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Hey there readers,
It's been a busy few months here at DnD
Online Games, with lots of exciting new
things going on.
Firstly, the Community Supporter Exclusive
Adventure kicked off with a bang! Over a
dozen Community Supporters are currently
enjoying an exciting adventure written and
run just for them. If that idea catches your
eye, become a Community Supporter today
and join up!
Next, for the first time since they were
created, the New Player Solo Games are
caught up! In the past, new players have had
to wait a month or more for DMs to have
time to guide them through a single-player
adventure, but now the wait is down to as
little time as it takes the DMs to notice
you've posted. It's a huge accomplishment,
and they all deserve a round of applause.
Finally, the Iron DM competition is in full
swing. It's not wrapped up yet, but already
the first round is complete, and there are a
lot of adventures written and judged. I've
enjoyed reading every line, and I know I've
gotten some great ideas for my own
campaigns from it. If you're starved for
ideas, you should swing by and take a look.
With resources for newbies, players and
DMs alike, we haven't been resting here. The
future is looking just as bright, so stay with
us, and Game On!
-RonarsCorruption, Assistant Editor

DM Toolbox: Give the
Battleground Character

By Alegria

Location, location, location. That's the
watchword for real estate. I believe it is also
true for role playing combat. The terrain and
rules of a battleground are often an
afterthought, drawn hastily on the combat
map only minutes before the battle begins.
I’ve seen many maps on DnDOG where a
great deal of effort has been put into
making the maps look pretty yet they have
no character – nothing that makes the battle
memorable due to the location itself. Sure,
you can throw in some obstacles for cover,
darkness for concealment or rough
land/air/water for difficult terrain, but those
features are only skin deep. Not every battle
has to have a fantastic or challenging scene,
but every DM should make an attempt to
pepper the occasional battleground with
personality. It is important for the DM to
describe all of the options, advantages and
disadvantages of the pieces that create
battleground character so players
understand their options and challenges.
Battleground character can include sub-sets,
movement, skill checks and motes.
A set is an entire scene in which the action
takes place. Sub-sets are locations within a
set that offer their own advantages to
combat. A set can be a ship on the high seas.
When ladders on one side of the ship lead to
the foredeck, and one group of enemies
shoot arrows down from the foredeck while
another group attacks the PCs on the
middeck, we have sub-sets. However, a subset does not have to be on a different level.
A lake that allows characters to swim to the
other side so they can avoid the trapped
bottleneck at the north side of the lake is a
sub-set. If a character can fly, the crow's

nest of a ship suddenly becomes an sub-set
option. Every sub-set should offer the PCs
and NPCs advantages and disadvantages,
making them interesting and useful choices
for combat.
A battleground itself can have movement.
PCs and NPCs are all forced to shift one
space this way or that way across the
slippery wet deck as the ship rocks back and
forth on the waves. The tiles of a stone floor
can constantly shift in predefined or random
directions, every round or at predetermined
times. Portions of a cloud can rise or sink as
the cloud changes shape (direction can be
vertical as well as horizontal). Battleground
movement usually cannot be controlled by
the PCs although creativity might yield ways
to circumvent it. Whether the PCs are forced
to endure the shifting terrain or choose to
overcome it, the battleground's movement
becomes a unique and intricate part of the
combat.
Skill checks are useful for something other
than climbing a mountain or fast-talking
your way past a guard; they also can become
part of the battleground. The PCs are
standing on top of a coral reef battling their
foes. If they wish to move more than two
spaces, make them roll a physical skill check
and trip them (knock them prone) if they
fail. The PCs are fighting pirates. Every time
the PCs tell each other what to do, make
them roll a mental skill check and give a
pirate a +2 to attack if the PC fails their skill
check (the foe counters the strategy
because they actually listened to what the
PC said). Fill a ship’s bilge full of water and
send in the monsters – either the PCs fight
the monsters and make skill checks to not
drown OR the PCs must perform skill checks
to get the ceiling hatch open and escape the
bilge (while the monsters try to hurt them,
of course). Skill checks can add dimension to
the battle and possibly prompt PCs to be
creative.

Motes are small, limited areas where
combat can take place. They greatly increase
the difficulty of the combat, especially if the
foes suffer less of a disadvantage. Motes
can be small sections of land surrounded by
piranha-infested waters, magical skiffs that
soar through the water, wooden beams that
stretch in various directions across the
floorless top of an old tower or pockets of
clear air within a dark, raging thundercloud.
The difference between motes and sub-sets
is motes pose more of a PC movement or
vision problem and they offer no obvious
advantages from one mote to the next. The
challenge for the PCs is how to position
themselves on the motes for best strategic
advantage. Mix the motes with skill checks
to see if the PCs remain safely on or in the
motes and do not suffer the effects of
ending their turn off or out of a mote.

happen to be on the opposite side of a dry
river bed from the PCs. The characters must
jump over, swing over or in some other way
cross the dry river bed to engage the foes in
close combat (a skill check for most).
Anyone touching the bottom of the dry river
bed automatically takes ongoing poison
damage from the vipers that live there. I see
a small hill on the foe’s side of the forest.
The hill is difficult terrain and takes one
round to climb. It prevents uphill charges,
grants a bonus to downhill charges and
grants an advantage to ranged attacks (our
sub-set). If the PCs and/or NPCs climb a tree
and attack from the limbs, we can have
another sub-set. The DM will describe all of
these challenges and options at the start of
battle, giving the PCs a whole new layer of
decisions to include in their tactics. Now our
combat scene has battleground character.

