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Expecf the Unexpecfed!

Be Prepared

Welcome to the eighth instalment in the hideous abomination known as Quoth the
Raven. Like all good things, an issue of Quoth the Raven takes time to make.
Unfortunately for our readers and our contributors, that amount of time can vary without
warning. We like to pride ourselves on our quality product, though as some of our more
professional readers have pointed out in the past, our editing work often leaves much to
be desired. I’d like to take a moment to tell our readers that in the last few months there
have been a lot of changes.

Many of the members of the Fraternity have experienced difficulties in our jobs, our
career pursuits and some of us have had complications with our health. We have tried to
devote our free time to working on the netzine, though in all the hustle and bustle of daily
life, the netbook was often forgotten. In my own case, I have spent the last few months
in a particularly difficult period of Teachers College. Naturally, this netzine was a
secondary priority, and I focused my efforts upon teaching. Unfortunately, having failed
my last evaluations. I have little show for my work except a big student debt and a shaken
confidence. Funny how sometimes you forget the things that make you happy, just when
you need them the most.

Life is like that, though. Its full of twists and turns and the funny reversals you
never expected. Of course, if you’re in Ravenloft, you probably won’t be laughing.
When a player character enters the mists, he readies himself for the terrors that await.
Silver swords are buckled beside vials of holy water, while a wooden stake is held in
white clenched knuckles. Everyone expects the classic monsters; the lycanthropes, the
golems, the vampires; but no one is quite ready for the unnameable things, the creatures
that can’t be studied and written up in a Van Richten’s Guide.

There are many things in the land of mists that could be called monsters, from
undying corpses to shape changing cannibals. These fiends are deadly predators, to be
feared and avoided by all. Yet as frightening as these beings may be, they are far more
bizarre monsters lurking in the dark corners of the demiplane of dread.

In the shadows they slither, hidden from prying eyes. Formless, mindless; they are
freaks amongst monsters, insanity made flesh. Cruel waste products of science, horrible
flukes of magic or even the tragic mistakes of nature; they are the anathema of all life.
Few dare seek the truth behind these things, for to gaze upon these mutations is to peer
into the mouth of madness. All the worse is the fate of the ignorant, torn asunder by
gnashing teeth, flayed alive by whipping tendrils or simply dissolved in protoplasmic
jelly. Read now of aberrations and learn to expect the unexpected.

ScS.
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Skin
An Original Sfory

By Joseph “Bela” Zeffelmaier
zefelmaier@aol.com

“Can you feel that?”

Laurie Weathermay-Foxgrove rubbed her eyes. Ever since she’d set foot in Horace
Lyncroft’s country estate, she’d felt a strange buzzing in her head. It was not debilitating,
or particularly uncomfortable, but the strong-willed woman couldn’t seem to ignore it.
Neither could her sister.

“Like a humming in your head?” replied Gennifer.

Laurie nodded. “I thought I was just getting a headache.”

The two had been in the waiting room for only a few minutes, yet they felt uneasy.
Lyncroft was a writer of moderate fame, specializing in tales of horror and madness. His
books were filled with ancient monsters from before time as well as the poor souls who
encountered them and invariably lost their minds. Laurie never developed a taste for his
macabre style, but Gennifer was quite fond of his stories. Indeed, a copy of Lyncroft’s
The Thing from Beyond was buried in her traveling pack.

Clearly, the author had done well for himself. His estate was nestled in the
woodlands outside of Maykle. While not grandiose, the manor had nobility to it. Large
wrought-iron gates surrounded the small manor house and gargoyles adorned the
rooftops. Clearly, Lyncroft appreciated his solitude. Still, when they’d asked his odd
servant if they could speak to him, the man did not turn them away. And so they waited
in this well-furnished room until he summoned them.

Laurie stared at one of the portraits in the room. It was of a married couple, wearing
clothing from a few decades past. But the woman seemed slightly unusual. She was tall
and strong, her jet black hair long and wild, quite unlike the traditional Darkonian norm.

“Who is she, do you think?” inquired Laurie.

The studious Gennifer studied the picture. He looked at the woman with scrutiny,
before speaking her mind. “She looks Barovian. Odd, considering the typical Darkonian
reaction to them.”

“Horace’s mother, maybe?”

“Indeed.” came a deep voice. The twin doors opened to reveal a scarecrow thin
man in a stylish brown suit. Though well dressed, he appeared sickly; his hair was wild
and unkempt, hanging in dark clumps around his head, partially obscuring his baggy
bloodshot eyes. “My mother was Mirsada Petrov, a minor noble from Immol. She met
my father when he was traveling abroad. His mercantile endeavors are the reason I live as
comfortably as I do.” The speaker offered his hand to Gennifer. “Horace Lyncroft, at
your service. You must be Gennifer, yes?” The young woman nodded, shaking his hand.
“I recently came into possession of your Arsenal. Quite an interesting read, I must say.”

Gennifer bowed in appreciation. “Thank you. From accomplished writer such as
yourself....”
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Horace shook the compliment away. “I write only the horrors of my own
imagination. It is the two of you who do truly inspiring work, helping those who would
do battle against real monsters.”

Laurie, never one for compliments, finally spoke up. “Well, that’s actually why
we’re here, Mr. Lyncroft.”

“Horace. Please.”

“All right then, Horace. As you already know, we are acquaintances with Toret
Johann Severin. As are you.”

Horace nodded. “Indeed. After reading your Arsenal, I’'m beginning to wonder if
there is anyone he doesn’t know.”

Laurie paced as she spoke. “Simply put, we need a man of your experience.”

Horace sat himself in a plush chair and rang a little bell. “You’ve come a long way
from Mordentshire to find me.”

Gennifer continued for Laurie. “The truth is, we’ve been in Darkon for the past few
weeks, investigating a series of unusual disappearances. We are convinced that the
creature responsible for these disappearances is not human at all.”

Though an inexperienced eye would have missed it, Laurie noticed Horace’s skin
begin to pale. His mouth hung agape for a moment, but before he could reply, the
double-doors opened again.

Into the room strode a short man carrying a tray of drinks. He was dressed in a
simple cotton shirt and trousers, though he carried himself proudly. Still, it was his face
that truly caught the eye. His head was large and round, and the well-traveled twins
realized quickly that he was not a short man at all, but rather, a tall dwarf. Like most
dwarves he possessed a beard, if only a trim steel-grey lock, barely hanging below his
chin. Yet unlike any other dwarf the twins has seen before, his head was completely
shaved save a long topknot.

Horace spoke up. “Ladies, allow me to introduce Kurnyn Lorestone, an old friend
of mine. “

Laurie nodded. “Yes, he showed us in.”

Gennifer waved away Laurie’s curtness. “It’s a pleasure, Mr. Lorestone.”

The dwarf nodded, and then sat down himself. “Manners ‘n muscle, eh?”

Gennifer shot him a curious look, and he continued. “You’re the polite one, and
your sis there is the strong arm, yeah? You’re books and she’s brawn.”

Gennifer smiled. “I suppose that’s one way to look at it.”

“Gennifer here is a student of the mystic arts.” interrupted Horace.

“Like I said,” grunted the dwarf.

Laurie sighed loudly. “Pleasantries aside, we have a matter of some importance to
discuss.”

Horace chimed in. “Well, I’'m afraid you may have made the journey for nothing.
I’m not exactly versed in monster-hunting. All my beasts come from a pen and a twisted
imagination borne of sleepless nights. But I do wish you luck in your hunt.”

Laurie didn’t even let him finish. “The thing we are hunting is an Illithid.”

Kurnyn shot a glance over to Lyncroft. The Darkonian writer stammered for a
moment. “How... how can you be sure?”

“Then it’s true.” said Gennifer, “You’ve been there. Bluetspur.”
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Lyncroft’s eyes grew glassy. “Yes... yes, it’s true. Gods, I’d do anything to wipe
my time there from my memory. It was nine years ago and in truth, it haunts me still.”

“How did you escape? What did you find there?” Gennifer stopped herself. “I’m
sorry.” She apologized, “It’s just that we know so little about it. Mostly just rumors. But
to meet someone who actually went there....”

“It was no mere visit... no pleasant vacation. It was the worst time of my life. I
was a prisoner of the foul things that lurk in Mount Makab for weeks, weeks that felt like
an eternity. To this day, I do not know how I arrived there. The night before, I was
overwhelmed with hideous nightmares that shook me to my very soul. When I awoke, I
was on a blasted wasteland of red rock, with a lightening-filled sky. These... these things
slithered out of the crags. Like a squid, but like a man as well. Hideous and alien and
utterly, utterly devoid of conscience; they flooded my mind with images that you cannot
imagine, not to say what they did with my body....”

“Horace...” whispered Kurnyn.

“No, Kurnyn. “ Horace waved his friend’s concern away. “If this truly is a beast of
Bluetspur, and they mean to hunt it, they have to understand.” He turned to the twins,
“The illithid are beyond your abilities to fight. They have vast mental powers and can
shrug off most magic. The tentacles surrounding its mouth are designed to bore into a
man’s head and rip out the brain. You don’t stand a chance against them.”

Laurie huffed at the suggestion. “You survived.”

Horace fixed his dark eyes on Laurie’s. “I survived because of Kurnyn, here. He is
an outlander. He spent his life perfecting the art of hunting mind flayers, part of a cadre
of warriors called....”

“Caradhakers.” Grunted the dwarf, “They didn’t come here to hear my life story.”

Horace nodded. “The point is, he was a prisoner in Bluetspur as well. And when he
escaped, he took me with him.”

“Wouldn’t do no good to get off the island, and have no idea where I was or how to
get by. Needed a local.” added Kurnyn.

“We staggered into a fogbank... I know trusting the mists is dangerous, but
anywhere would have been an improvement. Bluetspur is a land even the damned will
not tread. And if one of its spawn has come to this place, it cannot bode well. It could be
an outcast, or part of a greater force. Perhaps it’s a scout, the forerunner of an
invasion....”

“That is what we need to discover.” interrupted Gennifer. “Clearly, we’ve come to
the right man.”

At that point, Horace rose. “I’m afraid you’re mistaken. You want someone who
has never faced these... horrors. Someone who doesn’t understand how much is at stake
if you cross them.”

“They need our help, Horace.” The dwarf clenched his fist, ready for action.
“Gods, does nothing in you cry out for vengeance?”

Horace spun to face his friend. “Vengeance would serve only to finish what the
mind flayers started. My sole concern now is survival.”

With a sudden move, Laurie pulled a book out of Gennifer’s pack and thrust it at
Horace. The lurid cover of The Thing from Beyond stared into his face. “Then why write
these? Why fill the hearts and minds of readers with the same nightmares you’ve been
having for years? If you’re so damnably concerned with self-preservation, you should’ve
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sealed yourself up in this dank place and hidden from the world. Instead, you put your
name on works that scream out what you know. These are not merely fictions, these are
warnings. You have pointed us in the right direction, Mr. Lyncroft. Now, I beg you. Tell
us how to destroy this thing.”

A pained silence fell across the room. Horace stood frozen in thought, rubbing his
temples. He looked at the Weathermay sisters with a mixture of respect, compassion and
fear. He seemed unable to speak. Finally, after a stillness that threatened to swallow
them all, he nodded.

Kurnyn rose, cracking his knuckles. “How’s about we show ya how to destroy this
thing instead?"

O O e C e T I e I I C I CY

The strange group stood in the woods near Maykle. Laurie kept her eyes on the
shadows, her right hand on her sword, her left on a pistol. Gennifer adjusted her
spectacles, fingering through pages of her spell book and notes. Horace leaned on his
stout rosewood cane, wiping the sweat from his brow. Kurnyn filled out the group,
hefting a powerful, and archaic, axe. He gently stroked his topknot and a near-feral
gleam shimmered in his eyes.

“So ya say ya saw the thing?”

Gennifer nodded. “We’ve been tracking it for a few days. We found a body in a
Maykle drainpipe. The head had been pulled apart. We went into the drains proper, and
caught sight of something briefly.”

Horace glanced this way and that. “Describe what you saw.”

“It was hidden in shadow, mostly.” continued Laurie. “Writhing tentacles where the
mouth should be, as you said. But it was shaggy. Hairy.”

“Doesn’t sound like an illithid. They’re smooth and wet, usually dressed in strange
robes.” said Horace.

“This thing had hair all over its arms and shoulders, but its torso was smooth...
purplish. I know we’re hardly experts on these creatures, but I’ve never heard of
anything else having face-tentacles like that. Uncle Rudolph didn’t know much about
these Mind Flayers, but he knew that much.” retorted Laurie.

Horace stared out into the lonely woods, saying nothing. Gennifer continues the
story. “The thing slithered out of the pipes, and when last we saw it, it was fleeing into
this section of the woods.”

Kurnyn turned to his friend, trying to gauge his thoughts. Horace furrowed his
brow, looking like an old, stooped willow tree. “An illithid... but with fur over part of its
body. It could’ve been wearing some sort of pelt, thought I’ve never seen one wear
anything so primitive.”

“Nor I, and I’ve seen all kinds a’ these things.” snorted Kurnyn.

“And it fled into the woods. That opens two questions; first, and most important...
why is it here? These beasts are only at home in their warm, underground cities. While
Darkon has its share of subterranean dwellings, it is colder than what a typical illithid
would enjoy. However, I doubt that would stop them if the mission were important
enough. The second question is, what is it exactly? Despite their flair for ornate
clothing, mind flayers are fairly uniform in appearance. Large soulless eyes, three
fingered hands, purple-hued slimy skin, tall and thin. While I have no answer for the first




Quoth the Raven: Issue 8

question yet, | have a theory as to the second. Very few people know the nature in which
illithids reproduce. You see, they...."

Before Horace could finish the sentence, lantern-light bathed the quartet. Though
still dusk, it was dark enough that all turned to see who was casting this light. Laurie
drew her pistol and Kurnyn readied his axe to throw. Gennifer began silently preparing
an incantation and Horace withdrew behind Laurie. A hardy figure closed in, holding a
lantern high.

"Hold where you stand!" called the voice.

Horace peered up behind the more combative Weathermay sister. "Varian?"

The figure lowered the lantern, and his face became clear. He was a young,
handsome man dressed in the uniform of the local gendarmes. He had a long brown
moustache that hung to his chin, and held a drawn short sword at his side.

"Mr. Lyncroft?” he said, “What on earth are you doing out here?"

Horace breathed a sigh of relief. "Gods, man. You scared me half to death. Ladies,
let me introduce you to Varian Draycourt, a constable of our good town.”

Laurie kept her pistol trained on the man. “You two know each other?”

Horace chuckled, and Kurnyn rubbed his eyes. “Varian was kind enough to bring
my friend Kurnyn home after a rather unfortunate round of drinking and bar-fighting.
Due to his good nature, Kurnyn awoke in his own room instead of in a cell.”

“Only because the fellow Kurnyn pounded had it coming and because he didn’t try
to take a swing at me.” Varian nodded to the dwarf. “Still in the fighting mood, eh? I’ve
said it before, and I said it again. You should consider joining the constables.”

“Mebbe when I’'m ready to retire.” chuckled the dwarf. “What in the Nine Hells
brings you this far outta town?”

Varian cast a wary eye to the twins, though he clearly couldn't help but admire their
beauty. "City business, I'm afraid."

Horace shuffled forward, shaking his hands. "Varian, these are Weathermay twins."
The guardsman tugged on his moustache. Clearly, the name meant nothing to him. "They
are the protégés of Rudolph Van Richten.”

Varian raised his eyebrows in surprise. “Truly? Monster-hunters, then?”

Gennifer blushed slightly at Varian’s approving gaze, Laurie rolled her eyes.
“We’re not delicate flowers, I’ll say that much.”

“Well, if you’ve come here, that leads me to assume that the murders are... well,
beyond the conventional.” said Varian.

The Weathermay’s instantly came to attention. “How many have been killed and in
what state were the bodies found?”

The guardsman once again looked to Horace for approval, and the author nodded.
"Three that we know of," continued Varian "Brains pulled right out their skulls and large
pieces of skin missing from the bodies as well."

Gennifer began scribbling down notes as Laurie continued. "Yes. The body we
found was the same way. We weren't sure if the skinning was a natural part of the feeding
process."

Kurnyn shook his head. "It isn't. No need for it; they feed only on the brain itself.
I've never seen them skin their victims, except one time in an 'artistic spectacle." My men
and [ were sneaking through the vents of a city named Muthalimhar. We were trying to
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instigate a slave result, and our contact was in the center of the city. By the time we got
to him..."

Varian finally spoke up again. "Um... excuse me...."

Kurnyn paid him no mind. "They were doing exhibition... one of the beasts was
slowly pulling off the man's skin as a crowd watched. They seemed to be sharing the
experience with the torturer. Then the feeding began... the damned thing linked with the
others mentally, while they ...."

"What in sweet Ezra's name are you talking about?" shouted Varian. "Feedings?
Slave revolts? What is this thing we're hunting?"

"The greatest evil of them all." muttered Horace.

"My point is, there's no reason why the flayer is pulling off skin." Kurnyn gave a
loud snort, indicating he was finished.

"Perhaps we're wrong. Perhaps it isn't an Illithid" suggested Gennifer.

"It might just be." countered Kurnyn. "And if it is, y'betcha I'll track it down."

Laurie chuckled to herself. She didn't have much experience with dwarves, but this
one had a style to him. He was clearly a seasoned warrior, but he had some humor to
him. She'd always pictured dwarves as dour miners that reeked of mold and dirt. This
one was clean, well-kept and even jovial at times. If it were not for his odd hairstyle, he
might even pass as short human man, though she doubted he'd want to.

"Well," she said. "We should hunt while we still have the last remnants of
sunlight."
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Hours later, the quintet sat by a small fire.

"This is a lot of forest to explore." said Horace, his eyes lost in the fire. After a
moment, he got up and walked away.

"And we've got nothing to show for it." huffed Laurie. She was beginning to feel
useless and bothered, and that always set her off. Normally, she'd retire to a small room
she'd set up for practice, and train her sword arm. Out here, she could do little but grow
more frustrated. She skulked over to Kurnyn, who sat sharpening his axe.

"Tell me about them." she said as she sat next to him.

"Why?" he said, not looking at her but sharing a hint of s mile.

"I hunt monsters. It's what I do. Vampires, I know. Werebeasts, I know. Gods, I've
even studied demons. But I know next to nothing about these Illithids and I am little use
hunting something I know nothing about."

"You say you hunt monsters. Why?" inquired the dwarf.

"I want to carry on my Uncle's legacy. And dear Rudolph's." she answered.

"George Weathermay, yes? I've heard of him. He's racked up quite a kill list, if
even half the stories are true. Still, your Uncle is not dead. I'm less inclined to believe
you're trying to bring honor to an honorable family like yours. So tell me truly, why you
seek out the most dangerous things in this world, and risk your life fighting them." The
old dwarf looked at her now, his huge brown eyes looking at her with wisdom borne of
experience.

