays, 

only those who are highly motivated to ensure what 

is lost remains lost venture this deep. 

The reason for that is The Dump's second unique 

feature - the blasted stretch of earth known as the 

Brimstone Fields. It was inadvertently created by the 

Rag Men several years ago. In an effort to make 

more room for the ever increasing amounts of junk 

that the citizens produced the Rag Men decided to 

start burning piles of the stuff and then carting off 

the ashes to be thrown into the Bottomless Chute. 

This scheme worked perfectly fine for a while, until 

one day when the ashes continued to smolder 

despite all their efforts to quench them! 

It seems they accidentally uncovered a large natural 

deposit of sulfur that laid just below the surface. The 

deposits ignited from the heat above and in turn 

belched forth a noxious yellow smoke that soon 

caused visitors to choke and wretch. The Rag Men 

race to smother these gaseous eruptions whenever 

they occur, but more appear every day. 

While one is able to walk within these vapors for 

short periods of time, prolonged exposure causes 

violent coughing, retching and even death. Covering 

your nose and mouth with a cloth is highly 

recommended. Periodically, this deadly smog even 

drifts across the Old Timori Road and reduces the 

visibility of travelers to a few feet ahead of them. 

The Elephant Graveyard (The 
Wildlands)  

The unihabited, lonely vistas of the Wildlands are an 

unlikely place to find anything of interest to the 

average traveler. I have heard tales from several 

adventurers, however, of a rather unique site that 

couldn't help but pique my interest. 

In a lonely, out of the way corner on the grassy 

steppes, just before they meet the torpid 

swamplands, there is a series of canyons tucked 

away where the elephants of this land are said to go 

when they know it is their time to die. This so-called 

Elephant Graveyard can be easily recognized by the 

countless heaps of bones that carpet the ground. 

How did such a place come to be? Jungle guides say 

that when an elephant becomes too weak or sick it 

will break away from its herd and instinctively make 

the long, solitary journey to its final resting place 

where it can die in peace away from any predators. 

When I visited this melancholy arena myself, I admit 

it was unnaturally still and silent. There was no trace 

of the usual scavengers, such as vultures or hyenas, 

one would expect to find prowling around such an 

abattoir. 

 Sri Rajians, who sporadically venture into this 

untamed land to capture prize specimens, have 

several anecdotes regarding this uncanny patch of 

ground ς each less likely than the last. They say that 

once a year the souls of these long-dead creatures 

are drawn back to their earthly remains and wander 

freely about the area. 

Others believe it is home to a group of powerful 

animal spirits that can grant boons to supplicants, a 

ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ άhǊŀŎƭŜ ƻŦ .ƻƴŜǎέΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ŀ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ 

belief in the region that elephants never forget 

anything they see or hear and can thus pass on 

hidden or lost knowledge. If a petitioner brings the 

pelt of one of their natural enemies (such as a lion or 

crocodile), this collective will answer any question 

put to them. 

The more prosaic minded dismiss these stories as 

superstitious folderol. They are more interested in 

obtaining the ivory from the tusks, which is a rare 

and much sought after commodity in the Core. But, 

any explorer who risks this journey must be wary. 

Even if one were able to survive the usual hazards of 

this land, it is said that ivory from this valley is cursed 

and will bring death to any would-be thief. If that 

were not enough of a prohibition, anyone who has 
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ever visited the site never seems able to recollect its 

exact location afterwards. Indeed, every map I have 

examined differs from one another. 

After many fruitless days spent crisscrossing the 

savanna, I finally came upon this elusive boneyard. It 

is indeed an awe-inspiring sight, but not half as 

horrible as the Sri Rajians would have you believe. 

While I encountered nothing out of the ordinary, I 

did have a somewhat restless slumber. It may just 

have been a result of the exhausting trek or a mild 

form of heatstroke, but all throughout the night 

murmuring chants ran echoed in my head. They 

repeated over and over again, and I could almost 

make out wordsΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ ǎŜƴǎŜ 

to me - ά{ǳǊǳǎΧ YŀƴŘǳƭŀΧ aŀƘŀ tŀƳōŀǘŀΧ [ŀƭƭŀƘ 

wƻƻƪƘΧέ ²ŀǎ ƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ Ƴȅ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΚ !ǳŘƛǘƻǊȅ 

ƘŀƭƭǳŎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴǎΚ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘƛǾŜǎΩ ǘŀƭƭ ǘŀƭŜǎ ƘŀŘ 

gotten under my skin more than I would like to 

admit. 

 

(Elephant Graveyard by bobosh_T) 

 

 

The Emerald Mirror (Hazlan) 

On the far eastern side of this domain, where the 

Broken Forest and the Skraplan Foothills meet, there 

is a mountain pool with supposedly miraculous 

healing powers known as the Emerald Mirror. It is 

ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ǇǳǊǇƻǊǘŜŘ άCƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎ ƻŦ ¸ƻǳǘƘέ ǘƘŀǘ 

can be found scattered amongst the Core, and 

interestingly enough, its exact location is contested 

by the denizens of surrounding domains. Barovians 

say it can be found in the Bloodfang Hills, while 

Kartakans say it lies within the Arkalis Hills. The most 

reputable sources place it in the shadow of Mt. 

Soren in Hazlan, however, and that is why I have 

chosen to include it here. 

Reports describe a lush valley with a large pond that 

has a shiny green film over its entire surface. Visitors 

say the entire area has a bewitching quality that lulls 

their senses and leads to a kind of peaceful lethargy, 

and they often tarried within this idyllic glen for 

days. They also state that the forest animals that 

reside there are oddly docile and are unafraid of 

approaching people and creatures that they would 

normally flee from. 

Those that eventually loose themselves from this 

unearthly paradise relate an encounter with a 

mysterious figure, whose true nature is difficult to 

ascertain. Some travelers say they meet a beauteous 

water nymph who lives in the pool and appears to a 

chosen few. She supposedly speaks in a sweet, lilting 

voice and bestows supernatural favors on those she 

takes a liking to. Others say this figure is actually the 

specter of a woman who drowned in the waters and 

is constantly searching for a compatible mate to live 

(or die) with her beneath the waves. 

What her true purpose is no one can say. Some 

seekers do return from their journey with their 

injuries healed and their health restored. Others 

appear unchanged. Perhaps this woman is just a 

vision induced by the natural gases that this water 

sits atop and from where it also gets its healing 

properties (much like the famed Nevuchar Springs in 
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Darkon). Curiously, the water carried away from this 

site does not seem to have any special qualities. 

Dread Possibility: The two competing visions of an 

enticing female are mere illusions. The actual 

inhabitant of this remote region is a hag called 

Malenda. She herself spreads the rumors of a 

Fountain of Youth in order to lure travelers to her lair 

so she can feast on them. She uses spells to heal 

some travelers in order to keep miraculous tales 

circulating in the surrounding domains. She appears 

as a lovely young lady to further confuse any 

investigators or possible monster hunters who try to 

learn the truth. 