Now let us create a scene that incorporates
as much battlefield character as possible. I
have recently had more than my fair share of
forest combats in various games and they all
felt the same – good versus bad in a clearing
surrounded by trees. Now let us add
character. Trees provide cover, but let us
add bushes for concealment. A few patches
of gnarled roots create some difficult
terrain. Now we are starting to create some
interesting options. The foes are shooting
arrows from the cover of the trees … and

DMs have a lot to think about when
planning a combat encounter. They need to
select the right creatures and traps for the
story and balance the encounter
appropriately for the party. Enemy tactics
should be considered as well as treasure to
be found. Before drawing the battle map,
consider giving the battleground character.
It can make the difference between a
monotonous encounter and memorable
one.

Player freedom is one of the critical things
you have to balance in any game of
Dungeons and Dragons, whether it's played
at a table with your friends or online. Players
need to feel in control and at the same time
have their hands held every step of the way,
which is a difficult balance to keep,
especially when they're creating their
characters and you may not be around while
they're writing.
My name is RonarsCorruption, and I've been
a Dungeon Master for over ten years, here
to give you some tips on how to make a
great game, and how to run it smoothly.
No matter what game you're running, what
setting or even what system you're using,
every one of your players will have some
sort of in-game character with which they
interact with the game. In one particular
campaign a player might have a fifth-level
fighter, and in another a fifteenth-level
sorcerer. Those are great, but what did the
character do to get up to that level of
power? Was he part of an army? Was he part
of a mercenary band? Maybe the character
was an adventurer from level one, and broke
the siege on the city of Merl-Calmore, then
later fought the terrible villain Mosculous?
Which of these things you allow is directly
related to how much freedom a player has in
your campaign, and can be as important as
any other decisions you make as a DM.
When I'm DMing, I not only recommend
players to add stories into their character
backgrounds, but actively encourage and
reward it. Whether the character was an
adventurer in the past or not, if the

character isn't starting at first level, they
have to have come from somewhere. Highlevel characters don't just pop out of thin
air, after all, and they don't get that way just
from training in secret either. A fifth-level
fighter might have been a general in an
army, or a member of an elite strike force. A
sorcerer might have attended a specialized
school of magic. Try to encourage your
characters to roughly match the length and
impact of the background to the character's
level - although there will always be players
who have a one line background for their
fifteenth-level character.
Still, there may be problems when players
create histories in which their characters
have traveled about and performed heroic
deeds. What happens when they revisit a
town they supposedly saved when they
were third level, when they started play at
seventh level and are now twelfth level? Are
they still heralded as the heroes who saved
the town? If they had saved the king's only
son, wouldn't they be welcome in the castle?
How you handle these events really shows
the players both how much you remember
from their background, and how much you
care about it. It's important to do both, even
though it's probably impossible to do it
perfectly.
Ultimately, you have to be careful with
giving players rein to create events in the
world's history, because once a player gets a
taste of the freedom it offers he might not
stop. When they're allowed to create waitstaff in the tavern to take their order, they
might feel cheated if they can't create rats
scurrying through their feet in the sewer,
even if you have a very good reason for it
with the monstrous acid slimes creeping
around the PCs don't know about yet.
Occasionally, player contributions will lead
to disputes one way or another, either
because one player is doing too much and
the other characters don't feel they're
contributing, or because a character
oversteps his bounds - sometimes
repeatedly. Sometimes conflicts will arise

from something as simple as the character
making an assumption that you didn't, but
you have to be prepared to deal with them.
You always have Rule Zero of Dungeons and
Dragons (The DM has the final word) in your
back pocket, but the fewer times you play
that card the better the game will flow and
the more the players will generally feel in
control. Try to find a compromise first perhaps the PC knew the last tavern keeper,
and the new one looks similar; perhaps
there *are* rats in the sewer, but they are
fresh, escaping from a bushel of rotten
foodstuffs just dumped in a moment before.
I will admit, this can be hard at a table where
you have to think quickly on your feet, and is
much easier in PbP, but PbP is where you're
most likely to encounter this in the first
place, as few tabletop players will take the
time to describe background details when
they're trying to get the most out of a
session.

While you should always encourage as much
creativity and collaboration from your
players as you can, I'd recommend having
your players ask questions out of character whether by passing a note back and forth on
the tabletop or by asking in a separate
thread. Before the player says he's known
Bill from the Rusty Flagon for years, have
them ask you if he's the sort of person the
player would have been able to meet that
length of time ago. He might actually have
been in jail for the last 15 years of the 18year-old character's life, and the PC probably
wouldn't remember him. Be sure the players
know where the line is drawn about what's
OK for them to take into their own hands
and what isn't.