Laurie took his whetstone and began sharpening one of her daggers. "Perhaps you
don't know me so well, my good dwarf."
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Kurnyn let out a loud snort of laughter. Laurie couldn't help but giggle as well.
"Been a while since anyone's called me 'good,' girlie." Kurnyn leaned back, cracking his
knuckles. "Ya wouldn't knows it to look at me, being so handsome as [ am, but I'm
closing in on my 200th year. I've been around a long time, and I've seen a lot of things.
When I was a lad, I saw my family enslaved by Illithids. The damned things swept into
my village like a pestilence, with their thralls. That's what you call those what've been
placed into their psychic slavery, with no real minds a' their own. That's what my kin
became... what I would a' become if a group of Elistraen Drow hadn't set some of us free.
Now, I hunt the beasts and free those I can. That's why I do what I do. So why do you? I
look at your sister there...." He pointed to Gennifer, who was blushing slightly at
Varian's stories and attention. "I see her scars. I see she been a victim of monsters afore.
So where are your scars?"

Laurie sighed. "I don't hunt out of personal pan. I admit that. My sister... she was
attacked by a werewolf when she was very young. My uncle felt responsible, and it drove
him from our family. She fights because she knows in her heart it is the right thing to
do." Laurie sighed. "I also know it's what must be done. There is so much evil in the
world that threatens to over run the innocent. But it isn't the only reason. In truth, I love
the thrill of the hunt. I love the planning, I love the research, and gods, but I love sticking
my blade between some monster's ribs. Gen is a sweet lass, loves her books and spells
and lore. I'm no fool, but I don't have the same head for it that she does. I love getting
my hands dirty."

Kurnyn nodded. "I thought as much. You were so impatient back at the manor
house. All you wanted to do was start hunting. I was like that once. But I haven't had
cause to hunt a mind flayer in a long time. And I reserve my hatred for them, and them
alone."
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"...and so it turned out the vampire was just some attention-starved noble-boy?"
laughed Varian loudly.

Gennifer giggled. "It's true. He was one of those sad types that thinks the undead
are sad and beautiful and proud You have no idea how many idiots like that I've seen. "

"I take it that vampires aren't exactly the way they're presented in those lurid trash
novels?" asked Varian.

"Not that I've seen." she replied, then quickly added "Not that I've read those
novels."

Suddenly, the snapping of twigs cut all conversations short. All jumped to attention,
readying their weapons for whatever was approaching their fire. Out of the shadows, a
tall, grim-looking man stepped forward. "I've found something," whispered Horace
Lyncroft.

Shortly, the group found themselves outside a small cave, easily overlooked by
most passer-bys. A large amount of hanging ivy hid the entrance, but Horace pointed out
some boot-prints leading into the mouth.

"Do illithids wear boots?" asked Gennifer?

"Usually. A barefoot print would be human-shaped, but with two toes. " answered
Kurnyn.

10
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"Well, what makes you sure this is something we need to concern ourselves with?"
asked Laurie. Horace said nothing, but moved away the ivy with his cane. The stink of
rotting corpses wafted out of the entrance and gagged the onlookers. Gennifer
immediately covered her mouth and Varian's eyes went wide.

"We're going in." Varian declared.

"Just a moment...." Horace tried to calm the young constable.

"We have to see what's in there. " Varian began to peer in.

"I agree. But we shouldn't go rushing in like a group of beer-sotted fools. " Horace
looked this way and that. "There could be a trap. If it is the illithid's work, it wouldn't
surprise me."

"Agreed." Kurnyn stepped forward. "I'll take point. Not only am I the only one here
who can see in the dark, but I know my way with both mind flayers and traps. Lemme
scout ahead for a bit, and I'll send for ya once all's clear."

"No," Varian shook his head. "We should all go in together."

Laurie was about to agree, but Kurnyn would hear none of it. "Look. I'm hands-
down the most experienced one here. I've been hunting these things longer'n any of
you've been alive. We're just wasting time here, and if the thing really is in there, we're
givin' it time to ready itself. Now keep your yaps shut and don't come in 'til I tell ya!"
And without waiting for any words of protest, the stalwart dwarf crept into the cave.

The four humans waited outside for what seemed like an eternity. They heeded
Kurnyn's words and said not a word. Varian seemed about ready to jump out of his own
skin, clearly not one to stand idly by while others were at risk. After fifteen minutes of
pained silence, the young Darkonian finally spoke up. "That's it. I'm going in."

The others moved to stop Varian, but as he swept the ivy away, he found a gray-
bearded dwarf staring back at him. "Impatience will get you killed one day, boy. Watch
yourself. "

Kurnyn stalked out of the cave mouth. "It's safe, but steel yourselves. It ain't pretty
in there, no sir."

The group pushed their way past the hanging foliage and stumbled into a dark
cavern.

"Is it alright if I bring a little light to the situation?" Gennifer whispered into
Kurnyn's ear.

The dwarf nodded. "I didn't find no one in here. At least it'll keep ya from falling on
yer pretty face."

With a few arcane words, Gennifer conjured up a glowing light, focused on the end
of a branch. It didn't burn, or produce smoke, but illuminated the area enough that the
group could see better. But with what Kurnyn led them to, it was a mixed blessing.

Gennifer turned pale and began to sway. Even Laurie couldn't stifle a shocked
gasp. Horace's eyes simply went wide, filling with thoughts he dared not share. Lying
on the ground in front of them were three bodies, human or humanoid. It was difficult to
be certain, as all of them were completely bereft of skin. It was as if some demented and
masterful surgeon had delicately stripped every piece of flesh, leaving a perfectly-intact,
gore-ridden corpse in his wake. Blood pooled all across the floor, and the stink could
have gagged the most hardened soldier. Gennifer instinctively splashed Holy Water on
the bodies. The bodies did not respond, and she let out a relieved sigh.

“This doesn’t seem like the work of a mind flayer.” said Laurie.
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Slowly, deliberately, Kurnyn lifted the head of the nearest body with the flat of his
axe blade. He rolled it so the crown was facing his colleagues. The top of the head was
ripped apart, and the brain was gone. The dwarf’s face was grim. “Make no mistake. An
illithid did this.”

Horace took a step back. “I think we’re all in danger.”

Laurie leveled her blade, spinning to see if anything was approaching from behind.
This was wrong. All wrong. They’d been led into a small cavern with almost no light and
no room to launch arrows or aim properly. Not even room enough to get a good sword
swing without risking the others. It was a trap. Every instinct told her that. And they’d
been led blindly into it by....

“There’s something over here.” Kurnyn whispered. He began to move stealthily
into the nearby shadows. Again, Laurie’s intuition sent out a silent alarm. Something was
very, very wrong here. She slowly raised her pistol, pointing it into the darkness.

Gennifer clearly felt the same apprehension. She raised her light-stick aloft, casting
its radiance to where Kurnyn could be found. The dwarf had found a length of wire a
little past the corpses. His nimble fingers raced along its length, leading to the cave wall.
From there, it led up the wall and into the darkness.

Kurnyn began to rise. As he was about to speak, he lost his footing on the blood
pool. In a flash, he fell to the earth landing squarely on the trip-wire. It happened so fast
that none of them had a chance to respond, none except Varian. The young constable
began moving even before Kurnyn hit the ground. He made a short sprint straight back,
looking directly above the heads of the party. He covered his face, clearly expecting
something.... Something that never happened.

Kurnyn rose, covered in the blood of the innocents. With one hand, he reached
over and fingered a section of trip-wire. The section had been cut and tied-off, so as to
keep the trapline taught. The dwarf smiled cleverly. “So it was you. I’d had it pegged as
one o’ the twins.”

Varian stammered. “What...I don’t know what you...”

Kurnyn pointed to above the party. The trip-wire led to a small ledge, where several
boulders had been strung up. If he hadn’t disarmed the trap, the group would’ve been
crushed beneath the rockslide. “You’re good, whatever you are. I was convinced you
were really Varian. Ya look like him, sound like him, move like him. But you ain’t him.”

Horace crossed his arms, showing off a silver ring on his finger. Kurnyn did the
same thing. “See these? They kept you out of our minds. Otherwise, you'd have known
Kurnyn and I were expecting an ambush."

Varian simply stared at them, though his expression was not the look of
bewilderment shared by the Weathermay twins. His eyes narrowed, though his mouth
remained motionless. "I have no idea what you're talking about."

"Enough of these games." snarled Kurnyn. "What in the Nine Hells are you?" With
that, he hurled a boot-dagger at Varian's throat. If the twins had any doubts as to the
humanity of the Darkonian, they were dismissed when they witnessed his superhuman
speed. With supernatural accuracy, Varian batted away the blade. There was a strange
sound, like paper ripping, and Varian spoke. "Well...it seems the charade is over."

Varian Draycourt held his hand up, exposing a large gash leading from his palm to
his forearm. Yet no blood poured from this wound. Rather, it seemed more like clothing
that had torn, and the skin beneath it was purple and slimy. With almost dramatic
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deliberateness, he grabbed one bit of slashed skin and began to pull. Faces went from
confusion to revulsion as the skin peeled away like a rotten fruit rind. It fell to the floor in
large pieces, and the thing beneath it was revealed in all its hideousness.

The beast was as the Weathermay’s had described, but mere words were
insufficient to capture its grotesqueness. It stood perhaps six feet tall, with dark mauve
skin. The head was undeniably that of an illithid, with the tell-tale tentacles and scheming
eyes. Laurie could almost swear she could see its brain pulsating beneath its skull... if it
even had a skull. But its form fell short of what one would typically expect of a mind
flayer. It had shaggy arms and shoulders, though the brown fur was also covered in
mucus. The hair crept around its neck and ran down its back, though its chest and legs
were smooth and glistening. The beast was broad and muscular, even hunched over.
Especially strange were its hands, which sported eight taloned fingers on each hand. They
were long and thin, and clearly capable of shredding flesh with a single swipe.

“Sweet Ezra.” muttered Gennifer. “It’s a Skin Thief.”

“Much more,” gurgled the beast. “Much more.”

Then the world lurched as waves of mental energy poured forth from the Illithid-
thing. The twins clutched their heads as they were pummeled with psychic force. Horace
also staggered, but did not fall. Kurnyn, however, kept his footing and seemed
unaffected. He charged forward, bringing down his axe towards the beast’s head. It
dodged deftly, though the blade still bit into its shoulder. Greenish blood splattered on
the wall, and the two opponents turned to face each other.

“Get behind the thing,” Laurie and Gennifer heard the voice of Horace in their
heads. “It is less likely to focus its mind blast on you if you are behind it.”

The twins did as instructed, surprised by Horace’s telepathic abilities. Gennifer let
fly a stream of magic missiles into the thing’s back, but they had no affect whatsoever.
Laurie raised her pistol, clearly intending to scatter its head all across the cave walls.
Horace’s cane came down hard on her hand, and the shot went unfired. She immediately
realized her mistake. In these enclosed caverns, the boom of the gunshot would be
deafening, causing more harm than good. The sisters were brave, clearly ready to do
battle. However, Horace placed himself in front of them. “Wait. Let Kurnyn handle this.”

“Not in this lifetime!” spat Laurie.

Horace would not budge. “This is a fight he needs to fight. Of all of us, he is the
only one truly capable of defeating it. Watch, and learn, and pray you never have to face
one of these ever again.”

Laurie and Gennifer watched as the dwarf and the mind flayer did battle. They had
maneuvered into the area where the dead bodies lay. Kurnyn was drenched in sweat, and
Laurie could not help but wonder if the old dwarf was up to the challenge. She was
unable to tell if the thing was unleashing its psionic powers against him, but if it was,
they had no effect. Still, Kurnyn was tiring, and each swing was coming slower and
slower. Meanwhile, the thing managed to get several nasty gashes in on his chest and
arms.

Finally, the beast grew weary of the fight. With blinding speed, it seized Kurnyn
by the throat and lifted him into the air. Kurnyn did not struggle. Instead, he chuckled
wickedly as the creature’s hand began to burn.

“Hurts, yeah? This stuff on m’body...it ain’t sweat. A little trick I learned, training
with the disciples of Kairoth of Tu’narath.” His voice was choked but confident. “It’s a
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chemical I can exude from my skin, has a nasty reaction with that stinking slime on your
body." The beast dropped him, and he landed steadily. The thing spat out a string of
words that neither of the twins understood, but Kurnyn's eyes grew wide.

"You will never lay a hand on these girls!" roared Kurnyn. Horace paled, and he
instantly understood what his old friend was about to do. He was about to cry out in
protest, but it was too late.

Hands locked around his axe handle, Kurnyn called out a prayer to his ancestors,
and swung the blade hard. The blade flew into the ceiling, clipping the wire holding up
the boulders. The wire snapped, and the earth rumbled. Laurie pushed past a shocked
Horace as Kurnyn turned to face his friends. A look of peace on his face, the noble dwarf
was buried under a deluge of stone. Gennifer grabbed her sister and pulled her back, as a
eight-fingered hand reached out for her. It too was soon crushed beneath the rock, and all
the three humans could do was watch as both ally and enemy were entombed.
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"It doesn't make sense." Laurie paced at the stables of the Lyncroft estate. "He
could have defeated that thing, whatever it was."

"It was like a Skin Thief." interrupted Gennifer, already in her saddle. She turned to
Horace. "They're a race of shape-changers that skin their victims then wear their flesh
like a costume, taking on their form."

"My point is, Gennifer, " blustered Laurie. " that Kurnyn could've defeated the
thing without killing himself. I was just so damn...."

"Please." Horace Lyncroft seemed more somber than before, if possible. "It's
pointless. We'll never know why Kurnyn did what he did. We must simply be grateful he
did it. Who can say how many more would have fallen to that creature?"

Gennifer nodded. "I'm sorry for your loss, Horace."

"Thank you." Horace opened the stable doors, allowing the morning sun in. "If you
ever have need of me again, please do not hesitate."

And with that, Horace Lyncroft bid farewell to the Weathermay sisters.

Later that afternoon, Horace moved silently through his manor. His cane rapped as
he walked, crossing from plush carpet to hard-wood floors. He moved with familiarity
into the wine cellar, stopping to admire a particularly fine bottle of Tuika. Then he stared
at a small alcove, almost unnoticeable in the musty, cobwebbed cellar. He placed his
hand on it and lowered his head for a moment. To a casual observer, it would have
appeared as though he was lost in thought. After a few moments like this, the wall slid
open, a gust of deep-earth air gushing forward.

"Are they gone?" a voice in the darkness asked.

Horace nodded.

"Do they suspect?" the voice inquired.

Horace shook his head.

The voice in the darkness chuckled. "We missed our calling, old friend. We
could've been great actors."

"The option is still there for you. You've still got many years ahead." smiled
Horace, gripping the hand of Kurnyn Lorestone. The two friends began a long walk down
a secret hallway, filled with strange runes.
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"Wish we didn't have to hoodwink them girls." Kurnyn said as he walked.

"It was essential. We wouldn't want to risk their involvement with us. They might
have killed the specimen, which would've been disastrous. No, it was for the best. The
work they do is as important as ours, and may even lead us in similar paths, but secrecy
must be maintained... especially when the enemy can read minds. The fewer that know
the truth, the better for everyone involved.”

“I know the company line, Horace.” snorted the dwarf. “ It still sticks in my craw.”

The two friends found themselves facing a large oak door, with two locks. The both
fished out keys, and turned them simultaneously. The door opened, and in they went.

The room was lit by candle a glowing globe on the ceiling. The walls were covered
with a series of bizarre symbols and etchings, and even the most learned of scholars
would have had a difficult time guessing their origins. A small stove was nestled in a
corner, and a writing desk in another. Lined along the back wall were a series of torture
implements, including thumbscrews, razor-sharp wire and even a rack. The true
centerpiece of the room was a large table, and strapped onto that table with numerous
clamps and bindings was the Illithid-thing. Its wounds had been dressed, and its eyes
darted across the room, showing a wicked lucidity.

Horace walked over the thing. “Trying to read my mind, aren’t you?”” he whispered
to it. “Trying to use those fearsome powers of yours, eh? Turn my brain into putty, or
burn my skin with whitefire? It won’t work. This chamber... I call it a psychic dead zone.
It was designed with the help of a fellow called the Thinker, the most powerful psion I’ve
ever met. Needless to say, we were very thorough. Your powers are nullified here, as
are my own. Now, [’m not nearly as powerful as you... just a few telepathic tricks I’ve
picked up. But it means I can’t get my answers out of you mentally.” With that, he
turned to Kurnyn, who was approaching with a hot poker. “So, I’ll have to rely on good,
old-fashioned torture.”

Kurnyn brought the poker in very close to the thing’s face, its moist skin trying to
recoil. “What are you exactly?” Horace demaned. The beast said nothing. “We know you
can speak. I’ll ask one more time. What are you?” Again, the beast said nothing. With
that, Kurnyn took the poker to one of the bound mouth-tentacles and began burning off
its tip. The thing screamed in a low, watery gurgle.

“] am a Thozar’ Ak! Half-Illithid, and...”

“Half skin thief.” Horace interrupted, “I deduced as much. My people are familiar
with the process of ceremophosis. So your host parent was a skin thief? You were born
with its shape-changing abilities? Combine that with the ability to psychically discern a
victim’s entire personality, and you have a perfect spy. Which leads me to my next
question: What is your mission?”’

“To feast on the brains of human cattle, for my own pleasure” the Thozar’ Ak
snarled. With that, Horace nodded to Kurnyn. The dwarf smiled with genuine pleasure,
and proceeded to burn off the midsection of a mouth-tentacle, leaving a smoking stump
on the thing’s face.

“Don’t make him ask again.” Sneered the dwarf.

“I am hunting the I1di’Thaan!" it screamed.

The phrase lingered in the room like a ghost, and both Kurnyn and Horace were
disturbingly still. Horace leaned in close to the illithid.
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"What do you know of the Ildi'Thaan?" He whispered.

"The great one... the Over-Mind... it knows. It knows that the slaves of times past
escaped and that their descendants live on, marked with strange abilities. We know that
they have banded together... that they seek their own lost, ancient texts... to find the
power to defeat their former masters. We know their numbers are few... we seek the texts
ourselves... we wish to reclaim that which is ours..."

With that, Horace struck the thing with his cane, and it trembled in pain. "We're
going to have a long time to get to know each other, Thozar'Ak. Perhaps years. You'll
tell us all your secrets, and when I finally decide to kill you, your body will answer many
questions. Yes indeed. You are quite a find. Our first half-breed."

The thing's eyes went wide. "More will come. Some are already here. They will
find me."

Horace went to his desk, sat down, and dipped his quill in ink. "They didn't find the
others." he said with a hint of a smile.

Horace pulled out some papers. "Kurnyn, my friend. Please find some interesting
ways to make him scream."

The dwarf nodded. "Any more questions?"

"Not just yet." Horace replied. "I just find the screaming... inspirational."

And beneath the earth of his ancestral home, Horace Lyncroft - author, son of
Mirsada Petrov, and proud member of the Ildi'Thaan - put pen to paper. As always, he'd
keep his findings hidden in a code only his brethren would be able to decipher, but the
warnings would still be there, even to the casual reader. There were dark, evil things in
this world, older than time itself.

Horace paused as the thing let loose an agonizing cry.

But they could still be defeated. He looked to his copy of Van Richten’s Arsenal at
his side. Something within the book seemed to flicker in his memory, the words not fully
formed. He decided to leaf through its pages to find the source of the nagging. He found
the page, and his fingers took him to the phrase that struck dangerously close.