Esmerelda½s Bower (Souragne) 

The sweltering land of Souragne is home to a 

disproportionate amount of local legends, most of 

which are related to the enormous swamp, La 

aŀƛǎƻƴ 5Ω{ŀƳōƭŜǘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŘƻƳƛƴŀǘŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘΦ ¢ŀƭŜǎ 

of unhappy ancestral ghosts, water-logged zombies 

seeking revenge on the living, and capricious nature 

spirits are almost as numerous as the mosquitoes 

that infest this realm. 

hƴ ƛǘǎ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜΣ 9ǎƳŜǊŀƭŘŀΩǎ .ƻǿŜǊ ƛǎ ŀƴ ƛƴƴƻŎǳƻǳǎ 

landmark that lies about three miles outside of Port 

ŘΩ9ƭƘƻur. It is a mammoth, petrified weeping willow 

with a wide canopy of leaves that neatly ensconces 

the area around its trunk in perpetual darkness. It is 

very claustrophobic enclosure and the sweet scent 

of decay permeates the air. Young lovers often tryst 

there after dark because of its isolation and tragic 

history. 

Its origin is a typical piece of romantic drivel, relating 

the tale of two young lovers forbidden to marry 

because of a petty family rivalry. They pledge to 

meet under the tree and run away together, but 

their plan is found out. The would-be bridegroom is 

killed before he can reach his love, and when the 

would-be bride discovers his fate, she dies on the 

spot of a broken heart. Her spirit is said to have 

becomes one with the tree, turning it to stone to 

stand as an eternal monument to their love. 

There is also a darker side to this lonesome spot. A 

Voodun priest I spoke with says this tree actually lies 

at a nexus of supernatural power and that if you 

know the correct rites you can perform 

extraordinary spells there. It is rarely attempted, 

however, because the energy here is so great that it 

can also cause incantations to spectacularly backfire 

on the caster. 

Indeed, there is a tale that says one shaman carried 

out a gruesome ritual there not so long ago in order 

to speak with his long-lost paramour. Somehow her 

spirit melded with the tree and attempted to hold 

him in a lover's embrace; his dead body was found 

the next day hanging from its branches. Let that be a 

stark lesson to those who deal with such unnatural 

forces! 

 

(Weeping Willow Tree by Nikoretro) 
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The Garden of Ayes ha (Pharazia) 

In the westernmost region of this dry, desert domain 

an amazing sight rises out of the dunes. Nomads call 

it the Garden of Ayesha, a tomb built for the first 

wife of a former Sheikh who ruled the land long 

before the reign of Diambel. Supposedly, the 

sarcophagus that holds her embalmed body still 

rests within a small chamber that lies at the very 

heart of this mausoleum. 

While its existence is commonly known, few 

travelers venture there as it does not lie near any 

caravan routes or oases. I visited this site briefly, and 

it is a surreal experience to walk among the verdant 

fronds in the middle of a desert. This remarkable 

feat of engineering is composed of five broad circular 

platforms made from golden sandstone, each tier is 

smaller than the one it rests on. Each level has a 

small aisle that runs down the middle of two wide 

troughs (one around the outer edge of the landing 

and another around the inner core) that hold a 

variety of exotic trees, shrubs, and vines. 

An ancient, wizened old man accosted me while I 

was inspecting the grounds. He claims to be the 

caretaker, but I find it hard to believe that such a frail 

figure maintains such a large complex all by himself. 

This lonely fellow was more than willing to chat and 

eager to learn of news from the outside world, but 

he became more taciturn whenever asked questions 

about the structure itself. He did reveal, however, 

that the building sits atop a deep well that has never 

run dry in all his time there. 

A determined visitor can find many rare and 

wondrous plants here. A sample of some native 

species includes: 

1) The Desert Rose ς These flowers bloom year 

round and come in several vibrant shades of red. It is 

used to create a mild poison when crushed and 

distilled. 

2) Acacia Trees ς This tree that grows quite tall and is 

covered with dull red leaves. Its sap is used by local 

tribesman to make gum. 

3) Jasmine ς This plant is notable for its fragrant 

flowers with striking white petals and is used in the 

making of exquisite and highly sought-after 

perfumes. 

4) Date Palms ς This is a hardy bush that only grows 

a few feet high, but bears abundant fruit in large 

clusters close to the ground. Its fruit is a staple in 

Pharazian cuisine and is used in the making of local 

desserts such as maamoul cookies. 

People come from all over the domain (and beyond) 

to obtain specialized ingredients. Locals utilize the 

leaves and flowers found there to craft a variety of 

items which are then sold at the Grand Bazaar in 

Phiraz. Some shopkeepers even hire special couriers 

for this task if they are unable or unwilling to make 

the journey themselves. 

Dread Possibility: Any botanical component needed 

for potions (whether harmful or beneficial) can be 

found in this garden. Interested parties can either try 

to schmooze the caretaker (with juicy gossip or a gift 

of a new plant) or grease his palm with a suitable 

amount of gold. Otherwise, they are likely to spend 

several days searching for what they need on their 

own. The caretaker then uses the information or 

money he has obtained to pay off Diambel. 

Normally, the domain lord would destroy such a 

thing of unbowed beauty but even he has found its 

contents useful from time to time. 

Guttenheim½s Folly (Borca) 

If one travels northward along the Lech Road that 

leads to Falkovnia, you will pass a strangely out of 

place monument known as Guttenheim's Folly. It is a 

tall superbly crafted limestone column, roughly nine 

feet tall and three feet in diameter, with elaborate 

engravings all along its rounded surface. It is easily 

missed amongst the foliage of the area  and it is 
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virtually hidden during the spring and summer 

months. If one were to make a closer inspection, 

however, they would be amazed by what they 

uncover. 

Each of the four sides of the column has four square 

panels that run from bottom to top. Each side relates 

a different, but similar, story. Starting from the 

lowest tile, an observer will find a figured dressed in 

the trappings of either a priest, a soldier, a politician, 

or doctor. All are standing at a literal crossroads, with 

three divergent paths that stretch off to the horizon. 

The second tile shows their respective figure's rise in 

their chosen profession (the soldier fighting an 

enemy, the priest tending to the sick, etc.). The third 

tile shows the figure enjoying the fruits of his chosen 

profession (the soldier commanding an army over a 

great battlefield, the priest giving a sermon in a large 

church, etc.). The fourth and final panel shows the 

figure on their deathbed, in a pious and peaceful 

pose surrounded by various family, friends, and 

admirers. 

Altogether it's a rather remarkable storytelling 

technique. If one studies the images, however, they 

will find certain elements that don't seem to fit, 

aspects whose meaning seem downright disturbing. 

For instance, there is a faint indication of a devilish 

figure hiding behind the protagonist in the first 

panels of each sequence, as if to suggest that they 

are making a literal deal with the devil in exchange 

for their success. The infernal motif is repeated in 

each succeeding panel, with background figures 

sporting horns on their head or cloven hooves on 

their feet. The pattern becomes more apparent in 

the final panels, as flames and tiny bat-winged 

demons repeatedly appear, as if foretelling the 

protagonist's descent into hell after they expire. 

As if that was not uncanny enough, legend says that 

if you look closely at the background in each picture, 

a far different tale unfolds ς that of the artist's 

murder. Lazlo Guttenheim was a renown sculptor of 

his day, and his work was highly fashionable for a 

time. At the height of his fame, a wealthy stapan (his 

name is curiously unrecorded) commissioned the 

artist to create this column which was to be 

displayed in his courtyard. It was meant to be a 

paean to his family's recent rise in the ranks of 

nobility. At the same time that Guttenheim began 

the work, however, he also started a secret affair 

with his patron's wife! 