Why Do You War?

By Savior

A man sat at a wooden desk, the chains of
his armor clinking together as he shifted in
his seat. There was a steel helmet on the
desk to the left of a sheet of papyrus and a
quill. Another man stood in the corner in
silence, watching his master, his expression
distressed. His eyes shifted toward the open
door, looking off at something in the
distance. He seemed hurried, as though he
wished to say something, but was holding
back. The man at the desk could tell all of
this, but continued to ignore it. Instead, he
simply picked up the quill and concentrated
all of his attention on the paper, and the
words in his mind that waited to be written.
My dear friend,
How long it's been since last we met. I wish
you were here, as we once planned, but it
seems that something ails you and yours, for I
have seen nothing that would lead me to
believe you are coming. The only thing that
reminds me of your presence is the very walls
of my creation. My home. A home full of
people who I have come to see as my children.
Children with merry lives, full of as much
happiness as I've been able to provide them.
During one of our first encounters, I believe
you asked me something similar to the
question, 'Why do we war?' I remember
growing angry at what that question seemed
to imply. I remember feeling a certain
profound injustice as you went on scolding me
for my answer, which contained glory, and
dreams of victory. I left our meeting in
bitterness for the reason I thought to be
nothing more than the

damage you had inflicted upon my pride.
Many years have passed since, and I find that I
was wrong in two ways.
Me and mine do not war for a glory we wish
to don on ourselves, or for the victory that
will become an addition to the list of our
accomplishments. And I left our meeting so
bitterly not because of damaged pride. It was
that your question made me question myself.
When a man finds that he can question his
beliefs, it becomes obvious to him that he
must question his foundation. His values. His
entire life. Now, all of that is not as easy as it
sounds. My life has been centered upon my
beliefs and values. I have lived by them, and I
have always planned to die by them. Yet when
I questioned those beliefs and values, I began
to doubt. And when I began to doubt, I began
to think that perhaps my life has been wrong.
My ideals have been sin, and to continue
onward so would be ill to all that I loved and
cared for.
My pathetic response, uttered so long ago,
may not have justified my argument or given
a clear answer to your question, but I believe
the situation in which I find myself and my
people on this very day to be quite sufficient.
It is survival that we war for. When the enemy
come to my gates, throw their ladders to my
walls, climb them and swing their swords to
deal me death, I retaliate. I throw them back,
and so do all who choose to fight beside me. It
is our survival that demands us to swing our
blades, cutting into the flesh of our enemies.
It is the survival of our beliefs that let us
continue on and fight, even when their life's
blood soaks our hands so that the hilt is slick.
It is our survival. It is our lives, or theirs. Our
good, or their evil.
Do not ask yourself what drove me to write
this letter to you, nor wonder what I might
have given you in answer. I simply do not
know myself. I can only guess that, with death
so near, just beyond these walls, I decided to

use what little time I had left to rid myself a
few of the many demons that haunt me. That
day when we talked of war has replayed in my
mind many times, and many times more have
I wished I could begin it again to tell you all
that I have told you here. I sincerely hope that
these words will be enough for my overdue
apologies.
The battle does not go well. Either you will
receive this letter from a trusted friend upon
the event of my death, or you will find this on
your own, in the ruined foundations of what
was once not a pinnacle of power and
dominance, but a safe haven for those who
could not provide safety and protection for
themselves.
Take care. May your gods always bless you.
- Commander Darium Varus
His head shot up at the sound of shouts.
Even from here, some blocks away from the
city’s northern wall, he could hear
the clash of arms. Gold flecked
eyes glanced at the letter once
more, a sigh of resignation
unwillingly leaving his chest. He
dragged himself up from his chair,
folding the letter neatly and
carefully. A cough from his
attendant forced him to turn.
"Sir," he said, "I think it’s best you
get to the wall. I’ll expect that the
men will welcome the sight of you
fighting with them."
Darium strode toward the opened
door, gazing out down the street,
watching men stoically marching
up the stairs to aid in the defense.
More men, stationed before the
gate, stood ready in case it gave
way. And even more, already atop
the wall, fighting against other
men who’d climbed the wall with
ladders. He could hear the screams
from here. He could almost
imagine the blood running down

the city walls and the stairs. Crimson red,
glistening under the morning sun.
"I think you’re right."
Darium turned to the attendant and handed
him the letter. "Send a messenger
immediately. Tell him not to tarry. He might
make it before the city is surrounded."
Then he was gone, buckling on his sword
belt, his helm tucked under one arm.
Stoically marching, unhurriedly, toward
whatever fate awaited him atop the wall.