One must commit fully to the battle against the legions of the night, or not at all.
Disturb evil’s lair, and it may follow you home.
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Things thaf Should Nof Be

Aberrafions in Your Campaign
By Stephen “Sc§” Suffon
Stephen@fraternityofshadows.com

Aberrafions  in  Your

Campaign

Amidst the crumbling medieval
castles of Ravenloft, there seems to be
no place for the aberration. Malformed
mutants and gibbering invertebrates are
more the style of Lovecraft or
Spelljammers than the Demiplane of
Dread. Indeed, aberrations such as
beholders, mind flayers and gibbering
mothers lack the human qualities that
make true gothic villains. Yet
aberrations can  become  useful
components in a Ravenloft campaign,
ranging the whole gamut of random
monsters, the chief encounter of an
adventure or even the focus of a
campaign.

Still, the question before the
dungeon master is “why?” Why should
a dungeon master risk the decidedly
gothic theme of his campaign with the
inclusion of an aberration? The answer
is the old doppelganger idiom, “Because
I felt like a change”. The inclusion of
aberrations is an excellent way to change
the pace of a campaign. Aberrations are
so bizarre, so alien, that the typical party
would never expect one to leap from the
shadows. Rather than bore the gaming
group with another army of shambling
zombies, the DM unleashes a mountain
of writhing tendrils.  Naturally, this
approach must be used sparingly to
maintain the effect. Even still, nothing
breaks the humdrum like a carnivorous
amoeba with an attitude.

There are several different roles
that an aberration can play in a
campaign:

Bug Hunt: The most obvious role for
an abomination 1S as a rampaging
monster. Many aberrations have little
purpose other than to devour hapless
humans, so they fit this role easily. The
players will have to pit their strength and
steel against the mutant’s might and
hopefully destroy the offending monster.
In these adventures, the focus is on the
hunt. DMs are encouraged to drag the
chase out, hopefully luring the players
into a terrifying reversal where the
hunters become the hunted.

For example, the players might be
contracted by a city to destroy a monster
that has been preying on the
constabulary’s night watch. The players
engage the creature only for it to flee
into the sewers. The players follow into
a dark labyrinth of tunnels and discover,
to their horror, that it is not one creature
that confronts them, but a whole swarm.

The Bluff: Nothing can irk a dungeon
master more than out of -character
knowledge, though there’s very little to
be done to counteract it. How can a
good DM forbid a character from
investing in silver bullets or holy water,
even when it is clear that the character
should have no knowledge of
werewolves and vampires? Nonetheless,
a little knowledge can be a dangerous
thing. A clever dungeon master can turn
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the knowledge of his players against
them and return balance to the game.
Aberrations are unusual creatures, even
as monsters go, thus they are never
expected. A dungeon master could
create situations that point to a
particularly well known monster as a
bluff, only to unleash an aberration.
Imagine the chaos and calamity when
the PCs close in on what they believe is
the lair of a savage vampire, only to be
set upon by a ghastly gibbering mouther,
immune to all of their preparations.

The Cure: Not all abominations are
mindless monsters, some were once
human. One possible adventure would
be the quest to cure an abomination of its
affliction. The players might begin the
adventure expecting a simple bug hunt,
only to make contact with a sympathetic
monster. Afterwards, they will have to
somehow contain their deformed friend
and begin the search for a potential cure.
The players might have to confront the
creature’s creator, or they might have to
seek out some exotic means of
transmuting the creature back to its
original form.

There are a variety of possible
story lines; the players might have to
seek out a wizard, alchemist, or a
Darklord such as Mordenheim or
Markov. The players might have to
perform some vile services to get the
cure they seek. Another possibility is
that there is no cure, or it may be that the
aberration was never human at all. Such
a revelation may prove to be too much
for the pitiful mutant, causing it to go
mad.

Archifect of the Abominable

There are many concerns that the
dungeon master must face when
incorporating an aberration into his or
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her campaign. Aberrations, like all good
monsters, must be carefully tailored to
the unique setting of an adventure or
campaign. A beast-man from Markovia
should not be the same as a wizard
who’s mutated himself in a magical
experiment; though they both may be
broken ones, the DM designs them
differently.

To be a star, be bizarre: The old pop
star adage works equally well for
aberrations. Even if using a creature
straight out of the monster manual, the
dungeon master needs to develop the
monster’s appearance. More so than
most creatures, an aberration is special
because it is so very alien, thus the
description of the monster will be the
factor that sells it to the players. Indeed,
the Dungeon Master should consider
mixing and matching the appearance
traits of familiar aberrations, to keep his
players guessing.

Aberrations allow a dungeon
master the opportunity to be creative.
Designers of these deformed demons
will have no shortage of sources for
inspiration. Beyond the volumes and
volumes of science fiction available,
dungeon masters are encouraged to look
to books on biology and zoology for
ideas.  Amongst some of the more
colourful  creatures are jellyfish,
lampreys and the plethora of mollusc
species. Micro-organisms are a rather
underused source of inspiration, despite
their fierce appearance.

Freakish but Familiar: Though an
aberration is an alien creature, the best of
such creatures are the ones who possess
a familiar trait. Gibbering mouthers, for
example, possess human-like eyes and
mouths. Beholders, for all their
hideousness, resemble nothing so
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strongly as a gigantic head. The contrast
between alien features and mundane
traits are what separate aberrations from
animals and magical beasts.

The most frightening aberrations
incorporate  elements of humanity,
horribly distorted and warped. Indeed,
aberrations are so abominable because
their very existence mocks the human
form. Adding a human feature to an
aberration goes a long way towards
making it memorable. An aberration
that looks like a giant angler fish is only
so frightening. It is far more disturbing
if the lure of that angler fish looks just
like a little child, capable of moving and
speaking.  Even should your party
survive the encounter unscathed, you can
bet that they will never look at another
NPC without first checking if they are
attached by a tendril to some gaping
maw.

Origins: More so than their
counterparts  from other  settings,
aberrations need origins. Ravenloft is
not quite as rife with freakish mutants as
other settings; ankegs and aboleths don’t
just sprout from the earth. If an
aberration is to be included into a
Ravenloft campaign, it will need a story,
even if the players never have the time to
get to the bottom of it. There are many
possible origins for an aberration, though
the details of the origin should fit the
design of the creature.

Many aberrations could be semi-
natural creatures. Deep spawn, for
example, are more like bizarre animals
than anything else. These aberrations
are the tragic mistakes of evolution
lingering on and on in a world for which
they were not meant. These creatures do
not require much in the way of a back
story, though there should be a reason
why their kind is not more common in
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the world. Perhaps they are few in
number and can scarcely reproduce, or it
may be that they are a subterranean race,
brought to surface by a recently dug
mine shaft.

Other aberrations could be the
result of a magical disaster. In the wake
of the Requiem, Darkon was bathed in
the essences of positive energy, causing
the essences of different life forms to
filter down into local plant life. Surely
this would be a good origin for a plant
like monster. Other aberrations could be
spawned from explosions of chaotic
magical energy, a clone spell that
spontaneously mutated, a teleport spell
gone horribly awry, or any other arcane
accidents.

Finally, mankind might play a
direct role in the unholy birth of an
abomination. Scientists and alchemists
forever tinker with the laws of nature,
and from time to time their meddling can
have terrible consequences. A mad
doctor could potentially graft human
parts onto animals, creating a broken
one, or an alchemist might birth a
gibbering mouther with a failed essence
coagulant. These manmade monsters
make excellent random encounters,
especially when they are close to the
laboratories of their mad creators.

The Making of a Monsfer

Not all mutants are created equal; a
good DM will customize the aberrations
to compliment the story. Even an
aberration that serves only as a minor
encounter could be made memorable
with a special adjustment made to the
standard aberration statistics.

Powers: A frightening appearance is an
excellent start, but as soon as your
players are done screaming your
aberration is going to have to fight.
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Aberrations can possess nearly any
power imaginable, but it is critical that
the powers of an aberration make sense,
if only by some twisted logic. A
beholder, for example, is special because
it is adorned with many bulging eyes.
These eyes, therefore, have to be the
source of its powers.

Whatever powers an aberration
possesses should be reflected in its
physical appearance. A creature that can
cast charm as a spell like ability should
have some means of appearing friendly
and harmless (that angler fish from the
above example, perhaps?), where as a
creature capable of casting web should
have some resemblance to a spider.

The best rule of thumb for
designing powers is to keep it simple. If
a creature doesn’t appear to need a
power, then it’s probably best to leave it
out. If a power does not compliment the
creature, then the creature should not
possess it. For example, a burrowing
subterranean jellyfish should not be
given the ability to fire disintegrate rays.
A better power would be acid secretions
or the ability to pass through dirt,

Weaknesses: Just as a vampire should
be confronted in the day, so too must the
aberration be slain with cunning, rather
than brute force or lucky critical hits.
Aberrations offer players a unique
challenge; for though they appear to be
invincible titans of corrupted flesh, they
possess a hidden flaw. When designing
an aberration, the Dungeon Master
should consider creating a special
weakness to compensate for the lack of
reliable information regarding the
abomination. Possible weaknesses
include a susceptibility to certain
materials, a vulnerability to chemicals
such as water, or certain forms of energy
attacks. Sometimes the bizarre nature of
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an aberration can work against it; eye
stalks, tentacles and other sensitive areas
are convenient targets for called shots.

Weaknesses need not necessarily
apply to combat; they might be directed
towards the behaviour of the creature.
Just like a golem, an aberration might
have its own unique zeitberger.
Abominations that were once normal
creatures could be distracted stunned or
enraged by images from their former
life. For example, broken one who was
once a wizard might become enraged
whenever he witnesses an arcane spell
being cast.

A Human Touch

Though  definitely  disturbing,
aberrations lack the human traits that are
so critical to a gothic adventure. While
typical Ravenloft villains are corrupt
beings, damned by their own depravity,
aberrations are  merely mindless
mutations, evil by circumstance alone.
To make aberrations fit within the gothic
style they must become a reflection of
evil within men. This is most easily
achieved in cases where the monster is
merely a pawn of a greater evil. A
hideous mutant created by a foul wizard
becomes the inner reflection of its
master. The hideous appearance of the
freak is the expression of the corrupted
soul of its vile creator.

The dungeon master should
consider making this connection more
than just metaphorical, if only to add
some flair to the adventure.  The
physical appearance of the aberration
might be twisted to resemble that of its
progenitor. It is entirely possible that
exceptionally vain madmen might try to
immortalize themselves by remaking life
in their own image. Imagine your
players delving into the cistern beneath
the lair of a mad alchemist, only to be
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confronted by an army of half-finished
clones of the villain they seek.

Another manner in which an
aberration can be incorporated into the
gothic atmosphere is to give it human
mental traits. Though a hideous
abomination, an aberration may feel
motivations similar to those of a human.
Perhaps the creature was once human,
and now seeks to reclaim its lost life,
perhaps the mutant absorbed the
memories of one of its victims, or
alternately it might have developed a
psychic bond with its creator. These
human thoughts might cause it to haunt
certain locations, to stalk certain
individuals, or to perform certain
routines. In this way, an aberration
resembles a dread golem.

To be a Monster

Aberrations, like most nonhumans,
represent a challenge for a dungeon
master. While humanoid creatures can
be expected to behave in a manner
similar to humans, aberrations are wild
cards. How does one role-play a shape
shifting alien? What are the long term
goals of an amoeba? When preparing to
introduce an aberration, a dungeon
master must prepare answers to many of
these questions.

Behaviour: Before introducing an
aberration, the dungeon master should
have a basic frame from the behaviour of
the aberration. The dungeon master
determine the basic behaviour of the
aberration, including how it feeds, how it
stalks its prey or defends itself and what
it does when it is alone.

The behaviour of the aberration
will depend upon its intelligence, its
physical abilities and its needs.
Creatures that need to feed will need to
have a strategy for devouring prey,
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including methods of stalking prey or
mean of attracting victims. Aberrations
that need sleep or are vulnerable to the
elements will require lairs, so the DM
will have to determine what kind of lair
the creature prefers. As well, the
dungeon master should determine if the
creature has any particular personality
quirks.

Role-playing: Intelligent abominations
will have the added quality of
personality. For aberrations that are able
to interact with player characters the
Dungeon Master should prepare some
ideas for the personality of the
aberration. Some aberrations will be
arrogant and domineering, especially
creatures like illithids and beholders.
Others will be completely predatory,
such as sea spawn masters. Aberrations
that were once human may still retain
some vestiges of their personality.
These mutated remains of humanity may
very well have been driven to madness
by the transformation, though some
resilient minds may survive, in a fashion.
Such creatures will most likely be
obsessed with curing their deformities or
ending their suffering. = The player
characters might be put in the unusually
situation of trying to keep an
abomination from killing itself, or trying
to convince an enraged mutant that there
is no cure for their affliction.

Dungeon Master Tricks: When
running an aberration, the dungeon
master is given a unique series of
options. Aberrations are free from the
physiological boundaries that can make
life difficult for your player characters.
The dungeon master should prepare to
make use out of these abilities, if only as
an emergency plan to counteract an
unforeseen combat encounter. For
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example, many are unaware that illithids
are amphibious. Should the players
corner a mind flayer villain, the creature
could seek refuge in a nearby body of
water, such as a river, well or a sewer.
While its pursuers are busy tearing off
armour or searing for a boat the mind
flayer makes his getaway, or better yet,
lies in wait.

Every species of aberration has its
own strengths. For example, beholders
are aerial creatures, moving by
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levitation. Since they have little need for
floors the lair of a beholder could be a
cavernous hollow, created by their
disintegrate ray, with a few ledges cut
into the rock far above the reach of
human interlopers. Whenever an
aberration will play an extensive role in
an adventure, the dungeon master should
make use of the freakish strengths of the
aberration to better challenge the
players.
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Malwid’s Guide fo all things
Aberrant

An Encyclopaedia of fhe Aberranf

By Coan “Coan” J. Harvey
coan@konomex.com

Dear Reader,

What you are about to read is a
collective work of myself and the Science
Departments of the Core’s most
deserving of Universities, concerning the
categorisation and information of some
of the more well known fauna we classify
as ‘aberration’.

I was first enlisted to begin my
work when my original text ‘Botany —the
new science of our past’ was noticed by
the most generous of benefactors, Lady
Eleni of Toyalis. Contacting me through
the post I was surprised she found my
work so intriguing (when my fellow
colleagues were so quick to point out its
uselessness and notoriety among the
fraternities as a sleep inducing read).
Regardless it is her patronage that
brings my pen to paper and the cause of
what I hope to be a useful text among
those magically inclined.

Listed alphabetically is a varying
report of the most unusual of unusual. |
say varying due to monetary limits
placed upon my research and the
differing success I had in locating a
creature to examine (sometimes having
to make do with simple text and others
folk lore). I also list usual habitats and
how one will mostly encounter the
creature. Hence I shall now proceed to

the subject at hand and pray that my
next pay cheque will arrive soon, for
publishers are a beast more cruel than
some of those listed below...

Aboleth

Aboleths are most commonly
found in the isles of The Nocturnal Sea
and occasionally in The Sea of Sorrows.
For some reason they avoid the sea
borders of Dementlieu with only one
recorded instance many years ago, from
what I could gather it found its
domination and manipulation skills
lacking  when  thrust upon the
Dementlieuese, though I could not guess
why.

They are almost entirely unheard
of in the central core. Though recently a
series of underground caverns in Hazlan
and Barovia (no doubt remnants of when
Bluetspur was a domain border) have
yielded a series of underground lakes
which are being treated suspiciously
after several miners and workers
attempted a rebellion to enslave their
fellow comrades and draw them further
down into the murky depths. As such
aboleth activity may be more far
reaching then one suspects with rumours
of a realm far off in the East where a
fishing village is told to worship a ‘god
of the sea’ for good harvests and visitors
mysteriously go missing, possibly
sacrificed to appease this ‘god’.

23




What sets the Aboleth apart is its
habitat of underground lakes and the
inherited knowledge that it absorbs from
its parents and anything so consumed
later in life. This gives the creature a
unique advantage in acquiring secrets of
the world and on its enemies. It can also
enslave others through its ‘dominator
alpha gland’, which emits an aura akin to
bat calls that interferes with a brain’s
subconscious and disrupts the targets
distinction between the egos and id. In
essence the ego and superego and
‘nullified” and the id comes under the
control of the aboleth to be manipulated,
as it likes. Hence any order given to the
subject by its master becomes top
priority and it will do whatever it takes
to satisfy this desire. Most often this is
used to have the aboleth’s puppets lure
prey to its home.

DMs Notes

The aboleth is a perfect example of
Lovecraft’s unknown horrors from the
dark world of underneath. The aboleth
presents a variety of options in studying
its genesis. It could be a prehistoric
creature that time forgot, a visitor from
another world or simply some freak of
nature that has developed an awareness
of itself and those around it.

Obvious uses of an aboleth and
where it is most commonly found
flaunting its skills are as an unseen
schemer or horror from beyond. This
could include the aboleth being revered
as a god-like creation and worshipped by
a cult of ‘enlightened’ overseers.

Athach

This author has heard of several
references to creatures matching the
athach’s description serving as minions
and chained horrors for crime lords in
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Nova Vaasa and Dementlieu while other
gossip  puts these creatures as
bodyguards for Darkonian wizards. The
Hazlani though have rejected this
practice, seeing the creatures as
‘barbaric’ and not suitable for public
display. This has not, however, ceased
their use as helpful garbage disposal
units, often stationed beneath Mulan
houses to receive thieves and servants
who have ceased being useful.

Once bands of athach roamed free
in small family groups in the blasted
landscape of Keening and the forests of
Tepest, but hunters have begun to take
their toll on the creatures and they are
now on the verge of extinction. The
strongest of their kind are locked in
dungeons as guards or used as gladiators
in Hazlani arenas while the smartest are
taught to be bodyguards or labourers.
As of the date of this publication, there
are estimated to only be just over 100 of
these beasts in their natural habitat.

Beholder

Perhaps one of the most debated
monsters, in terms of its existence in the
Dread Lands, outsiders from other
realms have insisted these creatures
exist. Indeed the beholder’s fantastic
nature. I fear that an unfamiliar
populace may mislabel the creature and
deflate true sightings, causing villages
and cities to be caught unprepared for
the schemes for which these creatures
are infamous. Something of benefit,
though, is the knowledge that Beholder
society in the Dread Realms is every
changing. These aberrations seem
incapable of staying in one place for
very long for fear of drawing the
attention of that kingdom’s ruler.

I DMs Notes
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The beholder’s fantastical make it
far too scarce for a random encounter.
However in one’s own view its rarity
and natural assets would make it all the
more deadly if found. To reflect its
almost completely unknown presence in
Ravenloft any Knowledge (aberration)
skill check to recall information about a
beholder has a DC increase of +5 to
reflect the difficulty in finding any
written documentation on its nature.

Carrion Crawler

In my many travels I have run into
the  ficulency dearthing pelvious’
(Carrion Crawler) species on more
occasions than almost any other
aberration. This bug like creature is
commonly confused with its insect look
alike ‘maximus centripediat’ or large
centipede. Though once in battle this
mistake is soon rectified, sometimes
with disastrous consequences. In regards
to the monster’s origins there are some
who believe it to be the result of genetic
experimentation, the mistakes of the
wizard or perhaps worse... the desired
end product.