This situation went on for months while the artist 

slowly toiled away at his work. In the final days, 

Guttenheim must have had a premonition of his own 

murder at the hands of the jealous husband. He 

decided to carve a record of the events leading up to 

his death in the hopes of condemning his killer. On 

the very night his masterpiece was unveiled, the foul 

deed was done, just as it had played out in 

Guttenheim's prophetic dream. 

After his death, the column gained a sinister 

reputation as several freak accidents occurred in the 

household. These incidents went on for several 

years, and the stapan eventually went bankrupt and 

had to sell the estate off. (Such is the fate of many 

noble houses in Borca.) When the new owner took 

over he had it unceremoniously removed from the 

premises, which explains its current placement. 

Hawkweed Fields (Richemulot) 

The convivial countryside of this domain is not 

where one would expect to find a landmark of a 

martial nature, but this is just what you'll see a a 

little ways north of Pont-A-Musea. Cracked armor, 

broken swords, and other assorted equipment can 

be found in the fields along the Road of Whispers. 

This was the site of a fierce, three-day battle, called 

the Crimson Mile, between Richemulotese and 

Falkovnian forces during the Borderlands War of 716 

BC. The invaders were eventually repulsed after 

several bloody skirmishes. It was Vlad's first, and 

only, attempt at conquering the country that 

suddenly appeared to his south. Each spring, as if in 

commemoration of the event, brilliant white flowers 

with rusted, red flecks on their petals bloom 

profusely. Dubbed Hawkweed by the locals, it is 
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claimed that they are only able to grow from the 

decomposed bodies of vanquished enemies. 

The Hive of the Whipperwelts 
(Sithicus) 

The Hive of the Whipperwelts is a terrifying sight 

when one comes upon it unexpectedly in the 

Misttop Hills region outside of Har-Thelen. It is a 

giant nest made out of leaves, mud, sticks, feathers, 

and anything else that can be scavenged from the 

forest. 

Legends say a swarm of these unique creatures 

appears whenever someone is on their deathbed, 

and pilfer the deceased's personal belongings to line 

their nest. As a consequence of their magpie-like 

behavior, a collection of odd items can is usually 

found hanging from the branches or laying on the 

ground beneath their hive. A word of warning to lazy 

thieves, however ς when I visited this site I was 

attacked en mass and came away with nasty red 

splotches and scratchy skin wherever I was stung. 

The thing that makes these creatures even more 

mysterious is that no one has been able to tell me 

exactly what a Whipperwelt is! Some say they are 

small birds that possess preternatural speed, while 

other say they are large insects with sharp, long 

stingers (similar to wasps). Mayhap they are a 

combination of both; they moved much too fast for a 

close examination. 

Interestingly enough, I have heard of several 

different hive locations. The Kender of the 

Fumewood in the northeast report finding a nest. As 

do the Wild Elves in the Iron Hills in central Sithicus. 

Perhaps they are spreading? 

 

 

 

 

 

(Underside of a Sociable Weaver Nest by Mr. 

Nightshade) 

Lonely Lizzy (Mordent) 

Along a forlorn stretch of the South Road, just before 

it enters Valachan, a creepy local legend has been 

circulating for decades. If you pass through any 

village in this area, superstitious locals will warn you 

to not pick up any hitchhikers. They say an apparition 

of a young girl, dressed in an out-of-date evening 

gown, appears on stormy nights and implores 

anyone who passes by to aid her in getting home. 

As the story goes, if assistance is offered to this 

winsome maiden she will graciously enter the coach 

and sit wherever indicated. She always gives the next 

village along the way as her destination. She is quite 

a lively chatterer, explaining that she was abandoned 

by an angry suitor at a nearby ball and was forced to 

find her own way home. After riding for an hour or 

so, she intimates that her house is very close and 

requests to slow down the carriage so she can find 

the entrance to the driveway in the rain. When the 

vehicle slows just enough, she suddenly leaps off, 

and quickly disappears around a thick bend of trees! 
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An abandoned farmhouse with a small family 

cemetery behind it can be found nearby. If the 

graveyard is explored a faded, tattered dressing 

gown is found draped over one of the tombstones 

whose occupant's name has been obscured by age. If 

this peculiar encounter is mentioned at the local 

tavern, residents will relate the story of Lonely Lizzy - 

a girl who was killed several years ago in a hit-and-

run accident after leaving a dance early after she saw 

her beau dancing with another girl. 

The Oblong Table (Barovia) 

Hidden deep within the eastern foothills of the 

Dreadmount, about halfway between Krezk and 

Vallaki, one will find a macabre relic of a bygone era. 

It lies on a small hillock with an unnaturally smooth 

and level summit that rises far above the 

surrounding treetops. If there ever was a path that 

lead to its apex time has erased any imprint off the 

face of its slope. I had to traipse over an unending 

string of thorny thickets to reach the top. 

On this plateau rests a large stone platform known 

as the Oblong Table. It is rectangular in shape, as 

wide as a man and twice as long. It is wedged into 

the soil at a significant angle, neither parallel to the 

ground nor standing straight up and down. Narrow 

channels run around its edge and are stained a dark 

brown by some liquid that sluiced through it ages 

ago. The very air surrounding this grim tableau made 

me uneasy, intimating that I stood on cursed ground. 

Nearby villagers believe it is an old Terg altar to their 

netherworld gods and was used for human 

sacrifices. They crafted this entire tableau sometime 

between their invasion of Barovia in 320 BC and 

their expulsion by the army of Strahd von Zarovich in 

347 BC. There is no telling how many prisoners of 

war met their end on its surface. 

Locals swear that it is being used to this very day by 

a cult of devil worshipers who seek to continue its 

bloody history of human sacrifice. They cite as proof 

the great boomings with no apparent source that are 

ƘŜŀǊŘ ŦƻǊ ƳƛƭŜǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ά5ǊǳƳǎ of the 

5ŜŀŘέΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǇƻǊŀŘƛŎ ŦƛǊŜǎ ǎǇƛŜŘ ōȅ ƭƻŎŀƭǎ ƻƴ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ 

days of the year are also hard to explain away. 

Reports of this phenomena are clustered around the 

spring equinox and summer solstice, suggesting a 

ritualistic origin for their appearance. I've heard of 

no one who is brave enough to venture into the 

foothills at night to discover the truth, however. 

The Old Man of the Sea (Sea of 
Sorrows) 

The Sea of Sorrows holds many secrets that people 

are now just beginning to understand, with each 

new discovery leading to more questions. The 

following phenomena is one such case. 

The Old Man of the Sea is commonly described as a 

stone outcropping shaped like the face of a bearded, 

wrinkled sea captain. The image is most widely seen 

in a profile only, with a prominent forehead, a 

pointed nose and a frowning mouth. Some sailors, 

however, have reported spying a visage more akin to 

a skull with empty eye sockets and a gaping, 

toothless maw. I attribute these instances to a trick 

of the sea fog. 

Its exact location is maddeningly hard to pin down, 

but it is most widely reported to manifest on the 

sheer cliffs that surround the island domain of 

Markovia. Scattered reports have located it on the 

southern bluffs of Blaustein, on the stone tower of 

the Asylum for the Mentally Disturbed in Dominia, 

and even on the gentle, rolling hills of Ghastria! 