Follow the Leader:
A D&D 4e Role Review

By Alegria

The D&D 4e Leader is one of four roles that
the rules recommend you include in your
adventure party. In practice, the party is
more likely to follow the Defender than the
Leader, contrary to the article's title. Joking
aside, the Leader is a key role for successful
combat ... but not for the reason most
people think. Some players will tell you no
role is essential for a successful party,
especially if characters have powers that
duplicate the missing role. That is true, to an
extent, but let me ask you two questions: Is
it more fun to hit things more often? Would
you like to speed up the battle and avoid
"The Grind" where combat devolves into
whittling down each others' hit points with
little use of strategy? Enter the Leader.
People often assume healing is the main job
of Leaders. In reality, healing often does
little more than delay the end of the battle.
I've never heard anyone say being healed
five hit points is fun. Hitting your foes and
activating the effects of your feats and
powers, now THAT is fun, especially with
encounter and daily powers. By definition,
hitting foes more often also means a faster
end to combat. Helping allies hit things is
the Leader’s true specialty. Let me explain
how.
Most Leaders can flank. Flanking offers
combat advantage against foes and that
helps allies hit things. Even the shaman, who
isn't an obvious melee combatant, can use
her spirit companion to flank using certain
feats and powers. If it is possible, your
Leader should be flanking.

Most Leaders can offer a bonus to attack.
Give a +2 attack bonus to a controller and
that +2 gets multiplied by every target in the
controller’s area-of-effect attack. Give the
bonus to the melee ranger and his supersized-damage Twin Strike gets attack bonus
x2. A flanking bonus plus a leader's attack
bonus equals a +4 bonus to attack. That is
substantial. Causing penalties to enemy
defenses is even better than granting
bonuses to ally attacks. For example, an
ally’s power might cause an enemy to attack
one of its own kind, so your penalty to
defenses on the poor sap would help both
your ally and your enemy to hit the same
foe. If it is possible, your Leader should be
granting attack bonuses.
Most Leaders can help remove nasty
conditions. This can be done by giving the
affected character a free saving throw,

allowing him to ignore the condition for one
round, or even removing the condition
without a die roll. When your Defender is
immobile and can’t get to the front line, she
can’t hit things. When the Striker is slowed
and can’t charge for devastating effect, he
can’t hit things. When the Controller is
blinded, the following formula comes into
effect: (useless) x (number of potential
targets in area of effect attack). A stunned
or petrified ally is also useless. Even if you
don’t have a power that removes
conditions, a simple heal check allows a free
saving throw. Your Leader should be freeing
allies from disabling conditions.
"What about Leader powers that allow
other allies to attack?" you ask. Those
powers typically grant basic attacks, which
usually do little more than basic damage to
individual enemies. Since the Leader is giving
up their attack for someone else, the party is
not hitting more often. Unless the Leader
grants the basic attack to an ally who has
optimized their basic attack so it is at least
as good as their at-will attacks, or the target
ally has been granted temporary conditions
that improve their basic attack, the Leader is
not doing anyone any favors by giving up a
"real" attack for their ally’s basic attack.
Granting a +2 attack bonus to a non-basic
attack is usually a better choice.

Now let us discuss strategy. If you are
granting bonuses to hit, give them to the
Controller for multiple-foe attacks or to the
Striker for high-damage carnage. If the
Controller and Striker are hitting well
enough, give it to the ally who needs the
most help with hitting things. Granting
attack bonuses, especially to the Striker,
becomes more important when facing a foe
that has high defenses, fast regeneration or
high damage resistance. In those cases, the
Striker’s damage is usually the most
important. Granting a penalty to enemy
defenses is best used when facing elites and
solos. Do not worry about freeing allies from
conditions unless those conditions are
preventing your allies from hitting things or
dealing damage. Save healing attacks for
battles where you are fighting a group of
easy-to-hit foes, or when you have run out
of your better healing powers and allies
need the help.
In order for the Leader to grant bonuses or
remove conditions, the Leader herself must
successfully hit things. That is where
weapon and feat choices become important.
Use weapons that grant +3 instead of +2
weapon proficiency bonus. Take feats that
grant bonuses to hit unilaterally as well as in
certain situations, such as when the foe is
bloodied or flanked. Damage is an
afterthought. The more often the Leader
hits, the more often the Leader can grant
bonuses, remove conditions and heal.
So there you have it, the REAL job of a D&D
4e Leader: Helping allies hit things. Healing is
useful only for keeping your allies vertical so
they can keep hitting things. More
important is granting combat advantage,
removing conditions and granting attack
bonuses. The Leader is the key to increasing
the hit frequency. Hitting is fun. More hitting
is more fun. Enough said.