Perhaps it is its need for rotting
flesh or the natural evil that permeates
the underground caverns they live in, but
the crawler is far more common than
most others believe. Indeed recent
reports from the largest cities of Nova
Vaasa mention common discrepancies
that could be signs of infestation, no
doubt brought about by the plague and
poor sanitary conditions in such
metropolises. They have also been found
in the high magically infested Darkon
and wherever dungeons are frequent.

So well developed is their stealth
when hunting that I have decided to
include my observations on typical
attacks as recounted by survivors. The
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crawler apparently favours climbing on
the ceiling above a party were only the
keenest ears can detect the slight
skittering sound. When the creature is
satisfied its presence is unknown it will
attempt to pick off the rear adventurers
with its paralysing touch. Their presence
can also be foreshadowed by the clicking
of their teeth and mandibles which has
been known to echo in the passages of
underground complexes making their
eventual coming all the more foreboding
and harder to anticipate in direction.

DMs Notes

The unintelligent yet cunning
animal-like mind of the carrion crawler
is perfect for a random encounter, the
role of a chained horror or even a less
powerful monster summoned by
forgotten rituals. The variety of places
this creature finds itself in makes the
carrion crawler one of the most versatile
of aberrations.

Choker

The realms of grey sometimes alter
the nature of an animal’s purpose and
the Choker an example of one whom has
found a comfortable home here. Often it
inhabits abandoned ruins near villages
were it can lure small human children,
who play nearby, into its chambers.
Richemulot and Mordent both offer
excellent abodes in this case and
Chokers are not uncommon to these
domains where the conditions are right.
Another favourable tactic of the Choker
is to use a village’s rooftops as a private
road to windows, were it can then
employ its incredibly long limbs to
entertain a child, drawing it closer to
them before inevitably snatching them
out of the house and leaping from roof to
roof before reaching safety.
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Some of the more intellectually
cunning Chokers pose as halflings in the
night causing blame to fall on the
halfling population while the Choker
robs the town and causes chaos. This
charade has caused more than one
unfortunate lynching and murder of
panicked halflings.

No one really knows why Chokers
snatch children from their cradles and
playgrounds and very few corpses are
ever found. Some theorise Chokers are
the children, transformed by some
diabolical secret known only to those
who capture them, if someone were to
ever lift a child up and turn to see their
face only to behold an unholy half
human half Choker their mind could
very well panic from recognizing the
normal and beyond together. Others
believe the Chokers are only following
the orders of some master unknown,
who desires the children for its own
purposes, while even darker thoughts
best left undescribed have been proposed
as reason.
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spell components. It would take a clever
hero to pull apart such a coven of thugs
and murderers and challenge the leader.

DMs Notes

Chokers by themselves are little
more than random encounter material.
However by basing a choker at the heart
of a string of mysterious child
disappearances its existence can cause
an interesting investigation. Especially
when one begins to think of what the
children are being used for. Another plot
involving the malicious Chokers is of a
band of mysterious halflings who come
to town wrapped in desert garb or thick
coats. They begin to set up their own
thieves guild using their natural skills to
make them a terror on the streets, all the
while controlled by someone, perhaps a
gifted Choker with the capacity for
thought, or a Wizard needing particular

Chuul

Found almost exclusively on the
isle of Bluetspur the Chuul serve as
bodyguards and soldiers for the Illithid
population who inhabit the blasted
world. What is not widely known
however is that the Chuul are the result
of Illithid experimentation, a work in
progress to perfect biological warfare on
a grandeur scale. The exact nature of
their creation is steeped in rumour; a few
theories stick out as more probable.
Some believe that the Chuul are former
humans, mutated by their evil masters.
Others believe that such beasts are
grown in mass produced vats and kept in
row upon row of such chambers ready to
awaken for an invasion or defence.
Perhaps the most horrifying of all,
captives and slaves are impregnated or
used as stock to breed Chuul before the
new monster ‘hatches’ from its mother.
Finally as a note, differing races used in
their forced spawning could account for
the fact that the Chuul have been known
to have different abilities from one
another.

Though I have never encountered a
Chuul, I have been privy to texts lent to
me by the State library and friends in
Darkon. These books mention the
adaptability of the Chuul as a species. As
such I have jotted down a few of the
more important adaptations that Illithid
minds have no doubt cooked up for a
more diverse army:

DMs Notes

Chuul mutation, as a result of
[llithid interference or perhaps of other
unseen masters, the Chuul have become
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Delyer

The Delver is one of the stranger
creatures one can encounter and unlike
most aberrations is not inherently evil.
Often it is neutral in matters with
tendencies towards lawfulness.
Regardless, however, the Delver is a
remarkably rare creature due to a lack of
caverns large enough to support its
lifestyle in the Core. Though one or two
have been linked to travelling within the
vast mountains of the Southern Baloks
and the hot lands of the Amber Wastes
were gold and other precious metals lie
undiscovered in the North-Western
mountain ranges.

Desfrachan

A rather interesting monster that
has come under the label ‘aberration’
this unusual dungeon-dweller is of above
average intelligence and evil to its core.
As such most hero’s encounter it at
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random while looting some vast crypt or
find it acting as a minion or pet for some
greater power. Such enslavement of this
beast is perfect for the protection of
castles and dungeons where it can
employ its sonic abilities to bore through
walls and make shortcuts with
remarkable  speed. Luckily the
destrachan is a rare creature while the
few that do exist have usually been
summoned by conjurers long since dead.
Recent news puts small packs in the
Richemulot sewers and even so far as
the upper tunnels of distant Paridon —no
doubt finding their gifts a superb
advantage in the dark miles of tunnels
under the cities.

Due to its natural intelligence the
beast is more than likely to use its sonic
gifts in the most effective and
unpredictable manner. It will try to
throw its target off balance and win by
whatever means possible. One example
of this is how an attack in complete
darkness lacks any effect upon the
creatures and thus it has been known to
wait several hours until the advantage of
surprise and night is with it. The
destrachan also possess the remarkable
ability to blast through walls using its
sonic call, allowing it to seemingly
attack from anywhere then retreat, only
to attack from another direction. I have
also read about assassins and bounty
hunters training such creatures as
‘tracker dogs’ with the use of their
natural track advantage and the lack of
any hindrance a building might have
imposed only to disrupt the targets
nerves and knock them out for a live
capture.

Drider
Created in other realms by

someone only referenced to as ‘Lolth’
the drider would be expected to be
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exceedingly rare. In truth, however,
recent experiments on the isle of
Markovia and in Hazlan have bred its
own driders. The high magical nature of
Darkon has mutated some of its own and
while I am loath to admit it there are
some reports that driders are emerging
from the sewers of Paridon with some
unknown entity urging them on.

When in battle the Drider often
plays on the dears of the party, using
traps and pits to separate the group and
pick them off one by one. They are
cunning, intelligent and very capable —
nothing should be put past them.

DMs Notes

Obviously the drider’s fearsome
appearance and ability to climb walls
while surrounding an area in web (which
has on occasion confused heroes into the
assumption of an infestation of spiders
or one simple giant spider’s presence)
lends itself to random encounters in
deserted caverns or dungeons long since
abandoned. However it does have the
intellect, wisdom and pride to scheme
and create a web of lies with the goal of
which being to ensnare potential prey
and further their influence, thus they can
be ‘unseen masters’ in campaigns.

Efhereal Filcher

Due to the strong binds of the
Dread Realms that prevent ethereal
travel into other planes, Ethereal Filchers
are not native to these lands and any that
find themselves trapped here must adapt
or die. The creature is found almost
exclusively in Darkon where it can find
the magic it needs to survive.

I DMs Notes
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Effercap

Found in warm forests and tropical
jungles the ettercap inhabits the lands
Falkovnia, Sithicus, the wilds of Verbrek
and the equator bound Verdurous Lands.
Though most forests can hold their own
troupes of them. They mostly rely on
their natural skills, which resemble that
of spiders and thus use their webs and
poison bites to good effect before
swarming their prey with allies including
brethren and the spider companions that
often follow them. Ettercaps are
territorial creatures and their hunting
grounds are often laden with a fair share
of traps.

Gibbering Mouther

One of the more fearsome
creatures in existence, not due to its
power to slay but from its mere mind-
boggling appearance; the mouther is the
stuff of nightmares. Perhaps formed by
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wizards in the past, the result of a
terrible plague or virus or maybe some
creature given substance from the
fevered nightmares and dream world of
the mad.

Mouthers may appear anywhere
except areas of extreme cold, where for
some reason they fears to go. There have
been disturbing stories from several
kingdoms of twisted scientists perfecting
torture methods in which a victim is
slowly becomes a mouther, the trigger
for this is apparently some sort of virus
though the means of distribution would
obviously be well guarded. One
shudders to think of what would happen
if one of these diseases got loose; with
the large crowds in some cities an
epidemic could almost be impossible to
stop.

DMs Notes

This aberration’s ~ monstrous
appearance and technique for feeding
make it worthy of a story telling device
and central cause for monster hunts
which could very well lead into the hunt
for who or what released it.

Grick

The Grick, by all outsider reports,
is found in other lands as an unthinking
animal-like creature. It resembles a
giant worm with a beaked mouth and
four tentacles that are attached to the
‘face’. What is not known to these
travellers is that the typical Grick is but
one of three forms of the creature.

The most common grick earns the
name ‘Grick’ and is found mainly in
Darkon, Nova Vaasa and the Western
Core, places where tunnels, dungeons
and large caves all abound. It is an
unintelligent creature and though
resilient in absorbing all but the most
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powerful blows it is not incredibly
strong.

Underground parties sometimes
come across them by accident and make
the mistake of attacking immediately.
What has recently come to light is that if
a Grick is left alone and no sudden
movements are made to aggravate it, the
monster will not attack and is content to
leave well enough alone. Some people
have even been known to train Gricks as
pets and guards. Though an expensive
procedure, gricks obey their trainers
much like a faithful dog.

Assassin grick

The second most common form of
grick is what some have labelled as the
‘assassin grick’. Smaller than the typical
Grick, the assassin is one and a half feet
in length and very slim in width. Its
tentacles are only half a foot in length.
Perhaps the strangest of all differences is
the creature’s skin, which changes
colour to reflect its surroundings.

Assassin grick
Small-Size Aberration
Hit Dice: 2d8 + 2 (%hp)
Initiative: +7 (3 Dex +4
Improved Initiative)
Speed: 40 ft. climb 30 ft
Armour 17
Class:
Base Attack: +3/-5
Attack: Poison bite +0 melee,

4 tentacle rakes +2
melee

Full Attack: Poison bite +1 melee,
4 tentacle rakes +2
melee

Damage: Tentacle rake 1d4, bite
1d3+1+poison

Space/Reach:  5ft by 5ft

Special Chameleon, Damage
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a more primal form of the ‘Mind Flayer’
that evolved at a tangent to its ‘cousin’.
Or maybe it is a creature from another
dimension yet to be discovered. If one is
to blunt this grick is best described as a
domineering symbiot. It resembles that
of a miniaturized version of the
traditional Grick save that of its overall
colour, being an ash and grey black, and
an enlarged brain, which sickly pulsates
and protrudes from the frontal skull like
a bulbous tumour.

Brain Grick

Small-Size Aberration

Qualities: Reduction 15/+1,
Poison

Saves: Fort +1, Ref +3, Will
+4

Abilities: Str 12, Dex 16, Con 12,
Int 6, Wis 12, Cha 5

Skills: Climb +12, Hide +10,
Listen +6, Move
Silently +7, Spot +3

Feats: Weapon focus (bite)

Environment: Any

Organization: Solitary or pair

Challenge 3

Rating:

Treasure: None

Alignment: Usually neutral evil

Combat:

Assassin  gricks are  usually

purchased and employed by assassins to
eliminate  specific  individuals by
releasing the creature into the targets
bedchambers while they sleep. However
they have been known to breed outside
captivity, favouring underground
caverns and dungeons. They are fiercely
loyal to their masters having the loyalty
to never turn on them once their
affection has been won.

Chameleon: The scales of a grick
change colour to match their
surrounding. Assassin gricks gain a +10
bonus to hide checks and may use this
ability to hide in plain sight.

Poison bite: Fort save (DC 14)
initial damage 1d4 Con, secondary
damage none. If the save is failed the
target is subject to having their throat
muscles relaxing as the poison seeps into
their system. This eliminates any use of
their voice for 1 hour and stops all spells
the individual could cast that involve a
verbal component.

Brain grick
The rarest grick is perhaps the
most disturbing. The Brain grick may be

Hit Dice: 5d8 - 15 (6hp)

Initiative: +0

Speed: 5 ft.

Armour 20 (+8 size, +2 natural)

Class:

Base Attack:  +3/-5

Attack: Leech (see below) +4,
bite +0

Damage: bite 1

Space/Reach:  1ft by 1ft

Special Leech, Granted host

Qualities: abilities, skills and
qualities, Telepathy
with host, Ancestral
memories,  Spell-like
abilities

Saves: Fort +0, Ref +2, Will
+10

Abilities: Str 2, Dex 10, Con 5,
Int 19 Wis 17 Cha 18

Skills: Bluff +14, Diplomacy
+9, Sense Motive +15,
Knowledge (any three)
+9

Feats: Skill ~ focus  (bufY),
toughness

Environment: Any

Organization: Solitary

Challenge 5 or host’s +2

Rating:

Treasure: None
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Alignment: Usually neutral evil
Combat:

The Brain Grick focuses its efforts
on attaching itself to a victim. Once
attached, the parasite uses that host as a
pawn in its schemes.

Leech: The Brain grick is a
symbiot and thus survives by attaching
itself to a Small to Large creature. It
usually does this at night while its target
host is asleep, performing a full round
attack to receive an automatic hit and
attachment. In combat it can use its
Leech attack ability to attach itself to the
base creature with a successful touch
attack.

Once attached the brain grick
cannot be removed save by a Strength
check (DC 25) or cutting it loose
(dealing 2d8 damage to the base
creature).  Leeching however is an
almost completely painless procedure
due to the grick’s ability to secrete a
fluid that dulls the attachment area. The
base creature must make a successful
Spot check (DC 18) to notice the
attached grick. Within 2d4 +1 rounds the
grick will enter the target through any
nearby orifice and begin the process of
taking control of the target over several
days.

Each day the Brain grick is inside
the base creature’s body, the victim must
make a will save to avoid the grick
taking control (DC 15 + 1 for each day
the grick has been inside the creature).
Removal of the grick once inside require
surgery and the grick will most likely
use its spell-like powers (below) to
ensure the target does not reveal its
existence.

After control is established the
grick will try to act as much like the base
creature to avoid suspicion. The base
creature now looses all free will and any
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mind affecting spells targeting the base
creature instead are automatically
directed to the grick (the caster does not
even have to be aware of the grick for
this to occur) the host also gains the
following adjustments:

Str +2, Dex +4, Con + 2

Int, Wis and Cha are replaced with
the grick’s own

AC +2 (natural)

Immunity to natural diseases

Damage Reduction 10/+1

The grick may use its spell like
abilities while inside the host

CR +2

The grick retains all memories of
the base creature and can use all spells;
abilities etc that host could before being
controlled.

Ancestral Memories: When the
grick leaves, the host retains no
knowledge of the grick’s presence as if
its memory had been wiped. The time
spent with the grick is replaced by false
memories of the gricks desire. After
leaving, the grick retains all of the
knowledge of its previous hosts.

Spell-like abilities: Wall of Force
I/week, Dominate person 1/day,
Suggestion 2/day, Charm person or
animal 3/day. All are cast as if by an 11"
level sorcerer and have a DC of 17

DM’s Notes

A Brain grick is of course an
excellent candidate for an ‘unseen
master’ type scenario as it changes from
host to host for various reasons always
gaining more and more knowledge.
What it could do with this knowledge is
unknown, but no doubt unhealthy for the
populous that call these lands home.

Mimic
A mimic is an odd creature,
especially in these realms. Often taking
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the guise of common furniture, it takes
use of suppositious minds to further its
desires. More than one party of
adventurers have journeyed into a so-
called ‘haunted house’ to find one, or
indeed, a family of mimics inhabiting
the rooms and themselves on the main
course of a meal.

Because of their close goals of
causing fear and luring victims to
themselves, mimics and animators often
form rather prickly alliances. In such
cases they travel together from village to
village, feeding on fear and people.
Sometimes they settle down in large
manors though often the alliance falls
apart after several months due to the
mimic eating the animator’s source of
food. In very rare cases an animator
chooses its ward as a mimic, developing
feelings or respect and comradeship with
the aberration. It is when these close
relationships are formed that a hero must
be doubly careful.

Mordent and Richemulot have by
far the most mimics on record with vast
numbers of empty houses waiting for a
mimic to make its home. They are rare
in the Southern Core due to a lack of
large furniture owned by the masses and
hence are more common in the Western
reaches. Though they are of course well
known to mimic that of large chests in
any variety of dungeons, where they
wait for foolish heroes to walk right into
their trap.
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mimic. Mistakes could have disastrous
consequences with a battle at best eating
up time and at worst eating up the hero.

DM’s Notes

Interesting uses of Mimics involve
false haunted houses, random encounters
or shell games when trapped in a
wizard’s or nobleman’s room. This
‘game’ would no doubt be a trap with a
set time limit involving finding the key
to escape. This key however resides
somewhere in the room with a hidden

Mind Flayers

Almost exclusively found on their
isle empire of Bluetspur, the Illithids are
a fearsome opponent in any scenario.
This is not only due to their natural
resilience to magic and inherent abilities
of the mind but also attributed to their
capacity for intelligent thought that can
easily rival that of any human. In the
world of conspiracy and deception the
mindflayers rule almost unopposed.

The lifecycle of a typical
mindflayer begins in the brain pool as a
tadpole. They spend many years in this
state and many do not survive. Later in
life their adult masters will provide a
human slave and ‘implant’ the illithid
tadpole into that human’s ear. The baby
illithid will devour all brain matter in its
host’s head and through a process known
as ‘ceremorphosis’, which transforms
the human into a mindflayer. Only
humans are chosen to be transformed
like this as any other creature creates a
lesser being, an abomination in the eyes
of all mindflayers.

[llithids live for about 125 years
and breed only twice in their life. Being
hermaphroditic they have no arguments
or disputes as to what gender is better,
one is either superior (illithid) or inferior
(not an illithid). Anything lesser is
worthy to have its brain siphoned out
and devoured for food, as these beings
are famous for.

In battle mindflayers use their
natural talents to the maximum
advantage, not the least of which is their
powerful ‘mind blast’ a psionic weapon
that incapacitates foes through disrupting
their nervous system and making them
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easy prey. An illithid can also spend
time tearing a party apart through
dominating certain members or their
allies and taking great delight in making
their world fall apart. In their plans
which can span decades and usually
always involve the expansion of illithid
might, mindflayers rarely make mistakes
due to their ability to play out different
reactions in their minds based on
mathematical probability. If they have a
weakness it is their ego. More than one
inquisition or cult of mindflayers have
has their plots foiled by underestimating
a group of interfering adventurers.

One wonders though, why have the
mindflayer population simply
transported themselves to other lands
when met with endless failures in their
most bold and grandiose schemes.
Simply start a fresh somewhere new.
The answer must be theorised that they
are incapable. This is the first difference
I, humble researcher and student of the
occult, have noticed. Something keeps
them here and I believe I now know
what.