Its origin is impossible to discern, but several sailor's 

legends attempt to explain its purpose. Some say it 

the a spirit of a skipper whose ship sunk after hitting 

a shallow reef and who now appears to warn other 

ships from a similar fate. Others say it is a magical 

totem that guards the hiding place of a fabulous 

treasure. 
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There are two conflicting omens universally 

associated with its appearance, however. Sailors 

believe the first person who spies its face is ensured 

good luck for the rest of the voyage. Secondly, it is 

believed that any ship that sights it is also destined 

to lose one of its crew before returning to port. 

Oftentimes, crew members argue over who spotted 

it first, and very nearly all of these arguments lead to 

violent brawls. When these fisticuffs turn lethal for 

the loser, the winner is naturally crowned as the true 

άCŀǾƻǊŜŘ hƴŜέΦ Iƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŘǳŜ ǘƻ ŀ 

supernatural agency and how much is self-fulfilling 

prophecy I leave for others to say. 

 

 

 

 

(Old Man of the Mountains by Boston Public Library) 

 

 

 

 

The Radiant Boy (Verbrek) 

While presently the forests seem to be winning out 

against civilization in this land, there once was a time 

when people were more populous than they are 

now. Evidence of this can easily be found in the Vale 

of Memory region where ruins of old and forgotten 

villages lie. While no buildings are completely intact, 

there are several crumbling brick chimneys and 

shallow stone cellars to be spied amongst the grass 

and underbrush. 

The apparition known as the Radiant Boy has not 

been extensively recorded, but the details of its 

manifestation are remarkable. He appears as a giant 

humanoid figure, naked except for a dull orange 

glow that surrounds him from head to toe. He seems 

to dance and stumble about for a time with no 

obvious purpose and twist all about as if being 

attacked. He gradually decreases in stature during 

this performance and is eventually reduced to the 

size of an adolescent boy. 

Eventually he gets up and dashes down into an old 

grating that must have been used as a fireplace at 

one time. After a few moments of darkness, a 

blinding flash of light illuminates the night and the 

apparition returns no more. This show is repeated 

several nights in a row, but no clear cause has been 

found to trigger its appearance. Due to this alarming 

activity, wolves are said to avoid this area at night. 

I do not encourage anyone to roam the untamed 

forests of Verbrek without good cause. And, I must 

admit, even I am not brave enough to test the 

veracity of this story. If anyone else but the stoic 

trappers and hunters of Verbrek had told such a tale, 

I would not believe it. Their only explanation for its 

mysterious actions is that the spirit is retracing its 

last moments, when its homestead was attacked by 

wolves many years ago. 
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Rhymer's Glen (Keening) 

The lonely, haunted domain of Keening is not often 

visited by casual travelers, and even most seasoned 

sojourners avoid it. There is one site I learned of, 

however, that I would be remiss if I omitted. 

It is known as Rhymer's Glen; whether named after 

the entity that lives there or for the first person that 

found it, I do not know. Located somewhere in the 

forest that surrounds the City of the Dead, it is said 

to be a large oval clearing hemmed by gnarled yew 

trees that provide a deep shade. I'm told is a rather 

idyllic place compared to the rest of the landscape 

that surrounds it. During the daytime, that is. 

If you happen upon it at night, or stay past sunset, an 

altogether different story is told. The knots on the 

tree trunks take on the appearance human faces 

twisted in torment and the leaves shine with an 

unearthly, silver glow. When the moon hangs high in 

the sky, a phantom champion dressed in archaic 

armor is said to appear and challenge any 

trespassers to a duel. The exact nature of this duel is 

unclear - some report it is a contest of riddles, while 

other says it is a test of might. If the visitor wins the 

match, I am told that they are granted a boon by the 

knight. If they lose, they forfeit their life. Clearly, only 

the most desperate souls would search out such a 

place and abide by such a deal. 

I, myself, was not successful in snuffing this place 

out, but I have heard a multitude of tales that attest 

to its existence. Interestingly, each story features a 

different adversary depending on where it is told ς 

the Tepestani believe the villain to be one of the Fey, 

the Vaasi say it is a stray plains cat altered by dark 

magic, and Darkonians say it is a cursed elf. 

The Salt Pan (Saragoss) 

Few are the men that can say they have visited this 

άƭŀƴŘέΣ ŀƴŘ ŦŜǿŜǊ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀǊŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ Ŏŀƴ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŜȅ 

have escaped from it. While this site may be nothing 

more than another mariners' tale, something in the 

repeated, haunting descriptions told by unlearned 

men from disparate lands makes me believe there is 

a ring of truth to it. 

Those I have interviewed explain that every so often 

a blanket of fog follows after one of those great 

wracking gales that the domain is famous for. A thick, 

cloudy vapor rolls steadily in from the northwest 

corner, and eventually covers the entire domain. If 

one is brave, or foolhardy, enough to enter this 

preternatural fog they will find themselves in an 

eerie twilight region. This Salt Pan, for this is what 

everything in this place is made from, is rumored to 

hide an exit from this dread realm. 

The salt forms crystalline structures that rise out of 

the water and form grotesque shapes. Everything 

seems disturbingly out joint and to have taken on 

weird proportions. Pustule-ridden mushrooms that 

belch noxious fumes, flowers with intricate, 

geometrically-shaped petals and razored edges, and 

even blank, staring eye sockets that seem to weep 

with a black, sticky tar have been reported. The 

rough outcroppings cast sinister shadows across the 

plain, and it is eerily quiet. I'm told the only thing 

one can hear is your boots crunching on the rime 

and the air has a tang that stings the nose. 

Sometimes the more unstable landforms break off 

and crash through the thin sheet of salt, causing 

cracks and sinkholes to appear. 

Inhabitants of this domain like to relate one story in 

particular to frighten newcomers. They say a long 

time ago one particularly headstrong castaway 

attempted to gain his freedom through this perilous 

egress. He fought through one hardship after 

another and despite all odds finally found the fabled 

portal. Just before he stepped through the gateway, 

however, he cast a final backward glance at the place 

he was leaving behind and was instantly turned into 

a pillar of salt! 
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(Dead Sea by Indyblue) 

The Screaming Skull of Abernathy 
Hall (Mordent)  

Jǳǎǘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿƴ ƻŦ .ƭŀŎƪōǳǊƴΩǎ /ǊƻǎǎƛƴƎΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

Vale of Twilight region, is a grim reminder of how the 

spirits of the long dead can still influence the 

present. The unique legend of the Screaming Skull of 

Abernathy Hall begins nearly a hundred years ago. 

Matthew Abernathy appeared in Mordent around 

656 BC, claiming to be a distant cousin of the 

Mournesworth family. He set himself up as a 

merchant and was eventually accepted by the 

reticent townsfolk. He acquired a modest fortune 

and a lovely young bride. In honor of his upcoming 

nuptials, he decided to build a grand mansion in the 

ǎǘȅƭŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŀƴŎŜǎǘƻǊǎΦ ¦ƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛǾŜ 

long enough to see the project finished. He died 

from a mysterious illness shortly after returning from 

their honeymoon. 

This is where the story gets interesting. His will made 

the curious stipulation that his bleached skull should 

be displayed on the central mantelpiece of his new 

home. (This is a very old tradition in the region and 

one whose origin is unknown.) The new widow, 

however, could not countenance such a gruesome 

reminder of her loss and refused. Instead, she put it 

in a locked cupboard in the cellar. Several weeks 

later, banging and wails began to issue from the 

basement. After several investigations by friends and 

family, the cause of the disturbances was clear. She 

eventually conceded to her late husband's wishes in 

order to keep the peace. It became quite a local 

sensation, and it is no wonder that people still tell 

the tale today. 