Literary Review

By Naresh

A chilling set of lyrics to a song, "our lucky
razor" portrays a man's relationship with the
blade that he seeks to use for justice and
defense. The poem uses a chorus-verse
system with rhyming couplets making up
most of the exchange between the two men
in the poem that lends to a smooth motion
that almost rolls off the tongue when read
aloud. At first the violence made me a little
wary of the content, but the conviction and
emotion behind the man holding the lucky
razor warrants every bit of it. This poem
definitely sends chills up my spine no matter
how many times I read it, the subject matter
and the vivid imagery ensure its power
doesn't fade with time. "our lucky razor" is a
very strong piece. Now, Ychrana's "our lucky
razor."
by felyx zephyr and naresh

"our lucky razor"
by Ychrana
we cut up and we cut down,
we cut round, an round an round,
we cut in and we cut out
now we savor what we wrought
we found our lucky razor
we woke one night and from the window he
flew,
so we grabbed the man before he slipped
through,
we said 'son we'll put the devil in you'
so we threw him down before he knew
we found our lucky razor
we cut up and we cut down,
we cut round, an round an round,
we cut in and we cut out
now we savor what we wrought
we found our lucky razor
we cut him deep and we cut him hard,
the kids too good ta sit behind bars,
gut the man and let his gibs spread far
splay his hide from here ta thar
we found our lucky razor
we cut up and we cut down,
we cut round, an round an round,
we cut in and we cut out
now we savor what we wrought
we found our lucky razor
stab his throat and steal his spleen,
he'll wish to god he'd never bin seen,
we know they'll never hear him scream
no one'll know he'd even been
we found our lucky razor
we cut up and we cut down,
we cut round, an round an round,
we cut in and we cut out
all the while you'll hear us shout
'we found our lucky razor!'

Naresh: So Ychrana, interesting song, why
did you write it?
Ychrana: I was bored... I remember having a
drink or two, waking up, the chorus, waking
up, the rest of the chorus, the best sandwich
ever and then the rest of the song.
Naresh: Interesting, do go on.
Ychrana: I made it because I liked the sound
of the chorus; I sang it to myself a few times
then created an entire song around it to
bemuse myself.
Naresh: What about music, what has
influenced you?
Ychrana: Blink 182, Linkin Park, Disturbed,
Marilyn Manson, Drowning Pool,
Rammstein, Hamsterdance...
Naresh: Hamsterdance?
Ychrana: Yeah, I mention Hampton the
Hamster's Hamsterdance because it's the
only album I have ever bought in my life, I
love it... And I still have it.
Naresh: A lot of people link poetry to music,
do you write poetry? Or have you in the
past? What did you learn from writing?
Ychrana: I write songs mostly, I think of
lyrics then think of a tune to go with said
lyrics, expand upon the lyrics until I have a
song and then sing it back to myself. Is there
a point to writing poetry or lyrics other than
to amuse oneself? I learned how to spell
words a little better after typing them,
getting the little red line underneath then
looking them up in a dictionary. It's fun what
you can find with a dictionary at hand.
Naresh: I know, give me a few wacky ones.
Ychrana: Words like flensing, mitigate, their
they're and there... All the fun new ways of
communication translated from oral to
visual via the act of marring an object with a
substance. We leave poetry for those with a
concept of love and the desire for cliche'd
romance.

naresh: Can you play any instruments?
ychrana: I used to play a flute of all things,
but i'm better with drums (although i've
never actually played one properly).
Naresh: "our lucky razor" is penned as lyrics
for a song, would it be a fair point to also
label it as a poem? What do you think is lost
in translation from audio to visual?
Ychrana: You can call it a poem if you wish, it
depends how you read it. On paper (or text)
you can't convey the tune or music in mere
words but when I read it I sing it in my head
along to the music. I didn't think poems had
choruses and such though.
Naresh: This song can be seen as quite a
bleak, depressing song, your thoughts on
this?
Ychrana: 'our lucky razor' is the least
violent, offensive etc. in my collection. I have
written several bleak and depressing songs
throughout my life and I never thought this
would be seen as either, although perhaps I
am bigoted from experience. To me it's like
putting a glass of water next to the ocean
and saying 'damn, there's a lot of water in
this glass' or maybe more along the lines of
striking a match by a firestorm and
exclaiming that the flame is hot.
Naresh: How would you describe it?
Ychrana: Personally I'd describe the song as
psychotic and bloody; bleak and depressing
tend to make me think of dull, gloomy
boredom, sitting alone in a cold dark room
slowly starving to death after burying your
pet dog. This however is merely my own
perception, if someone perceives the song
as bleak and depressing it's simply the way
they see it.

Naresh: Tell us your favorite line, why do you
like it?
Ychrana: 'Gut the man and let his gibs
spread far', I always liked the way that line
ran off my tongue. It's easy to rhyme with
several other lines I was contemplating
using in the song and it was also the first line
I thought of when I made the lyrics, in the
end I decided not to use it in the chorus...
I'm not sure why.
Naresh: Is there any particular imagery the
song brings up for you?
Ychrana: Violence obviously, but there is a
slightly greater meaning and image it
portrays to myself.
Naresh: Please share.
Ychrana: You see in my country we have
some rather ludicrous laws regarding
personal safety, namely that if someone
breaks into your home you're not permitted
by law to injure them, much less kill them.
The outrage is that you cannot cause a
'robber' any harm but you are allowed to
defend yourself using 'reasonable force',
said reasonable force is defined as any force
not causing any long term or debilitating
injury.
So basically if someone attacks you in your
own home you could hold them down or
push them away, while you're supposed to
call the police and wait a few hours for them
to show up which has happened in several
documented cases.
So for the song in the last verse I wrote 'no
one'll know he'd even been', what I'm
saying is if you break into my home I'll kill
you. Then you'll disappear so as to leave no
evidence of my murder (or defending my
home to you sane people out there).
Naresh: Moving onto lighter issues, what
about DnD Online Games' magazine
"Explosive Runes"?
Ychrana: Hell, I'd never even heard of it until
now... If it's any consolation I am trying to