Even deeper than the usual illithid
tunnels resides a being referred to simply
as ‘The God Brain’. This conglomerate
of brains lies so deep into the earth’s
crust many mindflayers are unaware of
its existence unless ‘it” wants them to
know -thus the puppeteers have strings
of their own it seems. Reaching out with
its psychic tendrils, this being has power
to reach others far from its location. I
myself have linked this creature’s
influence to seemingly random events
around the core as if it manipulates
occurrences simply to observe the
participants reactions. Whatever goal it
works towards is something [ am curious
to uncover but the unfortunate brevity of
this report prevents me from doing so. In
any case dear reader let me simply
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remark that the description of ‘God
brain® may be less than adequate to
detail what this monster is capable of.

DM’s Notes

In the larger scheme of things
Mindflayers make for excellent unseen
masters and puppeteers, controlling
things from afar while constructing vast
plans to conquer the core and reclaim a
lost empire that fell to slave rebellion a
millennia ago. They also have an endless
supply of bodyguards to carry out more
blunt and brutal missions thanks to
advanced illithid breeding programs for
the ‘ultimate soldier’. Thanks to years of
toiling away under the blasted landscape
of Bluetspur, in their laboratories
mindflayers are among the most
scientifically advanced cultures in these
realms and have developed biological
research centuries ahead of their time.

Naga

The body and cunning of a snake
and the intellect of a human, the naga in
all its forms is something any hero faces
without the inner fear that they will not
survive to see the next day. Typically a
naga lives for 35 years and breeds once
somewhere between the ages of 20 and
25.

In battle a naga may be a
dangerous predator but it is in the safety
of its lair that would-be adventurers
should be most fearful. Full of minions,
traps and armed with a smattering of
magical items accumulated over its
lifetime, most groups perish well before
even encountering the lair’s true owner.

DM’s Notes

In terms of intellect a naga is hard
to beat which attributes to their usual
calling as ‘unseen masters’ though
through the multiple species that exist
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some have been known to be captured
and chained for servitude to corrupt
guild masters and warlords etc. On the
other hand some nagas simply find an
abandoned dungeon near an inhabited
area and set up a base of operations
intent on ruling a village or city, creating
a simple yet dangerous monster hunt
through trap filled dungeons and
monster filled tunnels.

Dark Nagas in particular have
altered somewhat due to their ties to
darkness and evil ways. Hence they have
gained certain powers other heroes may
not yet be aware of: The Dark Naga can
now Shadow Jump, thereby having the
ability to travel between shadows as if
by means of a dimension door spell. The
transport must begin and end in an area
with some shadow for a total distance of
80 ft. The naga may use this ability
3/day.

They also have the ability to
manipulate shadows with the following
consequences: 3/day they can cast
darkness or mirror image as a free action
as a 7" level sorcerer.

Any creature slain by a Dark Naga
rises 1d4 rounds later as a ‘shadow’
under the Naga’s control. Hence Dark
Nagas often have several shadow
servants hiding in the darkness waiting
for the order to attack.

Ofyugh

A disgusting and grotesque beast
that frequents the carrion left over from
battles and living not to far from the
surface of the land. Otyughs have also
been sighted in Falkovnia and Nova
Vaasa, where mass graves, pollution and
large refuse piles are frequent.

The origins of otyughs are, like
most aberrations, unknown. Though it
has been theorised they are twisted being

Quoth the Raven: Issue 8

emerging from the Shadow Rift or the
evolved form of some creature trapped
underground when a land conjunction
occurred only to emerge many years
later.

With such a low capacity for
thought and its beast like nature, one
wonders what use the otyugh provides to
the world. The answer is a simple one, it
doesn’t. Some have occasionally been
captured as monsters to be chained to a
room with garbage so to hide and kill
anyone that would walk by but most
often they just inhabit a dungeon or
sewer, feeding, mating and dying
undisturbed.

Rusf Monsfer

Usually a rare sight in other realms
this creature resembles something akin
to a large cockroach and is unfortunately
more common than most realize. It
seems to thrive in the entropy and decay
of these realms. One predicts with the
growth of using steel and iron for
construction in the Western Core, rust
monster infestation is only decades
away.

Due to their one and only true need
being a supply of ore and the occasional
piece of purified metal, one can find a
rust monster in most of the largest
metropolises of humanity. There they
usually live in the sewers or nearby
underground ruins. When a rust monster
is encountered it is usually alone or with
its mate (who they keep for life). They
have also been known to be on the leash
of another being and taught how to track
and serve as mounts for goblin leaders. It
has often been noted that no mater how
powerful the adventurer a few rust
monsters will bring them down to size.

There have also been unconfirmed
reports of scientists employed by the
Four Towers Alliance creating unnatural
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crossbreeds of rust monsters and humans
so to combat the Falkovnian threat.
Indeed a battalion of soldiers with a rust
invoking skin would bolster the Four’s
offensive  and  defensive  power,
dependent on how they were used.

Skum

Used as bodyguards by Aboleths,
skum seek to corrupt isolated villages
into the unknown’s dark embrace. Not
only do skum need these people for
working on whatever structure or
scheme their master demands, but both
human men and women are enslaved for
breeding for the goal of perpetuating the
skum race.

Skum  have become  more
organised and intelligent through their
time in servitude. Some have even
escaped when their masters have been
defeated by groups of heroes. Often they
retreat into obscurity only to late create
cults and pagan worship to answer the
question within them ‘Why do they still
exist without their god father?” Skum
cults have been linked to cities and
villages in Darkon, Dementlieu, Nova
Vaasa and many an isle in the dread seas
— no real coincidence that all these lands
are linked to the ocean. As such, skum
have learned the ways of both arcane
and divine magic, their power granted by
whatever Dark God they pray to or
perhaps something even beyond their
fevered imaginations.

Umber Hulk

Often the monstrous servants of
others, the umber hulk was originally the
creation of Mind flayers wishing to
make a better servant and miner. They
are also enslaved by those wishing to
have a trained monster, though the

Quoth the Raven: Issue 8

creature can never truly be tamed, for its
very mind is chaotic and untrustworthy.
The secret of their creation has been lost
to the ages and now they are capable of
self-procreation. In terms of location
and habitat the umber hulk is found
mostly in areas such as caves, deserts
and jungle lands, though hardly ever in
an areas such as plains, or forests.

Disgusting by appearance and
nature, the umber hulk has been a
constant thorn in humanity’s side
throughout recorded history, turning up
in unexpected areas of woods and caves.
When one dissects this creature it is
blatantly obvious that their muscles are
over-developed and that they possess a
mismatch of differing animal parts. They
possess the brain of a gorilla, the sensory
organs of an insect and the anatomy of
some cross between the two.

Will-o'-Wisp

Common in Mordent, the Shadow
Rift and various swamplands, the will-
o’-wisp are creatures from legends.
They seem to delight in luring victims
into the bog and a watery death with
calls and the illusion of being a lantern
in the distance. It has been rumoured in
some of the more logical-minded lands
that scientists are hunting the wisps and
storing them for electrical energy.
Strange and fantastical falsities, though
they do cause some thought.

No one is quite sure what creates a
wisp, though some theories include that
they are the twisted souls of those lost in
the mists, or that shadow fey who
capture prisoners torture them only to
release them as will-o’-wisps. A Vistani
curse has also been blamed, making
those so blamed forced to observe the
world but never truly be part of it.

When roaming the swamps random
meetings with these fey are uncommon
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but by no means rare. Mordentish
travellers swear that turning one’s coat
inside out when seeing a light in the
distance wards off the wisps. Some texts
written by suppositious authors promote
walking in a circle backwards three
times before beginning a journey is a
remedy to prevent disastrous encounters.
In this writers humble opinion such
suggestions are as silly as they are
varied, though I have seen far too many
strange things in my travels to dismiss
them out of hand right away.

And so dear reader my work has
been finished. My guide to the strangest
of the world’s creatures is sent to the
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presses. However I urge you not to place
so much stock in the world of
aberrations being categorised
completely here. They are the unusual
monsters and beasts that are classified
‘aberration’ simply because they defy
more conventional identification. They
are the miscellaneous category of this
land’s fauna and hence I would not be
surprised to encounter a completely new
and chance creature on my next travel.

Where ever you go may your luck be true
and your legs swift,

Malwid C. Hardy

Amateur Botanist and Zoologist
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Perilous Pursuifs
Shay-Lof Culfisf

By Joseph “Bela” Zeffelmaier
zefelmaier@aol.com

The sea storm raged on the cliff-
side town of Polton. Windows were
locked down, animals were penned in
the barns and every living soul was
safely huddled indoors... all but one. A
single cloaked individual stood at the
sea cliffs, strangely still despite the
roaring winds blowing off the Sea of
Sorrows.

Siward had lived in Polton all his
long life; he’d seen many odd things in
his fifty-six years. Yet something about
the stranger on the cliffs troubled him.
He was about to blow out his lantern
and go to bed when the gnawing guilt set
in. Like many in the Martira Bay area,
Siward was a devout believer in the
Overseer. Leaving some poor soul to die
on the reefs below seemed decidedly
unseemly. Throwing on his thick cloak,
Siward trudged out of his cabin and
towards the cliff.

“Hey! Hey! Come away from
there!” he called to the shrouded man,
who seemed not to hear. That was
unsurprising, considering the howl of the
wind and the crash of the waves. Wiping
the downpour from his face, he called
again. Still, there was no response.

Finally, Siward made it to the man,
though he nearly fell in the ever-
increasing mud. He grabbed the man by
the shoulders, but even still he did not
respond. Suddenly, the stranger threw
his arms up to the heavens, a gesture
accentuated by a blaze of thunder.
Siward was knocked to his knees by the
deafening roar. He held the stranger’s

robe to keep himself steady. Finally, the
cloaked man spoke, his voice clear
despite the downpour.

“Look.” He said, and waved his
hands towards the sea below. Off'in the
distance, another massive thunderbolt
struck the waters. His eyes grew wide at
what the lightening revealed.  Deep
below the sea’s surface, Siward’s sharp
eyes saw something that chilled him to
the bone. It looked like a massive spire,
jutting up from the very blackest of
depths. But it was no tower built by
man. It was spiraled and twisted, made
of some substance unlike stone or wood.
The light shimmered on its surface, like
sunlight on a fish’s scales.

Something about the structure
seemed to be pulling at his mind, as if he
was being watched... judged by
something that found him wanting.
Siward felt as if he were on the edge of
madness, and what he saw next nearly
pushed him over. A massive, awful
tentacle slithered across the surface of
the spire. Even over the storm, the
people of Polton could hear his scream.

“Do you see it?” called the
cloaked man. Siward didn’t respond,
still in a state of near-insanity. The
stranger grabbed Siward’s head and
finally the old Darkonian could see the
man’s face. His skin was wet and slimy
with a greenish sheen, his mouth
impossibly wide and filled with small
fangs. No hair showed on his face, not
even eyebrows or eyelashes. But most
disturbing were his eyes, huge and pale
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like those of a fish. The thing bore the
shape of a man, but was clearly a man
no longer.

“Do you see?!” screamed the
hideous man-thing. The words assaulted
Siward’s ears and mind as well. He
tasted blood in his mouth, and suspected
that his eyes were bleeding.

“I SEE! I SEE!” wept Siward, and
the stranger pulled him to his feet. With
one strong arm he held the old man over
the sea. The other hand slid into the
folds of his cloak, where he produced a
dagger with a bone blade. In one swift
motion, he slit Siward’s throat and let
him fall into the ravenous waves.

“Then see no more,” whispered
the cultist, watching the body fall. He
looked back to the sea once again,
though this time it did not bless him with
a glimpse of the Lost City of the Shay-
Lot. He'd never been there himself, but
when he and his brethren were worthy,
the ancients would summon them. The
faithful would shed their human skin and
be welcomed by the things that had been
here far longer than humankind.

The cultist spun back to the
mainland and disappeared into the
darkness.

The Shay-Lot are a race lost in
obscurity. The few who are aware of the
Shay-Lot say they existed in millennia
past, when the world held no mortals. It
was a time when the Ancients ruled this
land, creatures who were neither gods
nor demons but quite similar to both.
Their kingdom was a massive city that
jutted out of the ocean, as the Ancients
themselves were creatures of the sea.

The Ancients were struck down by
an opposing force, powers of great evil
that felt threatened by the Ancient’s
power. Great storms swept the realms
and the City sank below the waves. The
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Ancients and their servitors sealed
themselves in the city as it crumbled.
Hoping to live long enough to reclaim
their world, the Ancients placed all
within the city into a magical slumber.
This hibernation would keep them all
alive without food or aging, but they
would be unable to wake themselves.
They would lie in slumber until some
outside creatures rediscovered the city.
These outsiders would reawaken long-
forgotten magic, and through archaic
magic and sacrifice, the Lost City of the
Shay-Lot would rise again. For untold
ages the Ancients have slept, though
now it seems as though their wait is at its
end.

A few years ago, a wereray named
Hilde Borganov stumbled upon part of
the lost city while hunting the depths
near Darkon. She uncovered some of
the hidden secrets there and was able to
decipher some of their runic language.
Later, she found a sealed temple,
surrounded by statues of hideous,
primordial sea creatures. Hilde became
obsessed with awakening the creatures
within, which she believes are the Shay-
Lot themselves. To this end, she
ventured to the Darkonian coastal town
of Tidemore and infected nearly half the
population with lycanthropy. There, she
lured the unsuspecting to the town, to be
turned either into followers or sacrifices.
Borganov’s plans were destroyed when a
group of wandering adventurers came to
Tidemore,  defeating  Hilde and
slaughtering her followers.

A few members of the Cult of the
Shay-Lot, however, escaped. Though
they lacked a leader, they were
possessed with a purpose. They
contacted many other sea-dwelling evils,
learning their ways and slowly collecting
the lore of the Ancients. In the years
since, the Cult has rebuilt itself and
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expanded its influence. Now virtually
every domain touching the sea is home
to a cultist. Under the new leadership of
the Mordentish wereshark Zebidiah
Cain, the Cult seeks out eldritch secrets.
They hunt for scholars of the arcane and
pour over their collections of lore. Still,
the Cult moves slowly and secretly,
drawing virtually no attention to itself.
The search has been slow but eventful,
for the cult has uncovered the rituals that
transform a mortal being into a creature
of the sea, blessing them with strange
powers. Cain considers this a blessing,
and hopes that soon the cult will have
enough knowledge to raise the Lost City.
Should this happen, an evil older than
time will wash over the Domains of
Dread.

Shay-Lof Culfis

While there are many members
within the cult who are simply thugs or
madmen, this Prestige Class applies only
to those who have been “blessed” by
Zebidiah  Cain  with a  bizarre
metamorphosis. The vast majority of
cultists are fallen priests, though several
wizards and sorcerers fill their ranks as
well. Former priests must abandon their
deities and devote themselves wholly to
the worship of the Ancients. Most other
classes either do not qualify, or simply
find the cult’s lunatic lifestyle
unappealing.

Hit Dice: d8
Requirements: To become a Shay-Lot
Cultist (SIC), a character must meet the
following requirements:

Alignment: Lawful Evil

Base Attack: +2

Skills: Knowledge (Arcana) 4

ranks, Knowledge (Religion) 4

ranks, Spellcraft 5 ranks

Feats: Endurance, Voice of Wrath
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Spells: Able to cast 3rd level
Arcane or Divine spells

Special: The subject must have
failed a Madness Check at least
once. No one who is remotely sane
would undergo this process or give
themselves to the Ancients.

Most importantly, the supplicant
must have received the Dark
Calling, a “gift” from the Ancient
Ones. The character will receive a
series of nightmares, terrifying
visions of the ocean and hideous
creatures beneath the waves. When
they awake, they will feel a pull to
a secret enclave in Mordent. Those
who follow that pull will find
themselves at the Cult’s lair. There,
they are approached by Cain, who
will gauge if they have truly been
chosen. Those who haven’t, or
decide to turn their back on the
Cult don’t live long enough to
reveal what they found.

Class Skills:

The Shay-Lot Cultist’s class skills
(and Key ability for each skill) are:
Balance (Dex), Bluff (Cha), Climb (Str),
Concentration (Con), Decipher Script
(Int), Disguise (Cha), Gather
Information  (Cha), Hide (Dex),
Intimidate (Cha), Knowledge (Arcana)
(Int), Knowledge (Religion) (Int), Listen
(Wis), Move Silently (Dex), Search
(Int), Sense Motive (Wis), Spellcraft
(Int), Spot (Wis), Swim (Str).

Skill Points at each Level: 3 + Int
Modifier

Class Features

All of the following are Class
Features for the Shay-Lot Cultist
prestige class.

Weapons & Armor Proficiency:
Shay-Lot Cultists are proficient with all
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simple weapons and light armor.
Cultists prefer to go without armor, as it
allows them secrecy on land and
swiftness in water.

Spells and Caster Level: All
Shay-Lot Cultists continue gaining
levels in whatever spellcasting class they
prior to their conversion. However, they
do so at a slower rate (one class level per
every two SiC levels). As such, a
clerical Cultist would only gain
additional spellcasting abilities at every
other level.

First Transformation: At first level, the
Shay-Lot Cultists undergoes the First
Transformation. It is a process in which
the supplicant’s body is infused with the
otherworldly energies of the Ancients.
The change manifests in several ways:
First, the Cultist grows gills along the
side of his neck. These gills are easily
concealed, but they do allow to Cultist to
breathe water as easily as air. The cultist
also gains a Swim speed equivalent to
their land speed. Finally, the cultist
gains Darkvision 60°. If the Cultist
already has Darkvision, it increases to 90
feet.

Second Transformation: At second
level, the transformations become more
noticeable. The Cultist’s skin begins to
secrete an oily substance. While not
immediately noticeable, it does give the
Cultist the constant scent of the sea and
allows the Cultists a +4 Profane Bonus
to Escape Artist checks.

The Cultists also grows small
claws on their hands, and fangs. This
gives them a claw/claw/bite attack of
1d4/1d4/1d6, with the bite attack as a
secondary weapon at a -5 penalty to hit.
The transformation is now more evident,
costing the Cultists 1 point of permanent
Cha loss.
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Third Transformation: At third level,
the Cultist swim speed increases by 10
feet. Also, the supplicant no longer
suffers penalties for fighting in water.
The cultist gains the ability to spew forth
a cloud of ink while submerged. This
cloud functions like the spell Obscuring
Mist except that it only functions
underwater. The cultist can produce this
ink cloud 3 times a day.

The physical changes continue; the
cultist’s eyes move apart and their skin
turns slightly green. As a result, the
cultist loses one point of charisma and
their Outcast Rating goes up by 1 point.

Fourth Transformation: At fourth
level, the Cultist has become a truly
strange  creature. The cultist’s
Constitution score rises by 2 points
permanently. The supplicant can also
call forth aquatic creatures to aid them,
as though they had cast the spell
Summon Natures Allies III except that it
summons only sea life. The cultist may
use this ability twice each day.

The Cultist’s eyes have moved to
the sides of their head and have turned a
shade of pale white. Their skin is now
scaly and short fins begin to jut from
their backs. The cultist loses another
point of Cha and their outcast rating
rises another point.