The whereabouts of the skull is now unknown. 

People say the widow had it sealed in the family 

crypt where she herself was interred after passing 

away. And, of course, locals say if anyone trespasses 

on the property they are accosted by hideous 

shrieking sounds until they are driven off the 

grounds. I'm inclined to believe these instances are 

the result of practical jokers, as youths frequently 

dare each other to spend the night in the decrepit 

mansion to prove their bravery. 

The Shrine of the Serpents (Sri Raji) 

In most cultures the serpent bears overwhelmingly 

sinister connotations. In the jungle-covered domain 

of Sri Raji, however, they are venerated. The Shrine 

of the Serpents is a modest temple complex 

dedicated to Manasa, the Rajian goddess of snakes. 

It is home to the Rainbow Arch, which is purported 

to be the site of her first earthly manifestation. A 

dedicated priesthood maintain this sacred site 

alongside hundreds of snakes. 

It is located along the Moksha Sadak (Enlightenment 

Road) a few hours north of the junction of the Jangal 

Sadak (Jungle Road) that leads to the village of Pakat 

and the Pragya Sadak (Wisdom Road) that leads to 

the town of Tvashtri. 

Once a year, the great Naga (the Rajian word for 

snake) Festival is held. There is no fixed date for this 

celebration as its timing is decided through complex 

religious calculations I don't pretend to understand. 

It always coincides, however, with the end of the 

months long monsoon season. 

On the appointed day, inhabitants from each village 

carry a specially crafted clay effigy of the goddess 

upon a large, colorfully decorated bier and lead a 

procession that terminates at the temple courtyard. 
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Manasa is most commonly depicted as a lithe, 

graceful lady with her arms and legs adorned with 

snakes as bangles or necklaces. She is sometimes 

shown to be standing under a hooded canopy 

comprised of several cobras. 

Supplicants bring their ailing relatives to be healed, 

especially if they suffered a snakebite. Additionally, a 

native kills a serpent on accident (that is, one of 

those believed to be under the goddess' protection) 

they will bring an offering to the shrine to placate 

the deity. 

There are scores of different species of snakes living 

in the Sri Rajian jungle, but there are only a handful 

that most travelers will ever come across, 

traditionally known as the Big Four: 

 1) The Milk Stripe ς Named for the long white stripe 

that runs down its back, this brown, non-venomous 

snake lurks around farms and the outskirts of 

villages. It subsists on a diet of insects and small 

rodents. Most people tolerate its presence because 

it keeps vermin out of their food stores and homes. 

2) The Jeweled Cobra ς Named for the unique string 

of diamond-shaped markings found on its hood. It 

has a very startling appearance, but is non-

venomous. It makes its home in the jungle, but is 

most often seen in street shows put on by fakirs who 

claim a mystical connection to this serpent and 

control its actions with recorder music. The most 

famous of these purported snake charmers is a 

hermit known as Pungi, who can be found 

performing in Tvashtri. 

3) The Hanging Viper ς This jade-colored snake is 

venomous and can grow very large (up to 20 feet by 

some reports). It is a tree snake, hence its name, and 

drops down from above to surprise its prey. It eats 

almost anything it can encoil, such as frogs, lizards 

and monkeys. I'm told it is capable of killing and 

devouring a human being, but encounters with it are 

rare. 

4) The Black Darter AKA The Night Whisperer ς this 

snake is covered in shiny black scales except for two 

ōǊƛƎƘǘ ǊŜŘ ǎǇƻǘǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǘǎ άŜŀǊǎέ ŀǊŜΦ Lǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ŀ 

distinct but faint swishing noise as it travels and is 

considered the deadliest of all snakes in this domain. 

Its fast-acting venom can incapacitate a full grown 

tiger. It roams wherever it can find prey and has 

been known to attack children and pets. 

Within the temple walls, however, all of these 

different species live in a peaceful co-existence. All 

the snakes that live under the temple roof are 

incredibly docile, even the venomous ones. Every 

once in a while an albino snake appears, and it is 

considered an avatar of Manasa and treated with the 

utmost care and respect. If one finds such a 

specimen in the wild it is considered a blessing and 

seen as a sign of great favor from the goddess. 

Sinner Stones (Nidala) 

While no official holy sites besides village churches 

dedicated to the worship of Belenus are allowed to 

exist in this land, there are a still some spots that 

provide a link to a more pagan past that this land's 

ruler cannot completely erase. 

Meadows with irregularly placed, giant-sized stones 

dot the landscape of the eastern portion of this 

domain. These megalithic collections are made of 

irregular shaped boulders filled with quartz and silica 

known locally as sarsenstone. I'm told that in the 

past they served as meeting places for communities 

to come together for seasonal rites and local festivals 

that featured dancing, feasting, and other 

merrymaking. 

Some sites, such as Stange Acre and Scorn Hill are 

arranged in concentric circles. Others such as the 

Cripplet Rocks and Witherstane Ridge are laid out in 

long rows. Some sites, such as the Merry Maidens, 

The Drunk Dancers, and the Skurling Devils follow no 

pattern at all. 

Elena has re-purposed these places, however, to 

serve as an object lesson in disobedience.  Each one 

has a legendary origin attached to it, but all follow 

the same transgressive pattern. The Drunk Dancers, 
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for instance, are purported to be a group of revelers 

who had one too many to drinks after the taverns 

closed and broke the prohibition against dancing on 

a holy day. The Skurling Devils are supposedly the 

remains of miscreants that played the outlawed 

game of Skittles all through the night and were 

turned to stone just as the sun rose. 

Presently, they are universally regarded as places of 

ill omen and locals avoid them. Certain outcroppings 

are said to draw more than their share of lightning 

during thunderstorms. Others are said to regularly 

rearrange themselves during the night - such as the 

infamous Goad Stones of Bogie Downs that are 

never found in the same place twice. Some locals 

even believe these stones are multiplying and will 

eventually stretch their way all across the land. 

¢ƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƛƴŦŀƳƻǳǎ ǎƛǘŜ ƛǎ hŘŘŀǊΩǎ ¢ŀǊƴΣ ƭƻŎŀǘŜŘ Ƨǳǎǘ 

outside the tiny hamlet of Oneire in the southeast. It 

appears to be a large rock cellar set in a moss-

covered hillside that is supposedly the resting place 

of an ogre that once terrorized the surrounding 

lands. Whether there is any truth to the story or not, 

it does seem to attract a significant amount of 

supernatural creatures who use it as a lair. Will-O'-

The-Wisps have been reported for years, and big, 

black dogs are said to patrol the area. The entire 

region must be periodically cleared out by Elena's 

forces. 

(Avesbury Stone Circle by Erinc Salor) 

Slaughter Bridges (Nova Vaasa) 

Nearly every city in this domain has a bridge one 

must cross to enter, and almost all of these 

thoroughfares (such as the Prince's Causeway in 

Kantora and the Gritstone Gateway in Egertus) have 

a story attached to them that relates a grisly episode 

from the town's past. While the details may differ 

from place to place, the stories are similar and can 

be broken down into roughly two different themes: 

The Wailing Bridge, leading north out of Liara, is 

purported to be the site of a sad series of events. 

Years ago, a noblewoman became pregnant by a 

commoner, and in order to avoid bringing shame to 

her family she got rid of the newborn by tossing it off 

the bridge. After this ghastly deed was done, 

however, she immediately regretted her rash 

decision and jumped into the river in an attempt to 

save her child's life. She was never seen again. 