find it, albeit unsuccessfully.
*2 minutes of searching later*
I just found it, right smack on the front of
the home page... The world is round!!
Naresh: What about gaming? What games,
projects etc. are you currently involved with
on site?
Ychrana: A couple: Vengeance and Solace - a
D&D 3.5 Forgotten Realms game that I DM
and The Raggedy Edge - a Serenity RPG run
fantastically by tsavatar.
Naresh: Good stuff, is there anyone in
particular on site you look up to, whether as
a player, DM, writer or all round funny guy?
Ychrana: I am very proud of myself; this is
the first rpg-related site I haven't been
banned on... For various reasons. Most of
them bad... Very, very bad.
Naresh: As a veteran, any advice for the
newer members?
Ychrana: I'd say I don't discriminate, it's a
good site. The players are nice, the
administration aren't power-hungry maniacs
intent on world domination. I love it, it's like
living in my own little world with people I
don't have to imagine.
Naresh: Any words of advice to anyone
reading your work and aspiring to become a
writer / musical rock legend themselves?
Ychrana: Don't do drugs; people have been
prescribing drugs to me for years but I
turned out OK without them.
A chilling song written by Ychrana, "our
lucky razor" uses some violent imagery, but
the deeper meaning of the lyrics used offers
insight into Ychrana's view on a situation
that his country's law puts him in. He drew
his inspiration from a released mind and ran
with it and it gave him excellent results. This
piece, our selection for this issue, shows a
certain hauntingness that draws in the
reader while consistently offering a clearer
and clearer depiction of the wrath being
inflicted on the intruder by the narrator.

Masts - most large sailing ships have three
masts. The main mast, the foremast (in the
front), and the mizzenmast (in the back).
While there are always plenty of ropes
around to connect to the sails, climbing an
average mast straight up is still possible with
a DC 28 climb check.

Not everything in an adventure needs to be
a combat encounter for your players. There
should always be a town to retreat to, NPCs
to talk to and objects to find. In this column,
I will explore a number of these things,
allowing you to add a little more flavor to
any area you feel lacking in zest. Don't
expect to find many monsters about; this is
for the role player in all of us.
Players of all types travel all across the
world. Some do it by foot, some do it by
magic, but for long-distance travel the most
efficient way to travel is by boat. This article
is going to cover some boat basics, as well
as some specific flavorful ships for you to
use for your PCs whether they be traveling
by sea, or merely stopping in a port town to
refuel before their next adventure. If you're
looking for more information on a specific
boat type or rules for boat speeds and
maneuverability, take a look at the
expansion Stormwrack.
Parts of a ship:
Most boats the PCs will encounter will be
sailing ships. There will be some galleons
and row boats too of course, and some
exotic ones, but the most common type is
the basic sailing ship. Here are the parts you
might have to deal with.
Decks - all boats have decks, that's what you
call the floor of a ship. The decks in the front
and back of large ships are raised about five
feet (jump DC 15) and are called the
Forecastle or Fo'c'sle (pronounced Foh-kssull) in the front and the quarterdeck in the
back.

Crow's nest - Located at the top of the main
mast or foremast by a ladder, this is a small
platform generally used as a lookout or as a
punishment. There are also tops, which are
like the crow's nest but halfway up, used for
repelling invaders and working with the
sails. Being in a crow's nest is much more
violent then being on the deck, involving a
great deal more heaving back and forth, and
characters must make a DC 10 Fortitude save
each minute to avoid being sickened.
Sails - Sailing ships have from one to nearly
two dozen sails depending on size. The
center ones are called the mainsails, the
front ones the foresails, the little tiny ones in
front of them are the jibs, and the rear ones
are the mizzen sails.
Ropes - There are always plenty of ropes
around holding up the sails, and are usually
intended to be climbable by sailors. They are
collectively called the rigging, but most of
them near the bottom are referred to as the
shroud. Climbing the shroud is a DC 10 Climb
check, and a character may hook their
legs/arms through and fight with only a -2
penalty, without having to make Climb
checks to stay up. Climbing the upper
rigging is treated as climbing a knotted rope.
Ship-based directions are referred to
differently than land-based. Simply put: the
bow is the front end of the ship, the stern is
the back end of the ship, the starboard side
is the right-hand when looking towards the
front and the port side is the left-hand side.