Fifth Transformation: At this point, the
Cultist has finished the transformation
and can no longer be called human. The
final metamorphosis requires an entire
day in which the Cultist can make no
action beyond resting. The cultist’s
bones become cartilage, their fingers and
toes become webbed, their mouth
extends to both sides of their head, and
all of their body hair falls out. The
Cultist’s type permanently changes to
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Aberration and they are no longer
susceptible  to  spells  specifically
affecting Humanoids. They gain a +3
natural armor bonus to their AC and the
damage from their claws rises to 1D6.
The cultist can spew their ink cloud four
times each day, and use their Summon
Nature’s Allies 111 ability a total of three
times a day.

In the fifth transformation the
cultist of Shay Lot gains the supernatural
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ability to channel the mind-warping
reality in which the Shay-Lot exists. As
a standard action, the cultist may make a
gaze attack against any creature within
visual range. This attack bombards the
target with psychic images of bizarre,
otherworldly evil, forcing the victim to
make a Horror Save.

Finally, the cultist loses 3 more
points of Charisma and gains another 2
points to their Outcast Rating.
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The Shay-Lot Culfist

Level | Attack Bonus | Fort | Ref | Will Special Ability Spells per Day
™ +1 +2 | +1 +0 First Transformation
o +2 +2 +2 +0 Second Transformation +1 level of existing class
34 +3 +3 +2 +1 Third Transformation
40 +4 +3 +3 +2 Fourth Transformation +1 level of existing class
5t +5 +4 +4 +3 Fifth Transformation
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The Human ©Ooze
Pudd|le or Predafor?

By Tadelin Darkblade
develaine@geocifies.com

"We chased the suspect into the
alley, but he had disappeared. PC
Hamilton moved in first, being as careful
as he could be, but nothing could
prepare us for what happen. The
puddle... It... It stood up. It stood up and
attacked him..."

- A first-hand account from a
Paridon police constable.

The origin of the human ooze is
widely speculated, and every bard seems
to have a different tale. A common
thread found in these tales is that many
years ago an outlander human
committed an unspeakable evil, resulting
in a horrific transformation. Though
conjecture, this tale is not far from the
truth.

Centuries ago, a mad human
wizard became obsessed with the
creatures commonly called oozes. As he
spent more time around the oozes, he
began to believe that he had become one
of them. The wizard would often wear
oozes as if they were clothing, and speak
to them as if the creatures were capable
of understanding him. In one of his
many fits of dementia, the wizard heard
the oozes telling him that humanity was
nothing more than a food source. He
believed their words, and started to prey
on humans. Eventually he was run out
of every town and village in his land.
While no one could prove that he was
responsible for the large number of
disappearances in the land, he was
shunned. By this time, his hunger was

only for humans, and his mind had lost
almost all of his previous logic.

After being run off for the last
time, he returned to the nearby village,
and decided that he would eat his fill.
His body had withered away and become
frail due to his habits, and he was able to
hide easily in the village well. Over the
course of the next few days, he would
climb out of the well at night, and work
his way into a house. The wizard's body
had become conditioned to being around
oozes, that he was able to move as one.
Flowing through cracks under doors, the
wizard had moved into house after
house, devouring the inhabitants while
they slept.

When the villagers finally realized
that they were losing their neighbors, the
wizard-ooze had already worked through
a third of the population. The villagers
pleaded for help from and group of
would-be heroes that wandered through.
A group of such people eventually
heeded the cries for help, but the village
was almost completely lost by then, as
only a handful of families remained.
After a long skirmish with the wizard,
the warriors managed to trap the wizard-
ooze in the well he had been using for a
hiding place. Using what magic they
could, the party sealed the well, keeping
the rapidly degenerating humanoid
locked away from the rest of the world,
hopefully to wither away to nothingness.
Time and wars changed the lands around
the well, and few remembered why the
well was sealed.
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In the year 551 BC, the well was
brought into the mists as part of the
lands surrounding the city of Paridon.
With the change in the aura of the land,
the magic sealing the well weakened,
and eventually faded away completely.
When the well was discovered again,
what lay within was not the wizard, but
the ooze that he had become. Climbing
out of the well, the ooze set about
dealing with the most primitive of
desires; the need to feed. With a
plethora of places to hide and an ample
population to pick from, the ooze had
found a new feeding ground.

In recent years it has fled Paridon
and is rumored to be within the core
itself. Some tales claim that it has the
ability to replicate itself, and others tell
of it having the ability to split in two. As
such, no one can be certain where the
original ooze is today.

Human Qoze
Large Ooze

Hit Dice: 12d10+60 (102 hp)

Initiative: +4 (Improved
Initiative)

Speed: 10 ft (30 ft. when
coalesced)

Armour 9 (-1 size)

Class:

Base Attack/  +8/+16

grapple:

Attack: +11 slam

Damage: 2d6+4 slam plus poison

Space/Reach: 5 ftby5 ft

Special Constrict, create

Attacks: spawn, improved grab,
poison.

Special Blind sight 60 ft.,

Qualities: coalesce, fire
immunity, ooze traits,
split, vulnerability to
cold.

Saves: Fort +6, Ref +0, Will
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+0

Abilities: Str 18, Dex 10, Con 21,
Int7, Wis 11, Cha 1

Skills: Climb +9, Hide +10

Feats: Great Fortitude,
Improved Initiative,
Improved Natural
Attack (slam)

Environment: Any

Organization: Solitary

Challenge 8

Rating:

Treasure: None

Alignment: Always neutral

Advancement: -

Outcast -

Rating:

At first glance, this ooze looks to
be little more than a puddle on the
ground. Closer inspection reveals that
there appears to be fluid flowing within
the ooze itself, almost like blood flowing
through veins. People who have viewed
a human ooze long enough swear that
they can see the faces of the ooze's
victims flowing within the fluid. Human
oozes appear to understand all of the
languages they knew in life, though they
are incapable of speaking them. While
they may not possess the appropriate
anatomy for speaking, a human ooze can
actually carve words into soft earth or
dust to communicate. They have been
known to use this ability to communicate
with other sentient creatures for mutual
gain. In one case, a human ooze
convinced a band of kobolds to build a
snares for it in exchange for the
possessions of the creatures killed.

Combat: The human ooze has an
appetite that knows no bounds, and will
use as many tricks and traps as it can
muster to slate its hunger for humans.
They possess a distinct hatred for spell
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casters, and will target a group’s wizards
or sorcerers first. The human ooze is
adept at lying in wait for prey but also
plans ambushes and escape routes.

Strangely enough, this ooze has
been found with oozes of other types,
living in the territory and sharing prey.
With the ooze’s ability to immobilize its
victims, a common ploy has been to
attack and paralyze a group of travelers,
and then let the other oozes in the area
feast on all but one of the bodies.

When pressed into melee combat,
the ooze will use the coalesce ability and
strike at any perceived enemies with its
slam attack. If losing, the ooze can also
make use of the higher movement rate to
run away.

Coalesce (Ex): A human ooze can
form itself into a humanoid shape as a
full action. It can maintain this form
indefinately, or until struck by a piercing
or slashing weapon. As a free action, it
can return to its formless ooze state.
While in humanoid shape, the ooze can
wield any simple weapon, and its
movement rate becomes 30 ft. If forced
to split, it will return to the formless
ooze state.

Constrict (Ex): A human ooze
deals automatic slam damage on a
successful grapple check. Grappled
opponents take a -4 to the Fortitude save
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versus poison due to excessive contact.

Immunity to Fire (Ex): Human
oozes take no damage from fire and fire-
based spells, instead being healed for the
damage that would otherwise be caused.
If this healing brings the ooze back to its
starting hit points, the extra healing is
gained as temporary hit points.

Improved Grab (Ex): To use this
ability, the human ooze must hit with its
slam attack. It can then start a grapple as
a free action without provoking an attack
of opportunity. If it wins the grapple
check, it establishes a hold and can
constrict.

Poison (Ex): Injury, Fortitude DC
21. On a failed save, the target will
become paralyzed for 2d4 rounds. If the
first save is failed, a second save is
required at the end of the initial duration,
failure meaning that the individual
remains paralyzed for one hour. The
save DC is Constitution based.

Split (Ex): Slashing and piercing
weapons deal no damage to a human
ooze. Instead, the creature splits into two
identical oozes, each with half the
original's hit points (round down). An
ooze with 10 hit points or less cannot be
further split and dies if reduced to 0 hit
points.

Vulnerability to Cold (Ex): A
human ooze takes an extra 50% damage
from any cold-based spell or effect.
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The Hunted

Original Fan Ficfion
David "The Jester” Gibson
jesfer_canuk@hofmail.com

“Same again, sir?”

The traveler waved his hand and the bartender poured another serving of the dark
brown liquid into the small glass. The Traveler picked up the glass and swirled the dark
drink around, staring at the distorted image of the person inside. The glass held a person
whose hair was shaggy and in need of a trim and whose face was rough with stubble. His
face had collected dust on the bristles giving him a dusky grey appearance. The traveler
tipped back the glass and downed the liquid in a single motion. The warmth in his throat
and belly filled him removing the chill from his bones, at least for a while.

There was a crash from the outside shutters that violently shook as a sudden
stronger gale rushed past outside. The Traveler jerked at the sound, his hand flying to his
side under his cloak. His face scowled and he slowly turned back around setting down the
glass again. He motioned his hand for a refill.

The bartender walked back over. There were precious few people in the small
tavern that evening. Only the two of them truth be told. The spring storm outside had kept
the local regulars at home and outsiders passing through had holed up in the inn down the
street for warmth and intoxication. All save the one.

“Are you sure you want another?”” The bartender asked. “If you need to be hauled
back to where yer sleepin’ don’t look it me. Got help?”

The Traveler grunted slightly as his glass filled up. “No, I’'m alone.”

“Alone? No traveling companions?” The bartender asked putting the lid back on
the bottle. “Ain’t that a bit dangerous? Walkin’ about by yourself?”

“Got no one.” The Traveler mused staring into his drink again. The person inside
the glass stared back, his small dark eyes staring back at their twins. Who was this person
in his reflection, the Traveler wondered? That dirty and weary looking figure in the worn
cloak and shirt that had been repaired one too many times. The stretched and haggard
face that look familiar but refused to be placed.

“Everyone has someone.” The Bartender said wiping down the bar with a rough
rag.

“Not me.” The Traveler said tipping his glass and sipping gently at the liquid. “Not
anymore.”

The Bartender nodded his acknowledgement. He knew how to talk to people, how
to read their unspoken words. He’d have him talking soon enough. He turned and picked
up another glass for himself and poured himself a round.

The Traveler shrugged and continued sipping on his drink slowly letting the
tingling liquid lay on his tongue before swallowing. Like heated needles jabbing into in
his mouth. “Not anymore.” He repeated the words softly letting them slide off his lips.
Tasting the sentence as if to add realism that was lacking.
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The Bartender pointed at the Traveler’s hand. It was a rough callused hand that had
seen much work and was wrapped tightly with a thick grey bandage. On one finger was a
small ring of coiled silver strands woven together inseparably. The Bartender gestured at
it. “Unusual. Ya don’t strike me as a jewelry person.”

The Traveler looked down and spun the ring about his finger with his other hand.
“It was... I used to be married.”

“What happened?”’

“She died.”

There was a tap as the Travel’s glass hit the bar. For a moment it hung in the air,
the only sound save for the thick wet slow striking the walls. The Bartender nodded again
and refilled their glasses. “This one’s on the house.”

“Thanks.” The Traveler said picking up his glass and staring in. “But she’s been
dead for years.”

“Never gets easier though. Hard ta lose a loved one. Hard ta survive.”

The Traveler nodded. “Sounds like experience talking.”

“I’ve known loss.”

“Strange. She dies and I’'m the one who stopped living.”

The Bartender nodded and uncorked the bottle pouring himself another round. He
set the bottle on the counter and pulled up his stool. “So what happened?”’

“You’d just think I was crazy.”

The Bartender scratched behind his ear for a second and pointed across the room.
“This happened about ten years ago. There was a regular of mine, name of Dyson.
Always sat over there by the window while he drank his ale. Never talked much he did.
Quiet sort. But he came every day and never caused trouble so I let him be. Then one day
he stopped comin’. No one knew what happened, we just figured he moved. Nobody ever
sat in Dyson’s chair; it was too close to the window. Always complaining about the cold,
like it was too drafty. But I never noticed one.”

The Traveler nodded. “Don’t see what this has to do with me.”

“I’m getting there. Shortly after that I redecorated the place and moved that table
away from the window. Closer to the fireplace where there’s less of a draft. The next
mornin’ [ opened the bar and found the table back where it was. Right up against the
window. So I hauled up my sleeves and moved it back to the fire. Next day it were up
against the window again. Eventually I gave up haulin’ that lump of lumber across the
room and just let it sit. Specially after I realized who was moving it. I don’t care if no one
else want’s to sit there. Dyson does and ya respect your regulars.”

The Traveler grunted and looked at the empty table by the window. It looked
cleaner than other tables, less stained. A fresh unused candle lay in the middle. The
window above was white with wet sticky snow. “Still don’t quite get your point.”

“My point is everyone has their story. And not everyone will think you insane for
yours.”

The Traveler allowed himself a half-smile. “But my story is less... quaint than
yours. And a lot more dangerous. You see [ was a farmer to the north. Simple man in a
simple village. Hadn’t set foot out of there in my life. Even married the girl next door.”

“Sounds nice.”

“It was. And she was so beautiful. Dark brown hair that was almost black and these
soft hands. She had the most perfect fingers. I still remember our wedding.” The Traveler
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smiled at the memory. It changed his whole face as the time on the road melted away as
if it never existed. He was younger than he looked, and far less severe. “One day she was
attacked on her way home from the mill. Nothing serious, she tore her dress and bumped
her head pretty bad. They found the guy who did it a little while later. Dead. Looked like
he had smashed his head open against some rocks. Not much left.”

The Bartender moved closer, the wooden stool squeaking against the floor. “Then
what happened?”

“Nothing. My wife complained about some headaches for a while but they quickly
vanished. She got healthy and her appetite returned. She was eating so much we figured
she was with child. We were so happy at the idea of having kids. She wanted to be a
mother so badly. Had names picked out and everything. I’'m sure she’d been planning that
since she was a child herself. But then she started acting strange. Forgetting things,
making mistakes. She was an excellent cook and yet she began to regularly burn dinner.
And she was so pale and weak all the time. Always complaining about being tired. I
thought that was the worst of it, but I was wrong.”

The Traveler held up his glass for a refill. The Bartender splashed it full spilling
drops on the counter, curious about what the Traveler would say next.

“Then the strangeness really began. She got better but began saying strange things.
Talking in languages she didn’t know, about places she’d never been. Nothing too
obvious, just little slips of the tongue. A reference here or a comment there. It was if she
had forgotten who she was and was just pretending.”

“So she’d forgotten everything?”

“No, it was more than that. She remembered things. She knew who and where she
was and knew who I was. But she didn’t act the same. It was the small things. The way
she combed her hair or how she walked. She stopped laughing at my jokes. She hardly
smiled at all.”

“Are you just going to leave me in suspense or ya gonna say what happened to
her?”

“Didn’t know myself for the longest time.” The Traveler said pulling out a small
scroll from a pouch. “I visited doctor after doctor. Traveled for miles in every direction
looking for anyone who knew anything. [ was gone for a few days and when I returned
she was dead.”

“How?”

The Traveler looked at the stranger’s reflection in his untouched drink and held
tight to the small scroll in his other hand. The parchment crackled softly in his hand.
“Something burst out from her head. Tore her skull apart like old wood. I came back and
found her lying cold and limp on there. It just left her in the middle of the room to rot.”

“Something was living in her head?” The Bartender repeated. The Traveler nodded
slowly.

“Found some paw prints outside the house. Spent most of my time roaming woods
hunting deer so I know prints. These were like nothing I’d seen before. Four legs. Small,
with three toes with large talons.” The Traveler unrolled the scroll onto the bar. Pictured
on it was a hideous creature that defied logic. It was a hideous wrinkly grey mass atop
four clawed legs.

“It looks like a... a...” The Bartender paused to rethink the description.
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“I know.” The Traveler forced a reassuring smile. It was an interesting mix of
humorous and disturbing. A brain with legs. If you hadn’t seen it, you’d laugh he
thought. “Got this a few months after my wife died. I was traveling around looking for
anyone who could tell me what had happened. This passing bard gave this to me.
Claimed to have won it from a warlock or something. He called it an Intellect Devourer.”

“Unbelievable.”

“That’s what I thought. Didn’t believe him at first. It was creepy the way he never
stopped smiling, like he was laughing at a private joke. Anyway, his information paid off
though. I found one that looked just like this. It was unbelievable, I had trouble believing
my own eyes.”

“What was it like... in the flesh?”

“Smaller than it looks on paper. Less than a foot long. But quick, near impossible to
hit. Its body is hard, like it has a shell. I hit it with a half dozen arrows and none stuck.
Bounced right off. Struck it with a lamp full of burning oil and it never even slowed
down.”

“Impressive.”

The Traveler nodded finishing off his drink. The Bartender poured another, his own
remaining untouched in front of him. The Traveler shrugged. “It would have been even
more impressive if I’d have killed it. But nothing. Luckily it ran away from the flame or
it may have killed me. Found a couple more over the months with similar results. Heck,
could have even been the same one, they all look rather alike.”

“So what did you do?”

“The only thing I could. Find out what it is, how it works. If I know what it wants I
know where it will be. Then I can avenge my wife.”

“What have you learned?”

“Nothing that makes any sense.” The Traveler said resting his head in his hands. A
strand of dirty hair fell down in front of his face.“Talked to all manner of people who
must be as crazy as [ am. They talk of thing that walk like men but have tentacles where
their mouths should be. Like they have squids for heads. Apparently these things raise
Devourers, treat them like pets. Use them as spies.”

“Spies? You’d think you’d notice one of these bugger runnin’ around peeping in
windows and the like.”

The Traveler shook his head. “No, they have a better way. See, these things attack
you, and when you’re stunned they cut you and crawl inside your head. They eat your
brain and walk around wearing your body like a suit!”

“Like they did with your wife?”

“No. No, what they did to her was different. I thought that’s what it did for a while, but...
I know different now.”

“So what do you know now?”’

“I’m getting there. See, when they get inside your head they absorb what you know.
Digest your memories. But the host bodies don’t last long, maybe a week. That thing was
in my wife for a month. That’s what confused me. Went against what all the other
evidence pointed to. Because they’re inhuman, so even if they know everything their host
knows they’ll still act different. They’re colder and have no real emotions. And they’re
not driven by the same urges as we are. The hosts don’t eat much and sleep even less.
And they’re stiff and clumsy. Just like my wife was. It made so much sense.”
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“So that’s how you identify one? They’re clumsy?”

“Sometimes. They also don’t like light. I noticed that with my wife. The rooms
were always dark and the lanterns turned down low. She would jerk abruptly whenever I
turned up the flame. Most of the times they just act strange, eerie. Like they’re one
second behind the entire world.”

“So where do these things come from?”” The Bartender asked passing over a small
plate of leftovers. The Traveler picked slowly at the small slices of baked potatoes.

“South of Barovia. Used to be another land down there before the Great Upheaval.
Wasteland of rock and hills called Bluetspur.”

“I’ve heard of it. The Thaani came from there. Long ago.”

“So did the Devourers, sent out by their masters to see what else was around.
Probably left with the Thaani. Went where they went, unseen and unknown. Then the
Mists rose up and engulfed Bluetspur. Now I guess they’re on their own doing whatever
they please.”