The next morning, only the baby's swaddling blanket 

was found on the riverbank. Now, on foggy nights 

villagers say they can hear the sound of an infant 

wailing coming from underneath the bridge. The 

specter of the disraught mother, too, is often spotted 

searching up and down the river banks for her lost 

baby. 

The Executioner's Bridge in Arbora, meanwhile, 

gained its nickname after a spectacular episode in 

local history. Several years back a particularly nasty 

bandit was caught and sentenced to be hanged for 

his crimes. His gang broke him out of jail, however, 

and made it all the way to the covered bridge that 

led out of town before they were ambushed by the 

local gendarmes. The bandit was shot full of arrows 

during the clash and plummeted to the water below. 

His body was never recovered by the authorities. 

Now, locals say his ghosts haunts the crossing were 

he met his gruesome end. He is known as the 

Shadow Man because appears as an impossibly dark 

silhouette, at all times of day and night, on the far 

side of the bridge (no matter which direction one is 

traveling). Sometimes the figure just peaks around a 
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corner, while at other times it seems to follow 

several paces behind travelers. Others report the 

sound of arrows being loosed, and the breeze from 

these phantom projectiles passing close by can be 

felt on the face. While these manifestations may be 

startling to the unwary, no actual injuries have ever 

been recorded. Clearly more of a nuisance than a 

danger, it seems this spirit especially likes to taunt 

members of law enforcement. 

The Spire of Tears (Falkovnia) 

This next location may only be a mirage, but even a 

simple trick of the light is welcome enough in such a 

dreary land. 

About halfway between Aerie and Silbervas, on the 

southeast corner of Lake Kriegvogel, the remnants of 

an ancient fortress sit atop a small waterfall. Sunlight 

reflecting off the misty spray makes these ruins 

sparkle from a distance and naturally draws the eyes 

of travelers along the Scythe Highway. I approached 

this site cautiously, and can confirm that the 

twinkling gets brighter and brighter after cresting 

each hill. But, when I drew closer to the waterfall's 

edge this unique effect suddenly winks out and I 

found myself amidst nothing but weathered stones 

and rotting wood. 

That is not the end of the wonders in this area, 

however. When I peered over the cliff's edge, a fully 

restored castle appears on the small island at the 

base of the falls! Even though it looks solid enough 

from far away, I managed to climb down into the 

grotto and  it too disappeared when up close. The 

locals call this place the Spire of Tears and rumors 

has it that a great treasure lies here, waiting form 

someone clever enough to unlock its secret hiding 

place. 

Druids I have spoken with say this is one in a group 

of four such keeps, each dedicated to a primal 

element. They point to the Radiant Tower in Lekar 

(standing for Fire) and the Silbervas Aerie (standing 

for Air) as part of the set. They also swear there is 

fourth, and final, elemental tower, that of Earth, that 

is yet to be discovered. Some suggest it can be found 

within the sewers of Stanengrad, while others 

believe it is concealed within the Crumbling Hills. 

While these are interesting possibilities, I have not 

seen nor heard any evidence of it in my travels. 

Dread Possibility: There are actually three keeps. 

One is the ruins on top, the other is the mirage on 

the island. The third keep is a reflection underneath 

the waters at the base of the falls. It is this image 

that hides the entrance way to the real castle. 

Fortune seekers must dive into the roiling water and 

ǎǿƛƳ Řƻǿƴ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜȅ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ άƎŀǘŜέΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŀ 

moment of vertigo, swimmers will find themselves 

turned right side up and standing in a richly 

furnished (and dry) palace. This is the site Maeve 

and Loht have chosen to convene a Fairie Court 

every 10 years, where Shadow Fey who live outside 

the Shadow Rift can have their complaints 

adjudicated or their banishment repealed. 

The Steps (Invidia) 

With Malacchio's troops, Falkovnian mercenaries, 

and other, less human, monsters roaming all over 

the countryside, the need to covertly move things 

into and out of this domain has led to the creation of 

The Steps. It is combined series of hidden pathways 

used by special operatives to insure safe travel for 

people and goods. A motley assortment of groups 

use it ς Gundarakite rebels, Halan witches, and the 

Vistani to name but a few. 

While I don't pretend to be intimately acquainted 

with this system, I can relate a little of what I have 

found out through discrete inquiries. It consists of 

two main trails, referred to as flights. The first, called 

the Fortune's Spindle, runs from south to north - it 

starts in the Vulpwood, passes the town of Katrina, 

skirts the Bleak Sisters and continues on into the 

Blightwood of Borca. The second, called the Devil's 

Waltz, runs from west to east; it starts at the 

Serpent's Tongue River, crosses  the Crucible 
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(avoiding the area surrounding Castle Hunadora), 

continues on through the Ducal Forest and deposits 

travelers outside of Ziedenburg in Barovia. 

Although I have outlined the general direction the 

flights take, I am assured that these are guidelines 

only, and I do not betray the confidence of my 

informants. Numerous smaller paths branch off from 

the main thoroughfares and at several points the 

routes circle around on themselves, a technique 

used to trick pursuers into thinking they have lost 

the trail. In addition, several waystations (with 

flowery names such as Mudswallow, Barktop, 

Moonspark, and Stonebeak) can be used as entry 

and exit points all up and down each flight. 

Naturally, the need for secrecy has produced several 

unique methods of indicating which avenue a guide 

should take while at the same times preventing 

enemies from tracing their path. Fake birds nests, 

stacking stones, and patterns burned into the bark of 

tree trunks (called blazing) are all used to help mark 

the correct way. The most ingenious method I have 

learned of is known as tree bending. This is where 

one takes a branch of a small tree and bends it at a 

right angle so that when it grows larger this bent 

limb points out the correct direction one should 

follow. 

The Steps played a significant role in the infamous 

Salvation Run episode that occurred a few years 

back. Gundarakite rebels were bringing much 

needed supplies to a small outpost in the 

Dreadwood. When they approached close to their 

destination they were surprised to find Malacchio's 

soldiers laying siege to the base. Faced with certain 

doom if they stayed and fought, the Gundarakites 

decided to utilize The Steps in a wild gambit - using 

themselves as bait to lure a portion of the militia 

into following them deeper into the woods and 

giving their compatriots in the fort a better chance at 

survival. The commander of the Dukkar's troops 

walked right into this trap, as a detachment was sent 

to chase the interlopers and  subsequently followed 

their quarry halfway across the domain. Ironically, 

they lost more troops in the pursuit than they would 

have if they had stayed and completed their original 

objective of destroying the rebel camp. Of course, 

the Gundarakites lost most of the supplies they were 

carrying as well, but they considered the trade-off 

well worth it. 

 

(Bent Tree by GollyGForce) 

The Sunken Hippodrome (Darkon) 

This is a major edifice that is nearly impossible to 

reach due just as much to its current location as well 

as to the ravages of time. Along the southwestern 

edge of Lake Stagnus lies a handful of scattered 

marble columns breaking the surface and jutting into 

the air at weird angles. That, and a few broken 

statues ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƭŜŦǘ ƻŦ ŀ ƳŀǎǎƛǾŜ ƘƛǇǇƻŘǊƻƳŜ 

that was located in the heart of Il Aluk during the 

reign of Darcalus. The rest of the structure lies 

underneath 50-100 feet of muddy water. 
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It is well over 300 years since its halcyon days, when 

bombastic spectacles of all kinds were staged 

regularly. The Eternal Order performed weekly group 

sacrifices where heretics and other undesirables 

were thrown to gryphons or hacked to pieces by 

bloodthirsty fighters. Elaborate, mock ship battles 

were arranged on special occasions, with water from 

the Vuchar River being diverted to flood the entire 

ground floor. Chariot races and gladiator matches 

were held daily and weekly, and attended with 

almost as much fervor as the religious ceremonies. 