Six Specific Ships:
The Wandering Storm- A group of sea-faring
mercenaries, who hire themselves out as
protection against pirates on the high seas.
The Wandering Storm, or simply 'The Storm',
is a dromond-style warship peaked with a
sharp metal thunderbolt figurehead
intended for ramming. Instead of a main
deck, a slanted roof covers rows of oarsmen
and warriors, while the quarterdeck houses
two mounted ballistae to fire at any pursuit.
It can hold 200 men in total, with up to 100
men rowing at once. When in dock, most of
the men spread out amongst local taverns
drinking and womanizing, but with strict
instructions not to cause any trouble that
might deter business. After all, they are
pirate-catchers, not pirates. Captain:
Mandarok Viper, (Human Expert 4, Fighter
4) A long braided beard dominates
Mandarok's face, so long it obscures his fine
red jacket. Rumor has it, his sword was
stolen from the notorious pirate Bloodclaw.
First Mate: Kiddora (Elf Fighter 3, Rogue 4)
Effiminate even for an elf, Kiddora speaks
little and loves often. He is feared for his
deadly aim with a trident from the crow's
nest. They prefer not to take civilians
aboard, but they will for 4gp per body per
day. Hiring them as protection, however,
costs a mere 100gp per day.
Gilded Chalice of Nermoon- An elaborate
merchant vessel, this ship travels around the
globe trading only the finest and rarest of
goods. Rather than offloading at port, this
elaborately decorated caravel instead fills its
deck with a half-dozen elaborate shops,
each tailored over the long trips for the
specific port they will be visiting. When it
arrives in port, people often flock to the ship
to marvel at its wares - and it occasionally
holds private auctions for the most valuable
of its goods. It has no weapons itself,
housing only two dozen sailors plus the
captain, but the wealth within the ship is
more than enough to pay a small following
of battle-ready sloops (collectively known as
the Trail of Coins) to protect it on any

voyage it might take. Captain: Cherub of
Nermoon (Halfling Expert 3, Aristocrat 5,
Bard 1) Plump and jovial, Cherub is one of
the richest men on the high seas, and will go
to great lengths to both buy and sell the
wonders on his ship, which only aids with his
fame. His wife and five daughters travel with
him at all times, for he rarely returns to
Nermoon. Hitching a ride on the Gilded
Chalice usually requires you to rent a space,
100gp per week plus 50gp per 5x5 cargo
space per week. Needless to say, only the
rich sail with Cherub.
The Bountiful Tusks- A unique ship built by
seafaring gnomes, this ship rarely makes
port itself due to its unique mode of
propulsion, a pair of tame dragon turtles
named Ithrexi and Karagamo. These beasts
are tethered to the boat as a horse would be
to a carriage, allowing more than a hundred
sailors and explorers to voyage wherever
they might be going. When in need of
supplies, the boat is docked away from the
coast, and the usually timid turtles are set
loose to hunt while the sailors take in
rowboats, often loaded with trade goods, to
fetch supplies. While having a boat that
cannot go into port is an odd concept, its
primary purpose is not trade or cargo - but
exploration. Its captain, Mandelbrot
Fractillias (named after the mathematic set)
seeks new lands, islands and even sea
creatures that have never been seen before.
While he uncovers little in the grand scheme
of things, many people pay him well for the
knowledge of an uncharted island, or for a
live specimen of a never-before-seen type of
fish. Captain: Mandelbrot Fractillias (Gnome
Expert 7, Bard 2) Dressed in a long brown
coat and wide-brimmed hat, he looks much
like any sea captain would be expected to,
except shorter. His passion for exploration
and discovery is more than enough to make
up for the long weeks at sea - he is always
excited about what lies over the horizon. A
journey aboard the ship costs 9gp per body
per day, though the cost is quickly offset for
treasure maps or rumors of new fantastic
things.

Spritely Winds- A long and narrow ship, its
rune-covered hull betrays its magical nature.
The fastest ship on all the seas, and capable
of holding a mere 40 sailors, Spritely Winds
is hired out to catch pirates and other timesensitive missions on the high seas.
Unfortunately, the ship is not built for the
heavy waves of the open seas, even
reinforced by magic as it is, and forced to
work mostly coastal waters. Still, its single
magnificent sail is never without wind, and
its six banks of a dozen oars row themselves
without so much as a finger needing to be
lifted. Captain: Charles Exodus III (Human
Expert 4, Aristocrat 1) Having come from a
noble family, the profession of captain
seemed below him, until he was paid
handsomely to take this ship out on its
maiden voyage eight years ago. Since then,
he has come to realize his love for the seas
and has become a fine agent for the ship's
owner, Chelaxous. Owner: Chelaxous (Elf
Wizard 12) Like most powerful wizards,
Chelaxous spends his time avoiding society
while attempting to find means to challenge
himself. Creating the world's fastest ship
was suitable, and over three years he built it.
His servants scour the coastline for reasons
to put it to use, and places to impress
people with it. The cost to ride on the ship
depends on the reason. For a mere journey
across the sea, 5gp fare per body per day is
asked. For a dangerous journey, ten times
that for risk of damage. For use in races or
other unusual purposes, typically free.
The Grey Nightmare- This moderately sized
ship is painted gray and blue, to better hide
it amongst the waves, the only indication of
its presence to its prey the startling red flag
flying from its mast. The Grey Nightmare is a
pirate ship, and while it rarely makes its
rounds in civilized parts, for the right price it
will make an exception. In fact, the pirates
aboard are cutthroat refugees from the
Astral Plane, Githyanki and Githzerai - ruled
over with an iron mind by the Illithid Patp'p
Zoxro. Patp'p has little love for his slavecrew, and will gladly sacrifice them if the
need arises, or to protect himself. He has