The Bartender refilled the Traveler’s glass. “You still haven’t told me what
happened to yer wife.”

The Traveler sipped on his drink. His hands quivered slightly and the stranger in
the glass blurred as the drink waved and shook. “This is mostly my own guess, from bits
and pieces I’ve picked up. I haven’t learned anything about their biology, how they breed
or what they eat. Nothing. No one knows. I reckon that whatever or however they breed
normally, doesn’t work outside of their mountain pits.”

“So they’re dying out then, you’re in luck then.”

The Traveler shook his head. “I don’t think so. Instead I think they’re using people
as hosts, injecting bits of themselves inside people’s brains to grow. Copying themselves
whenever they get too old or injured or sick. They just lie dormant inside some innocent
victim, like my wife, while their old body goes out of control. It becomes just a mindless
rampaging shell.”

They stood silent for a moment. Behind them the storm howled fiercer for a second.
The outer door shook abruptly for a second. Neither turned. The Bartender looked up and
dipped his finger in his untouched drink. Pulling it out he sucked slowly on the tip. “So
now you hunt these things. To revenge yourself for your wife.”

“I’m closing in every day. See, I think they travel in groups, pods I’ve heard them
called. So they leave a lot of distinct bodies around whenever they’re masquerading as
people, gathering information or what have you. I’ll catch up one day and avenge her
death.”

“Well I wish you luck on that.” The Bartender said tapping his glass against the
Traveler’s. “I think you’ll need it.”

The Traveler nodded and picked up his own glass. “As long as I keep my guard up
and am ready for anything.”

The Bartender nodded and refilled his guest’s glass. “Not doing a very good job of
that. How many of these have you had? Eight? Nine? That can’t be good for your guard.”
He looked up and slowly. Their eyes met.

The Traveler rose and tried to back up. He stumbled over his chair and collapsed
onto the floor. He struggled to rise but the room seemed to spin around him bobbing and
weaving. The Bartender rose and climbed slowly over the bar.
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“How did... what...” the Traveler muttered attempting to free his sword from its
scabbard.

“I remembered your fondness for warm drink on stormy days, oh ‘husband’. And I
was curious about how much you have learned of us.” The ‘Bartender’ hauled the
Traveler’s sword from its sheath and swung the blade a few times. “Nice balance. Good
craftsmanship. Would not have been much use against me and mine.” The ‘Bartender’
placed a foot firmly on the Traveler’s chest and held the smaller man onto the ground.
“Now,” He said calmly as the expression vanishing from his face, save for a cruel grin.
“Let us find out what else you know.”
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Dread Devourers
Infellect Devourers in the Land of Misfs

David "The Jester” Gibson
jesfer_canuk@hofmail.com

Hosfs

To perform their mission as spies
for the illithids, devourers invade the
bodies of humanoid hosts. When a
Devourer takes over a host’s body, it
literally crawls inside the skull of the
chosen victim eating the brain as it goes.
The lower back of the Devourer sends
out thin tendrils that intertwine with the
host creature’s spinal column allowing it
to animate it.

Devourers have imperfect control
over newly stolen bodies, for they can
only use the body to the limits of its own
compromised abilities. As well, the
amount of damage the body can take is
drastically reduced; the body can only
take so much punishment before it is
unusable and uncontrollable.  All
statistics physical statistics are replaced
by the Devourer’s or remain unchanged
which ever is lower. Mental statistics are
all replaced by the Devourer’s. The
Host has six hitpoints plus one for ever
character level the host possessed. When
the hitpoints have been expended the
body is not destroyed, it is simply no
longer usable. The amour class of the
Host is unchanged, but the base attack
bonus the devourer uses while using the
body is a maximum of +4. Devourers
usually avoid combat when possible
given this frailty of their Hosts. The
speed of the Host is unchanged, though
the devourer requires time to adapt to the
new surroundings. For the first twelve
hours in a new host the Devourer suffers
a —2 penalty to initiative.

As it consumes the brain of an
intended receptacle, the Devourer
absorbs all of its knowledge and
memories. All secrets and thoughts are
know possessed by the aberration.
However, despite  absorbing the
memories of the Host the Devourer has
trouble applying this knowledge. The
Devourer cannot attempt to use any
Feats, Skills or Class Abilities the host
knew in life.

Host bodies fall apart rapidly
suffering a combination of decay and
fatigue. As Devourers do not need to eat
in the same manner they seldom
remember to feed their Host’s bodies. A
body will last for 1d4+4 days plus any
Constitution modifiers the Host may
have previously had.

Devourers tend to posses the
bodies of victims who are still alive or
are dying, and only enter the heads of
the dead as a last option. Corpses that
have been dead for longer than a week
cannot be used as Hosts unless they have
been specially preserved. Bodies of the
dead used as Hosts suffer a —2 penalty to
Dexterity and Initiative and move 10ft
slower than their base speed.

The bodies of former Hosts can be
resurrected if a Regenerate spell is
quickly cast on the remains within a
minute of the Devourer’s exit, providing
the body was not already dead. However
the former Host is never quite what they
were and permanently loses a point of
Intelligence. After such spiritual trauma,
madness is also often a result.
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Spawning

Devourers  normally  produce
offspring, known as ustilagor, as their
method of reproduction. However, this is
rarely done in Ravenloft for reasons
unknown. Instead, some Devourers have
developed the ability known as
‘spawning’. It does not replenish their
numbers but prevents what few that do
exist from succumbing to poisons or
illness.

A Host is found, much like when
Devourers perform their Body Thief
ability, however instead of crawling
inside the victim’s skull they implant a
small piece of themselves. This ‘seed’
remains dormant for a period of time and
nourishes itself by drawing strength
from the Host. In response the Host’s
appetite increases and then it usually
becomes weak and lethargic. This is the
dormancy period and lasts 1d4+1 weeks.

Meanwhile the original body of the
Devourer decays rapidly and losses all
rational thought as that part of it has
been removed. If it is in possession of a
Host both quickly become violent
irrational beings seeking only the
destruction of themselves and others. If
they do not kill themselves within a few
hours they collapse into a vegetative
state as their brain and former Devourer
begins to liquefy.

The new host of the Devourer’s
consciousness slowly wastes away until
the malevolent intelligence hiding inside
awakes. It slowly begins to take control
of the Host’s mind, spreading its
influence slowly outward. The Host
loses one point of Intelligence every day
while the parasite inside gains one.
After the Devourer larva possesses the
majority of the brain it can effectively
control the body. The drain continues
until the Devourer has consumed all of
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its host’s intelligence. It will continue to
gain Intelligence until it reaches its
maximum, although once it has
uncontested control it is considered
fully-grown and can leave the body at
anytime.

While it is gestating the Devourer
is vulnerable to some forms of magic,
such as the Remove Disease spell. After
it has completed its slow take-over of the
brain it is no longer subject to such
spells.  Instead it must be actually
removed, either through surgery or
magic.

Salienf Powers

Intellect Devourers have been
known to exhibit other abilities over
time. Scholars are unsure if they are born
with the potential for these abilities or
learn them during their life span. It is
theorized that the roles or tasks they are
assigned play some part in their
development of salient powers, as if the
Devourer’s self-image influences what
they are and can do.

Detect Thoughts (Su)

CR Adjustment: +1

This ability allows the Devourer to
sense if intelligent or thinking creatures
are close to it. This allows it to
distinguish animals form higher beings
as well as prevents it from being
surprised. The power functions in a
sphere all around the Devourer with a
radius of 40ft. Once a creature is within
range the Devourer is instantly aware of
its presence and location and can act
accordingly. Thinking creatures who are
aware of this ability can attempt to hide
their thoughts and are allowed a Will
Saving Throw (DC 19) to avoid
detection.

Empower Host (Su)
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CR Adjustment: +2

The Devourer has the ability to
strengthen its Hosts increasing their
strength and abilities at the price of the
host’s life span. The Host gains a +4
bonus to Strength and Constitution and
3d12 extra hitpoints. However the Host
body cannot last as long with the extra
strain on its frame. It only lasts for 1d4
days before the body burns itself out.

The Devourer can also choose to
dramatically increase the strength of the
Host for a limited time. This doubled the
bonus, increasing it to +8, but the body
burns out within minutes, collapsing
after only 2d4 rounds. This is obviously
a last ditch maneuver.

Longevity (Su)

CR Adjustment: +1/2

The Host body possessed by the
Devourer can be maintained  for
extended periods of time. With this
ability the Host body lasts for 2d4+6
days before it is no longer usable.
However, the body tends to quickly
adopt and unhealthy waxen or jaundice
appearance, often appearing more and
more cadaver-like as time passes.

Mimicry (Ex)

CR Adjustment: +1

The Devourer is far better at
impersonation and acting like the Host
or other creatures of the Host’s type. The
Devourer is even adept at feigning
emotions and other responses. It receives
a +8 bonus to all Bluff, Performance,
and Disguise checks.

Paralyzing Slime (Ex)

CR Adjustment: +2

The crusty outer covering of the
Devourer is coated with a thick sticky
slime that causes paralysis to those who
touch it. Devourers with this ability
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often coat their claws with the substance
to render victims stunned and easier to
use as Hosts. Upon contact with the
slime the victim must make a Fortitude
save at a DC of 17 or be immediately
paralyzed for 2d4+2 rounds.

Spawning (Su)

CR Adjustment: +1

The Devourer gains the ability to
gestate spawn of itself inside the brains
of sentient creatures. The spawn posses
all memories and abilities of the original
but are younger and free of any injury or
illness that may have struck the sire.
Injecting the spawn inflicts 1d6 damage
upon the recipient. See above for more
details.

Thought Tracking (Su)

CR Adjustment: +1

This ability allows Devourers to
follow the psychic residue left by an
individual, a mental spoor that the
creature can sense and home in on.
Tracking using this power is unhindered
by conditions such as dry or wet ground,
the environment has no bearing on the
psychic imprint left behind. This ability
acts as the Track feat and also grants a
+6 bonus to the relevant skill.

Pods

Devourers are sometimes found in
groups, known as pods. Pods number as
many as seven Devourers but most
commonly three or four. These pods are
sometimes the result of Devourers
choosing companionship, but more often
than not they are the formed by the will
of an Illithid master. Pods are guards of
objects of value and importance to the
[llithids. Pods are not sent outside the
Underdark lightly, for they know too
much about Mind Flayer society to be
lost.
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All pods have a similar structure;
the strongest and oldest Devourer is the
Alpha, the leader of the pod. Its job is to
interpret the orders of its Mind Flayer
master and apply them to the situation at
hand. Initiative and original thought is
not prized among Alphas; it is not their
place to ask questions. Alphas are
primarily concerned with the day-to-day
plans of the pod and its security as well
as being aware of any possible threats.

Pods also often have a Devourer
who has been given a spiritual role;
these aberrations often adopt the title of
religious figures they encounter. Their
task is to keep the pod focused and
unwavering. While an Alpha’s role is to
ensure the survival and safety of the pod
during the duration of the mission it is
the religious Devourer that reminds the
pod of their larger role in Illithid society.
This role model reinforces the
established hierarchy and watches out
for dangerous or objectionable activity
such as questioning orders or possible
betrayal. Missions come and go, but
their position never changes.

Other members of the pod have
less detailed roles, often given positions
such as Tracker, Spy or Hunter. These
positions are fairly self-explanatory and
are usually assigned to younger or less
experienced Devourers.

The Losf Ones: A Sample
Pod

After their arrival in Ravenloft the
[llithids of Bluetspur sent out several
small Pods to explore the surrounding
lands and report back anything they
discovered. Of interest were the
inhabitants and potential slaves to be
found as well as any threats that might
emerge. Pods entered into Kartakass,
Barovia, Hazlan, The Nightmare Lands
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and two into the Mists that formed the
lower border of Bluetspur.

Over the years the pods reported
back and more were sent out to explore
the farther reaches of the land. Then
came the Grant Conjunction where the
land was rent apart and Bluetspur was
wrenched from the Core to become an
Island of Terror. Any pods still outside
the borders of the land were isolated
without means to report back or find
their way home. The Lost Ones is one
such pod.

Their mission was to explore the
lands to the West of the Core, such as
Arkandale, Invidia and Verbrek. After
their home vanished they set out to
explore the rest of the Core to see if it
had simply been moved as Valachan
had. So far they have had little success
and have confirmed that their home is
now isolated in the Mists. They do not
wish to simply step idly into the Misty
Border and trust to luck and are seeking
another way to return to their masters
with what they have learned.

The Alpha - Intellect Devourer:
CR 10; Medium aberration; HD 8d8+12;
hp 47; Init +4; Spd 40ft; AC 16 (touch
14, flat-footed 10); Atk +6 melee (4
claws 1d3+2); SA none; SQ Damage
Reduction 20/magic, electrical resistance
20, fire immunity, psionics, body-thief,
protection  from evil vulnerability,
empower host, spawning; AL LE; SV
Fort +5, Ref +6, Will +6; Str 15, Dex 19,
Con 15, Int 14, Wis 10, Cha 10.

Skills and Feats: Climb +8,
Diplomacy +2, Jump +8, Knowledge
(Planes) +3, Listen +8, Perform (act) +7,
Spot +9; Alertness, Skill Focus
(Perform).

Appearance: The Alpha is an older
Devourer that has been involved in
numerous battles. Several scars decorate
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the hard crust that cover’s its body. One
particularly long scar, inflicted by a
large battle-axe, runs along the entire
back. A clawed toe on the left forepaw
was severed in battle and is now a
stump. Despite having two claws
remaining the Alpha favor’s its right
paw while running. These markings
persist despite repeated spawnings, they
are simply part of the Alpha.

Background: The Alpha was once
with the original pods that left Bluetspur
to investigate Kartakass to the West. It
was given the role of ‘Hunter’ and was
responsible for killing those dangerous
individuals encountered by the pod.
After returning it was given the role as
Alpha in the next pod sent West, not as a
promotion or reward but because it was
simply the most knowledgeable
Devourer that was also expendable.

Soon after the disappearance of
Bluetspur two members of the pod, those
given the roles of Guard and Tracker,
were slain by a band of adventurers.
Since then the Alpha has been
preoccupied with the safety of the
remaining pod.

Personality: ~ The  Alpha s
determined and relentless in its goal to
return to its masters. However, it is
beginning to suffer doubts of whether or
not this is possible. It has been eighteen
years since the Grand Conjunction and
they are still no closer to their goal. This
uncertainty and fear over losing any
more members of the pod has left the
Alpha with waning confidence and
growing paranoia. It knows that directly
questioning the last orders of their
masters or suggesting their abandonment
will be treason in the mind of the
Deacon. Noentheless, the Alpha believes
that the two objectives, to learn what
they can and report back and to protect
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the members of the pod, are
contradictory objectives.

The Scout - Intellect Devourer:
CR 8; Small aberration; HD 6d8+12; hp
38; Init +4; Spd 40ft; AC 17 (touch 15,
flat-footed 11); Atk +6 melee (4 claws
1d3+1); SA none; SQ Damage
Reduction 20/magic, electrical resistance
20, fire immunity, psionics, body-thief,
protection  from evil vulnerability,
mimicry, spawning; AL LE; SV Fort +4,
Ref +6, Will +6; Str 13, Dex 19, Con 15,
Int 12, Wis 10, Cha 12.

Skills and Feats: Bluff +9, Climb
+7, Disguise +10, Diplomacy +4, Jump
+8, Listen +7, Perform (act) +18, Spot
+9; Alertness, Skill Focus (Perform).

Appearance: The Scout is a young
Devourer and its hard crusty shell is still
smooth and unblemished to the touch.
Small patches of a curious grey moss
still cling tenaciously to the underside of
its frame, residue from its previous state.
It is small for a Devourer, even a young
one, noticeably smaller than the Alpha
and the Deacon. As a result of this the
Scout is very sensitive about its size.

Background: The Scout had just
matured from its larval state when it was
assigned to the pod. Proud of its
accomplishment it worked hard to
gather information and do recognizance
for the pod. However the Scout’s
inexperience resulted in its targeting the
wrong victim as a host which drew the
unwelcome attention of a band of
adventurers. This confrontation resulted
in the deaths of two of the pod.

Personality: Sensitive of its size
the Scout has a tendency to pick out
large individuals as hosts, usually above
normal height. It would rather have no
host at all than chose one of small
stature, such as a halfling. After the
encounter with the adventuring party, the
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scout has become even more selective in
its choice of hosts. It has even begun
stalking and shadowing victims for a few
days before attacking them. This has led
to minor complications.

As the Scout knows so much of
the habits of its victims absorbing their
memories has begun to affect the Scout.
Occasionally, after assuming the body of
a Host, it has trouble distinguishing
between its own memories and that of
this host, sometimes even forgetting who
and what it is! This quickly fades after a
few hours but the effects seem to be
growing more frequent and lasting
longer. So far the Scout has managed to
keep this from the rest of the pod.

The Deacon - Intellect Devourer:
CR 7; Medium aberration; HD 7d8+12;
hp 41; Init +4; Spd 40ft; AC 15 (touch
13, flat-footed 9); Atk +6 melee (4 claws
1d3+2); SA none; SQ Damage
Reduction 20/magic, electrical resistance
20, fire immunity, psionics, body-thief,
protection from evil vulnerability; AL
LE; SV Fort +5, Ref +6, Will +7; Str 13,
Dex 18, Con 15, Int 12, Wis 13, Cha 10.

Skills and Feats: Climb +10, Jump
+9, Listen +8, Perform (act) +8, Spot +9;
Alertness, Skill Focus (Perform).

Appearance: An old Devourer, the
Deacon shell is thin and even brittle in a
few places. The colouration of its body
has lightened over the years and its
wrinkled body has grown soft and saggy.
The Deacon’s claws have dull just
slightly and it has been known to be
forgetful on occasion.

Background: The oldest of the Pod
the Deacon was a personal guard for an
Illithid for many years before being
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assigned to the pod. The Deacon spent
much time investigating the cultures of
the human prey, fascinated by their
religions and holy sects. It spent days
comparing the two different spiritualities
and conversing with men of the cloth
while in host bodies.

While indulging in its exploration
of the sacred the pod was assaulted by
adventurers and two of its number
destroyed. The Deacon blames itself for
being away from ‘its flock’ when this
occurred and suffered a prolonged
period of guilt for failing to guard its
pod-members. It viewed this as a breech
of Devourer behavior and a large failing
on its part. The Deacon is the only one
of the pod remaining that cannot
produce a Spawn, this is something it is
very sensitive about and wishes to
change.

Personality: The Deacon
recovered from its guilt through
adopting the human ideas of sin and
divine punishment. The Deacon has
begun to see the deaths of its
companions as a result of their
unworthiness and diversion from the
path of true Devourers. If they had been
faithful and devout they would have
been stronger and able to fight of the
heroes.