Now, on clear moonlit nights only ghostly echoes of 

agony or the far off roar of a crowd can be heard by 

those who ride along the King's Highway. During my 

journeys, I was brave enough to investigate further 

and can report the appearance of eerie, glowing 

phantoms that re-enact their last moments of life 

below the surface of the water. 

Some twisted individuals seek out this location 

during special holy days (Darkest Night being one 

such time) to use the drowned spirits as an oracle. 

They say if the light of a dead man's candle is shined 

upon a submerged corpse (which remain amazingly 

well preserved), one can acquire a so-called Dead 

Man's Fortune. These predictions are never wrong, 

but the departed spirits extract a dreadful price for 

such intrusions - usually a boon to help them to 

attain their eternal rest. 

How this colossal structure arrived at its current 

resting place nearly 30 miles outside the city limits is 

one of the great unsolved mysteries of the Arcane 

Age. 

The Twin Coffins (Nova Vaasa) 

Just outside the city limits of Bergovitsa, one will find 

two rough-hewn stone sarcophagi lying amongst the 

short, golden grass of the Kesjermark. One is man-

sized and the other is easily twice as large. There are 

pictures carved on each of the lids - the smaller one 

shows a knight dressed in armor reminiscent of the 

Bridling Period and the other shows a crudely drawn 

dragon with the face of a bearded man. The larger 

slab sits at the foot of the smaller one, as if to 

memorialize the warrior's defeat of the monster. 

Arcane glyphs are scattered across both surfaces, but 

have yet to be definitely translated. 

The two noble houses that rule this region, the 

Rivtoffs and the Vistins, each claim the Unknown 

Knight, as he is called locally, as one of their own 

ancestors. Indeed, this place is often used as a 

dueling site for noble scions and other ne'er-do-wells 

to prove they are as valiant and strong as their 

progenitor. 

The origin of the dragon, however, is much less clear. 

Some say it was a magical creature that wandered 

up from the domain of Hazlan. Others claim it 

depicts an ancestor of the plains cats that  roam this 

ŀǊŜŀΦ aƻǎǘ ǎŎƘƻƭŀǊǎ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ άŘǊŀƎƻƴέ ƛǎ ƛƴ 

actuality a centaur, a mythical half-man half-horse 

hybrid. They have no explanation, however, for why 

the image of such a beast would appear in such a 

desolate area. 

Dread Possibility: The two effigies are not hero and 

monster but ancient wardens that stand guard over 

the tomb of a lich once known as Sallowstalker. Even 

though he was defeated, those who triumphed over 

him were unable to destroy his phylactery. They 

decided to bury it deep in the earth in the middle of 

nowhere and placed these mystical stones over it to 

prevent the lich's return. Sallowstalker's soul has 

remained intact after all these years and he hopes 

that the shedding of innocent blood on this site will 

soon weaken the seal's strength so that he can 

commandeer a new body and regenerate himself. 

Afterward  

That concludes my survey of sacred sites and 

legendary landmarks in the Land of the Mists. I hope 

you get as much enjoyment reading about them as I 

have in experiencing them. Until we meet again on 

the road... 
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AUTHOR'S NOTE 

This article clearly owes a great debt to the Seven 

Wonders of the World (both ancient and modern) 

and is inspired by my love for all things paranormal. 

While I believe that most real world legends have a 

rational explanation, supernatural origins make for 

much better stories. That is what I have tried to 

recreate here. 

I have culled and combined folklore from all over the 

world, but have leaned most heavily upon the 

following two books for source material and story 

seeds: 

Albion: A Guide to Legendary Britain by Jennifer 

Westwood 

Weird U.S. By Mark Moran and Mark Sceurman 

 

" 
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Excerpts from  
³The Register of 

Monsters´ 

by Stanton F. Fink 
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6ÐÌßÌ èÈá 1ÕÈâÚ  âÚÚ   continued his majesty, modestly declining the snuff-box and the compliment  âÐÌßÌ èÈá 

Plato, too, for whom I, at one time, felt all the affection of a friend. You knew, Plato, Bon-Bon?  ah! no, I beg a 

thousand pardons. He met me at Athens, one day, in the Parthenon, and told me he was distressed for an idea. I bade 

ÐÑÖ èßÑâÌ ËÚèØ âÐÈâ ´ Ώ´   ΅  ῶΏ [[΅  ῶΏ]] Ὺ Ῥ´  (Ì áÈÑË âÐÈâ ÐÌ èÚäÕË ËÚ áÚ  ÈØË èÌØâ ÐÚÖÌ  èÐÑÕÌ ) áâÌÛÛÌË ÚæÌß âÚ 

âÐÌ 1ëßÈÖÑËá  "äâ Öë ÊÚØáÊÑÌØÊÌ áÖÚâÌ ÖÌ ÍÚß âÐÌ ÕÑÌ  ÈØË ÐÈáâÌØÑØÏ ÉÈÊÔ âÚ !âÐÌØá  ) ÈßßÑæÌË ÉÌÐÑØË âÐÌ ÛÐÑÕÚáÚÛÐÌß á 

chair as he was ÑØËÑâÑØÏ âÐÌ Ὺ Ῥ´  'ÑæÑØÏ âÐÌ ÏÈÖÖÈ È ÍÑÕÕÑÛ èÑâÐ Öë ÍÑØÏÌß ) âäßØÌË Ñâ äÛáÑËÌ ËÚèØ  5Ú âÐÌ sentence 

ØÚè ßÌÈËá ´ Ώ´   ΅  ῶΏ [[΅  ῶΏ]] Ὺ Ὸ´  ÈØË Ñá  ëÚä ÛÌßÊÌÑæÌ  âÐÌ ÍäØËÈÖÌØâÈÕ ËÚÊâßÑØÌ ÚÍ ÐÑá ÖÌâÈÛÐëáÑÊá 

Edgar Allen Poe "ÚØ-"ÚØ 
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 In ancient times, when the world was still new, and the quelling of the Titans was still recent, there were a 

pair of rebel gods living in the ocean.  One, Liyvatan, the Ocean's Roar, was a dragon who looked like a whale, 

while the other, Numu Hava, the Salt Mother, was a fish who was an island.  Both schemed to wrench authority 

from the Heavens in order to control the mortals of the land by themselves.  To accomplish this, one rebel god 

sired an army of monsters to cow the land-dwellers, while the other tried to tempt the people of the dirt with the 

treasures of the sea.  Both plots were thwarted and both gods beaten back into the water.  Frustrated, the 

Ocean's Roar and the Salt Mother called upon their third sibling, the Greater King Of The Deeper Darkness, the 

Apokrytaros, to assist them.  As per its siblings' request, the Apokryltaros assailed the land with an unending 

plague of worms, then manipulated the land-dwellers into warring with each other in order to destroy the lot of 

them. 