Since then the Deacon has become
unwavering in its beliefs in duty,
responsibility and fulfilling one’s
mission and views any breach of this as
sin in the highest order. The Deacon has
started targeting hosts that it feels are
sinful and worthy of death and
punishment, those who fail in their duty
or leave tasks incomplete.
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CGrowls in the Night

Alhoons

By Andrew “alhoon” Pavlides
apay lides24@hofmail.com

Every community has its black
sheep, even the rigid community of
Bluetspur. Occasionally, the illithid race
spawns a mind flayer that seeks what is
forbidden by tradition and custom;
arcane magic. Shunned by their kin they
are banished from the community,
ostracized from the over mind and
forever denied the right to join with the
hive mind in death. Rather than resolve
themselves to oblivion, these rogue mind
flayer wizards seek to gain immortality
through the use of their magic. Those
who succeed become unholy
abominations of the most bizarre variety;
alhoons, undead mind flayers.

Alhoons, or illithiliches as they are
sometimes known, appear much as they
did in life; vile amphibians with qualities
of both humanoids and squids. Unlike
their living kin, the skin of an alhoon is
dry like parchment. Although alhoons
prefer to use their spells and magic, they
are still as powerful in psionics as their
living kin. This combination of magic
and mental might makes them extremely
dangerous. Their immunity to psionics,
their forbidden arcane practices and their
undead nature make them feared and
hated by living illithids. Mind flayers
organize hunting parties to destroy an
alhoon as soon as they learn its
existence, while alhoons gladly accept
the challenge to destroy as many of its
kin as they can before fleeing to another
secret place.

Creafing an Alhoon

Alhoon is a template that can be
added only to mind flayers that use
arcane magic. To perform the necessary
rituals, a mind flayer must have at least 9
spell casting levels. The creature type of
the illithid change to undead upon
gaining the alhoon template.

HD: change to d12

AC: An alhoon's natural armor
improves to +5.

Damage: An alhoon's tentacles
deal 1d4 + strength modifier physical
damage with each successful strike. The
alhoon no longer possesses the enzyme
the living mind flayers have and relies
on brute force to crack a victim's skull
open to feast on the victim's brain.

Special attacks: An alhoon retains
all of the special attacks of a living mind
flayer and also gains the following:

Fear Aura (su): Alhoons are
cloaked in an aura of fear. Creatures of
less than 5 HD within 60 feet of an
alhoon must succeed at a will save (DC
=10 + 1/2 Alhoon's HD + cha modifier)
or be affected as though by a fear spell.

Special qualities: An alhoon
possesses all of the special qualities of a
living mind flayer and gains the
following:

Turn Resistance (Ex): An alhoon
has +4 turn resistance.

Damage reduction (Ex): An
alhoon has damage reduction 15/ magic
& bludgeoning

Immunities  (su): Alhoons are
immune to cold, electricity, polymorph
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and mind affecting attacks.

Mnemonic  Metabolism  (Ex):
While eating the brain of a living
creature the alhoon receives glimpses of
the victim's memories. It is for this
reason that alhoons continue to crave the
brains of the living. Through this grisly
feeding, the alhoon may receive specific
information the victim knew in life,
information such as the location of a
special place, people the victim knew, or
even secret knowledge. Upon devouring
a brain, the alhoon must succeed at an
intelligence check of DC 21 to extract
information. If the alhoon looks for a
specific piece of information the DC
rises to 24. An alhoon wizard could use
this ability to learn spells from wizards
or even sorcerers, though to use these
spells the alhoon must copy the spells
into its spell book and prepare them as
usual.

Abilities: An alhoon gains a +2 to
intelligence, wisdom and charisma
scores but as an undead creature, it has
no constitution score.

Skills: Alhoons have a +8 racial
bonus on Hide, Listen, Move Silently,
Search, Sense Motive, and Spot checks.

Organization: Solitary or troupe
(1 alhoon plus 3 - 12 skeletons with
increased HD).

Challenge Rating: Same as the
base creature + 2.

Treasure: Standard coins; double
goods; double items.

Alignment: Any evil.

Advancement: By character class.

Level Adjustment: +6.

Combat

The alhoon has extremely high
spell resistance and power resistance.
As undead, the alhoon is immune to
most of the psionic attacks of is living
kin. However, mind flayers also have
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very high spell and power resistance and
thus resitant to the attacks fo alhoons.
While both sides are vulnerable to
tentacle attacks, alhoons and mind
flayers avoid bludgeoning each other
with tentacle rakes. Instead, both sides
prefer to use thralls and summoned
monsters to destroy one another.

The alhoon is an extremely
effective opponent against humanoid
opponents. Its extreme intelligence and
powerful spells are always used to their
fullest advantage. An alhoon's lair is
always filled with clever traps and
hidden places wherefrom the alhoon
could strike while hidden.

Alhoon
Medium Undead (9th
level wizard)

Hit Dice: 17d12 (110 hp)

Initiative: +6

Speed: 30 ft. (6 squares)

Armour 19 (+2 Dex, +5

Class: natural, +3 deflection),
touch 15, flat-footed 15

Base Attack: +11/+11

Attack: tentacle +12 melee
(1d4+1)

Full Attack: 4 tentacles +12 (1d4+1)

Space/Reach: 5 ft./5 ft.

Special spells, extract,

Attacks: improved grab,
psionics, fear aura

Special Undead traits, turn

Qualities: resistance +4, damage
reduction 15/magic &
bludgeoning,
immunities, spell
resistance 35,
Mnemonic metabolism

Saves: Fort +8, Ref +10, Will
+21

Abilities: Str 12, Dex 14, Con -,
Int 26, Wis 22, Cha 22

Skills: bluff +14,
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Feats:

Environment:

Organization:
Challenge
Rating:
Treasure:

Alignment:
Advancement:
Outcast

concentration  +24,
craft (alchemy) +16
diplomacy + 11, hide
+14, intimidation
+12, listen +18, move
silently +14, sense
motive +18, search
+16, speak language
(3 extra languages),
spot +18, spell craft
+18, Scry + 16,
Knowledge (any

nine) +14

Combat Casting,
weapon finesse,
improved initiative,

scribe scroll, empower
spell, craft wondrous
item, craft wand, spell
penetration
Any,
underground
Solitary

16

usually

Standard coins; double
goods; double items
Always lawful evil

by character class

+6
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Equipment: Wand of Evard's
black tentacles (9th 1vl caster), cloak +3
saves, necklace of deflection +3, wand
of fireballs (9th 1vl caster), Wand of wall
of ice (9th vl caster).

Scrolls (9th 1vl caster): mage
armor, summon monster V x2 (mist
elemental), dimension door x2, stone
skin, teleport, fog cloud x2, web, see
invisibility x2, Greater invisibility x2,
dispel magic x2, lighting bolt, vampiric
touch, fly, baleful polymorph, cloudkill,
lesser planar binding.

Prepared spells: save DC = 18 +
spell level.

Ist: mage armor, magic missile,
unseen servant, identify, ray of
enfeeblement, change self

2nd: minor image, web, summon
swarm, melf's acid arrow, shatter,
darkness (or daylight if underground)

3rd: dispel magic, major image x2,
fly, haste

4th: confusion, greater invisibility,
enervation, scrying

5th: cloudkill, summon monster V
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Misfted Mounts

Paladins’ 8teeds in fhe Dread Realms
Dayvid "The Jesfer” Gibson
jesfer_canuk@hofmail.com

The cold mists parted revealing
thick marshy trees covered in a thick
moss. My home was gone and I was
trapped in this strange new place. [
knew not what had brought me here, far
beyond the great city of wonders that
had my home. [ suspected evil wizards
and dark enchantments at first, but these
proved to be false.

The first sign that I had left my
home was my steed, Rothwell. He was
the gift of my god, the only companion [
ever kept. Whenever I was in a time of
need I would call him forth and out he
would ride from the distance, the
glowing light of the sun raining down
upon him. When our struggles ceased,
he retired to the blessed realms of my
Lord, crossing the planar boundaries at
my call. Yet in this land of mists, as with
many things, this happened differently.

I have been told that no mortal
magic can pierce the veil that surrounds
this place. I thought it impossible at first
that my god could not bend these rules
but grim experience has shown that he is
either unwilling or unable to intervene
within these lands.

I noticed no difference at first,
Rothwell was the same as always, but
with fear I soon realized that he had
changed. When he left my side, the
horse became insubstantial, dissipating
into the fog. Even still, he never truly
left my side He continued to follow and
watch over me from his ghostly state and
on quiet nights it was possible to hear
my mount neigh or even make out the

faint pounding of its hoofs. I felt as if |
were being stalked or followed by an
unseen creature, watched at all times by
invisible eyes.

1 soon realized that Rothwell
needed not my call to come to my aid.
Without my summons he could not
become fully solid, but instead he could
become a like a phantom, solid for a few
scant moments when he felt it necessary.
After a bartender threw me out into the
night because I had no coins from places
he recognized, he was found trampled to
death the next morning. At first I thought
little of this, merely a coincidence. Then
later 1 saw a pickpocket I had been
chasing, one who had relieved me of a
small bauble, abruptly crushed by a
speeding beast I instantly recognized.
How could so noble and just a beast as
Rothwell turn a servant of darkness?

-Fragment from the memoirs of
Delan, Paladin of Tyr

Mounfs of the Mist

In other lands, when not in use, a
paladin’s mount returns to the Outer
Planes to heal and rejuvenate. However,
in Ravenloft, nothing can leave without
the permission of the Dark Powers.
Powerful fiends, demons and even
demigods have been bound to the land,
so how could a simple steed escape? A
mount rides away into the fog and
dissipates, becoming one with the Mists.
Similarly, mounts called into service
while in the Dread Realms form from
the substance of the Mists. In this
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regard, these mounts are like conjured
creatures. Both newly summoned and
outlander mounts take on the Mist
descriptor like all summoned creatures.

A newly summoned steed becomes
a Dread Companion, in the same manner
as a familiar. However, unlike familiars,
even mounts brought from outside
Ravenloft can become Dread
Companions. These creatures spend
much of their time in the Mists when not
in use and quickly become tied to the
land. It is possible the Dark Powers
strive hardest to tempt paladins or work
to isolate them by manipulating their
mounts.

Although they cannot become fully
corporeal without their master’s call,
dread Companion mounts have the
ability to summon themselves. At these
times the steed is often mistaken for a
ghost or other creature of the night. A
steed can self-manifest for two minutes
for each level of its master, one minute
for every hour it can be called. This time
is not taken from the paladin’s daily
allotment. Most mounts only stay for as
little time as they feel they are needed.
When not in need they observe their
master unseen and undetectable as misty
phantoms separated from the world.

Like all dread companions, the
mount is protective of its master to a
fault. A steed will often strike out at
those it views as having harmed, cheated
or wronged its master. Unlike other
dread companions, a paladin’s mount is
neither sneaky nor thievish. It is an
honorable beast that refuses to strike by
surprise or from the rear. It obeys all
promises its master has made to the
letter, even long after the master is gone.

Life and Deaths
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Things have not yet improved. The
streak of bad luck that has followed us
since we lost our paladin, Erick, has not
abated. 1 still remember his body after
we dug him from the landslide, the
shattered frame crushed beneath the
bulk of his steed and the heavy rocks.
Shandor thinks this is simply a series of
coincidences, things have just happened
and are unrelated, but I am not so sure.
1t is almost as if we are cursed.

First, when we were sneaking up to
dispatch the self-styled Lord Dragoon,
the table overturned just as we were
about to strike. I can still feel Dragoon’s
claws rake across my arm; the scars
have only just started fading. Then there
was that botched attempt to infiltrate the
bank’s records vault. I'm still not sure
how the alarm was tripped.

The final incident was the night at
the inn. We met with an informant who
promised us information on the Lord
and his secret vulnerably. Despite his
cocky smirk I suspect our informant was
a little nervous talking with us. Odd, in
retrospect perhaps he knew something
about what was plaguing us; perhaps
that was why he left so abruptly. He
escaped before the fire started. The inn-
keeper swore he was always careful with
that lantern and had no idea how it
ended up in the stable. My lungs still
ache from the smoke. I no longer feel
safe; my nights are a mess of tossing and
turning. My suggestions to seek out the
aid of the Vistani go unheeded, at least
for now. Once something else of note
happens, the others may quickly change
their tune.

Again I hear the sound of hoofs in
the distance. It has been a sound I have
heard often lately. Could some
malevolent rider be shadowing us? I am
unsure if I should mention this to the
others, they tire of my theories and are
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busy. With the little information we
received from the bard, they think we
now know Lord’s hidden weakness. Still,
my hopes are low. Again I hear hoofs!
But there is no one in sight...

-Passage from the musings of
Keryn of Moondale

A paladin’s mount finds itself
gaining several advantages when it
becomes a mist-bound Dread
Companion. First, the animal no longer
needs to eat. It can consume food if
asked but it draws most of its sustenance
from the mists. Secondly, the mists heal
any wounds suffered on the mount. It no
longer heals naturally and must rejoin
the mists to repair any injuries inflicted.
There is no set rate of recovery but even
the most severe of punishment can be
healed in a matter of hours.

However, the union with the Mists
has a strong disadvantage to the mount;
the creature is forever bound to the
Mists. Even should a paladin manage to
escape Ravenloft, her mount will not be
able to follow. Much as a fiend binds
itself to a land gaining Corruption
Points, a mount has become inseparably
tied to the Land. Likewise, if a paladin
dies, as all paladins eventually do, the
animal cannot join its master in the
afterlife. The creature is forced to lurk in
the Mists, forever trapped between
worlds. Most mounts cannot survive
being trapped alone and eventually fade
away, while others go insane from the
loneliness. These maddened creatures
can still manifest themselves and
occasionally decide to take vengeance
on those they view as responsible for
their master’s death. Often the mount
targets the companions of the paladin,
those who were unable to save her life.

Similarly, a mount slain in the
Land of the Mists occasionally finds
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itself unable to leave the demiplane and
find its eternal rest. Its soul, once bound
to the demiplane, cannot depart. In other
instances, the mount is simply unwilling
to leave its master behind, unprotected.
The creature returns as a spectral animal
that haunts its master, either blaming her
for its death or still attempting to protect
her in a twisted fashion. Another
common recipient of the dead steed’s
wrath is any replacement mount
summoned, which the slain animal
invariably views with seething jealousy
as a usurper and unworthy replacement.

Mountfs of Ezra

Fear not in the dark places that are
home to the Legions of the Night for I
am forever at thy side with my sword
and my shield and my belladonna.
Though they are many of number and
though they are fierce of disposition,
falter not. Thine is the path of
righteousness my followers and thine is
the path of glory.

Thy need not walk the path alone
through the dark places. I aid thee
through your invocation of my will and 1
aid you through the renewed strength of
your arms. My light will guide and
protect.

Divine warriors must never fear to
walk alone for I bless them with this the
greatest  of  gifts, companionship.
Stalwart and unwavering, strong and
stout; a steed I grant to thee, one beyond
the measure of mortal beats of burden.
One fit to carry the burden of loyalty.

This is my mount I give freely to
thee. It will be thine legs when thee can
no longer walk and thine back when thee
can no longer carry. This gift I give to
thee.

-Excerpt from the Second Book of
Ezra
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According to legend, Ezra was
unwilling to have her holy champions
bound to animals of evil and misguided
loyalty. This belief is derived primarily
among paladins of the Mordentish Sect
of the faith. Rather than summon
creatures from the mists, these paladins
instead use a divine version of the
Phantom Steed spell. The animal called
forth is known as the Mount of Ezra.
The mount looks much like the creature
commonly conjured by the spell, though
it appears much more substantial. The
mount of Ezra looks to be a grey-white
horse, though the colour of the animal
seems to shift and flow like the mists.
The mane and tail of the mount always
appear to be blowing in some faint wind
and the sound of its hooves seems muted
and hollow.

To gain the Mount of Ezra,
paladins must forever surrender the
ability to summon a mount. The paladin
can instead cast the Phantom Steed spell
as a Sorcerer of the same level. This
ability is usable once per day for every
three Paladin levels and is gained at the
fifth level.

Furthermore, by sacrificing one
opportunity to summon the mount per
day a paladin can permanently bolster
her steed with an additional +2 bonus
Hit Dice and a +4 bonus to AC. This can
be done multiple times, but the Paladin
still has to be able to summon the steed
once a day minimum. For example:
Meninis has reached ninth level and can
summon her mount three times. She
decides to reduce this by one to twice a
day giving the animal 2-16 extra
hitpoints and an armor bonus of +4.

There are disadvantages to having
a Mount of Ezra. Should a paladin in the
service of Ezra manage to leave
Ravenloft, she cannot summon her
mount, nor can she summon a standard
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paladin mount. Likewise if the paladin
converts faiths, the mount cannot be
summoned. Mounts of Ezra are also
subject to spells such as Dispel Magic
that disperses the creature until
summoned again. The mount, while
intelligent, is also not a true living
creature and lacks any personality or
individuality. A Mount of Ezra seldom
acts on its own initiative typically
waiting until it is asked to do something
before acting.

Blessed Sfeeds of Belenus

1 give you greetings my children as
I come forth to you in the name of our
Lord Belenus, to give praise for this past
week and prayers for the week yet to
come.

We give thanks today to Belenus
for sending his avenging warrior to
strike down the foul creature that did
blight our lands. Yes, we all give thanks
to Sir Malcolme, our brave soldier of the
sun. The Dougal family gives a special
praise to the brave Malcolme, who did
rescue their youngest daughter from the
evil that plagued us.

He is a noble soul as was
immediately apparent as he rode in to
town proudly atop his blessed steed, a
true champion of our lord, Belenus. The
beast held its head high as it knew the
righteous purpose it served in the
smiting of the wicked and sinful, but its
head was still lower than that of brave
Sir Malcolme.

Thus we learn the price for sin and
the vulnerability of our small village. We
must be stout and unwavering in our
devotion so the glory of Belenus will
shine on us. Else we too may fall into the
pit of temptation and risk our immortal
souls, which will burn in the fires of the
damned. Fear for your spirits for they
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will be like ashes in the rivers of fire if
you waver from the light of Belenus.

Look to the noble beasts, the dog
that obediently sits at its master’s feet.
So too must we kneel before the glory of
Belenus. Even the great Sir Malcolme
humbles himself prostrate before the
greatness out our Lord. Look to him and
his animal, for like the dog is the horse
in loyalty, ever loyal before their
masters, both mortal and divine.

-Transcript of the sermon of Alpin,
priest of Belenus, October 12, 746

Another variant of the paladin’s
warhorse belongs to the faith of Belenus
and their anointing of Blessed Steeds.
Through a prolonged ritual a beast is
chosen to be the favored mount of the
animal and instrument of Belenus’ will.
This rite permanently brands a horse as a
servant of the sun god, granting the
animal special powers as well as
additional gifts that can be invoked at
will. This ability replaces the paladin’s
power to call a mount.

The paladin must first find a
suitable horse, wusually a superior
member of the species. The animal has
to be carefully selected and have an
appropriate disposition and good health.
Passion and righteous fury is viewed as
essential to the protection of the flock,
thus horses selected by paladins of
Belenus tend to be brave and fearless
warhorses, often with fiery dispositions.
They are beasts of divine anger, with a
tendency for rebellion and rashness
poorly suited to stealth or subterfuge.
They very seldom tolerate being handled
or ridden individuals other than their
master.

Having chosen an appropriate
animal, the paladin must pray and fulfill
the appropriate divine rituals over the
beast for a full twenty-four hours, from
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sunrise to sunrise. Additionally the ritual
consumes holy oils, wafers, incense and
other supplies valued at total of 200 gold
pieces. The ceremony involves painting
the horse with geometric symbols 