 The Ocean's Roar and the Salt Mother realized that their sibling intended to destroy the land, and pleaded 

with the Apokryltaros to stop.  When it ignored them, Liyvatan and Numu Hava begged the gods of the Heavens 

to stop their errant sibling.  So, the Host of Heaven charged one of their own, some say Shamash, the Sword Of 

The Sun, others say Bao Han, the Tiger Of The Sky, to defeat this king of worms.  Armed with the Spear of Wind, 

this god did battle with the Apokryltaros, and vanquished it, casting it ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǊŜŀƭƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ !ōȅǎǎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŀǎ άǘƘŜ 

[ŀƴŘ ƻŦ !ǎƘ ŀƴŘ {ƘŀŘƻǿΣέ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƛŜǎ ǇƛƴƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ŘŀȅΦ 
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 The first SuihuΣ ƻǊ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ά{ǳƛ IǳΣέ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŎŜ ŀ ƎƻŘ ƻŦ ƳŀǊǎƘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǊƛǾŜǊǎ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ŎƘŀǊƎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƛƴƎ 

the peoples and animals of his domain.  At first, Sui Hu was satisfied with simply eating greedy or cruel hunters, 

and collecting tithes of jaozi from the snail-gatherers.  But Sui Hu was a hungry god, and a greedy beast at that, 

and he changed the courses of his rivers to flood the forests so he could devour all the beasts of the land, then 

chased his snail-gatherers into their villages.  Upon hearing the lament of the beasts and the prayers of the snail-

gatherers, Sui Hu's brothers and sisters grew angry with him, and banished him to a lake for all time. 

 Centuries later, a drought came and drank up Sui Hu's not so bottomless prison, freeing the outcast 

monster to roam the land once more.  The land Sui Hu remembered was gone, ravaged by drought and war, and 

its inhabitants afflicted with hunger and disease, saddening the beast.  And then a boy in a blasted village saw 

him, and raised a stick at him in desperation.  Sui Hu offered to loan his power  to the boy, as a gift, but only if the 

boy was willing to take it.  And the boy was very willing: the two fought, and Sui Hu let the boy slay him, allowing 

himself to be skinned alive, and his flesh cut into pieces to feed the other villagers. 

 After that, the boy wore Sui Hu's fur as a badge of honor, growing into a strong and powerful hunter.  This 

hunter could bring any creature to bay and make a trophy and a meal of it, such was his might that a sword in his 

hand could slay an elephant, and a twig thrown could down even a great peng vulture.  Eventually, the hunter's 

might was such that he needed only his pawlike hand to catch otherwise terrifying prey.  This hunter who was 

once a boy once had a name.  When he was a hero, his name sprung from people's lips like the peeling of a 

chorus of bells.  What his name is, what his name was is unimportant now.  When this mighty hero finally 

remembered that Sui Hu's power was only loaned to him, he realized he had become Sui Hu.  And then so did the 

next hero who slew him, and the one who slew the next. 
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 The Green Empress is remembered by the descendants of her peoples as a horrible bogeywoman, a 

grasping tyrant who nearly slew the world as a side effect of her hubris. 

 Most modern historians dismiss the accounts of Empress Ciyeh being a malevolent diabolist as being 

blood libel by misogynistic scholars eager to curry favor with Ciyeh's successors.  Actually, those accounts of 

Empress Ciyeh's later reign were accurate, as Ciyeh was a powerful archmage who borrowed much of her power 

through a pact she made with the demon lord known as the Apokryltaros. 

 In the last few decades of Ciyeh's life and reign, she became obsessed with amassing enough power to 

transform herself into a goddess, or, according to others, a demon lord as powerful as her master.  She had 

commissioned a device that would accomplish this; how it would have done so differs with each telling.  All 

accounts agree that Ciyeh's device required the consumption of all of her imperial subjects in the presence of the 

Apokryltaros.  Her attempts to summon the Greater King Of The Deeper Darkness was sabotaged either by a 

rakshasa quisling, or the Sui Hu, and this failure resulted in her own terrible death, together with all living things 

in her capital. 

 The Green Empress still exists as a ghost, a wandering ball of black and green flames that grants wishes to 

those wicked enough to pay her price. 
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 The Popobawa is an insidious incubus who lives on an island.  The Popobawa delights in assaulting people, 

and thrives on driving his victims insane, usually by whispering reviling things true and false into their ears. 

 tƻǇƻōŀǿŀΣ ƻǊ άhƭŘ .ŀǘǿƛƴƎΣέ ƛǎ ŀ ǎƘŀǇŜǎƘƛŦǘŜǊ ǿƘƻ Ŏŀƴ ŀǇǇŜŀǊ ŀǎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ ǊŜǾŜŀƭ ǘƻ ƛǘǎ 

victims, or as nothing at all.  The only constants are a shadowy presence, and the lingering stench of fresh 

brimstone. 

 Those spiritualists who can stomach Old Batwing's repugnant personality can learn fell secrets from this 

demonic phantasm, but the students of Popobawa are invariably just as repulsive as their teacher even before 

their mentorship. 
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 !ǎǎŀǎǎƛƴ Ŏŀǘǎ ŀǊŜ ŀ ǎǇŜŎƛŜǎ ƻŦ ŘŜƳƻƴƛŎΣ ǎǳǇŜǊŦƛŎƛŀƭƭȅ ŦŜƭƛƴŜ ŀƴƛƳŀƭ ƛƴŘƛƎŜƴƻǳǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎƘŀǎǘƭȅ ά/ǊŀǿƭƛƴƎ 

CƻǊŜǎǘΦέ 

 The long, snaking tongue of the assassin cat is tipped with venomous barbs, giving the beast its common 

name. 

 Some travelers to the Crawling Forest come to capture and domesticate assassin cats, who can be trained 

to become dogged guard beasts, and affectionate, but unreliable companions.  Aside from each other, and their 

demonic relatives, no cat can tolerate the assassin cat's presence, not even werecats or rakshasas.  As such, an 

assassin cat can be used to divine the presence and identity of shapeshifting or magically obfuscated felids. 
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 One can say ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ά²ŀǘŜǊƳŜƭƻƴ ±ŀƳǇƛǊŜέ ƛǎ ŀ ǎǇŜŎƛŜǎ ƻŦ ǇƻƭǘŜǊƎŜƛǎǘ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Iȅƻǳǘŀƴ YƻȊǳΦ  

These creatures are born when an intact watermelon is allowed to go unpicked until the first full moon on or 

immediately after the first frost of Autumn.  Once this occurs, wandering evil spirits aggregate inside of the fruit, 

animating it as a rolling, moaning creature that thirsts for spilled blood. 

 Because the watermelon vampire lacks limbs, it must sate its insatiable thirst through more subtle means.  

In most cases, a watermelon vampire tries to lure a victim outside and into its path, where the victim can be 

tripped or bowled over, then trampled to death.  In some instances, watermelon vampires have been observed 

cooperating with each other, and or devising surprisingly complex schemes and sabotage. 

 The only way to reliably exorcise a watermelon vampire is to lure it into a cauldron filled with boiling 

water that has been boiling for one day.  Once this is accomplished, the cauldron must be stirred with a broom 

until the creature's body disintegrates, whereupon one then burns the broom, too.  Otherwise, a watermelon 

vampire that is allowed to continue killing and feeding through the winter will hatch into a more nefarious horror 

come the first thaw. 
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