personally eaten most of their brains,
leaving them incapable of nearly any higher
function but to row his ship and to fight
under his banner. Captain: Patp'p Zoxro
(Mind Flayer Wizard 5) Patp'p makes an
effort to hide his true nature while he is not
on his own ship, dressing in flowing gray
robes streaked with red, and with a heavy
scarf wrapped around most of his face. He
makes business ashore, then leaves to
perform his evil deeds without second
thought, relishing more in the deeds
themselves than in the money he makes.
Patp'p rarely takes boarders when they are
not hostages or brain-eaten slaves. He will
typically request clients stay behind. Hiring
him often costs 1,000gp per CR of the task
he is put to.
The Valmithillia- Sometimes known as the
'theater of the seas', the Valmithilla is a large
theater first and a seaworthy ship second.
Too large to often fit into a standard port,
the Valmithillia and its 400 crewmen (and
actors) make anchor a short distance out to
sea, announcing their presence with a gaudy
display of fireworks and sending several
smaller ships to shore to sell tickets and
return with customers. Not designed for
speed, but more for stability, it often takes
the ship months longer to reach any
destination than a normal ship would, but as
large as it is it has never once come close to
sinking, even in harsh storms. Captain:
Vidalle Carbaloon (Half-Elf Bard 4, Expert 4)
Vidalle's goal in life is to bring theater to the
masses, and with his phenomenal ship which he inherited from its original owner
Dromus (deceased) - he does. He dresses
flamboyantly, and often writes many of the
plays the theater presents himself. Tickets to
their shows are typically a mere gold piece,
but board for a trip is terribly expensive, at
20gp a body per day.

able to use his Veteran Tactics attack he will
do so.

4e Level 1 Sahaugin
Battle Group

By RoBi

Nothing says swashbuckling adventure like
fish people. No… wait that isn’t necessarily
true, I suppose boats and pirates would do a
better job at saying swashbuckling
adventure. If you already have your pirates
and your boats, but are having trouble
finding some bad guys to inject some
adventure into your swashbuckling
campaign, then look no further then this
level one sahaugin battle group. They can be
used together as a complete level one
encounter or can be split up and used to add
variety to any other encounter you have
cooked up.
Running the Encounter
This level 1 encounter for five players will
contain the following monsters.
1 Aging Sahaugin Veteran
2 Sahaugin Rookie Pikers
2 Sahaugin Sneaks

Once the aging sahaugin veteran engages
the players both rookie pikers will join the
fight. The first piker to attack will always
target the strongest character with his
barbed net attack. The second piker will use
his ranged basic attack until the netted
character is no longer immobilized or for
three rounds, which ever comes last. At that
point the second piker will target the
strongest player with his barbed net attack.
Sahaugin sneaks will always try to flank
players and will use their rake attack
whenever possible.

Aging Sahaugin Veteran Level 1 Soldier
Medium Monstrous Humanoid 100xp
Initiative +2 Sense Perception +2; darkvision
HP 28 Bloodied 14
AC 17, Fortitude 12, Reflex 11, Will 13
Speed 6 Swim 8
Basic attack melee
+7 vs AC 1d8+3
Veteran Tactics Recharge 5 or 6
+5 vs Reflex 3d6+3 Close Burst 1

The ocean is the sahaugins natural habitat
and DMs should take care to set up
encounters in or around it. For example, this
encounter could take place on a deserted
beach, a shipwreck in a cove, on a boat,
coastal wetlands or in the ocean itself.

Any character hit with this attack can be slid 2
squares.

Tactics

Alignment: Evil Languages: Common

The aging sahaugin veteran is always eager
to prove he still has what it takes and will
always be the first to attack. However, he is
not stupid and will wait for the best possible
time to ambush players. Whenever the
sahaugin veteran becomes flanked and is

Skills: Athletic +8, Endurance +6

Aquatic fighter
This creature gains +1 to attacks when fighting
from a square occupied by water.

Str 16 (+3) Dex 10 (+0) Wis 14 (+2)
Con 12 (+1) Int 13 (+1) Cha 8 (-1)

Sahaugin Rookie Pike Level 1 Artillery
Medium Monstrous Humanoid 100xp
Initiative 0 Sense Perception +1; darkvision
HP 24 Bloodied 12
AC 12, Fortitude 11, Reflex 14, Will 11
Speed 6 Swim 8
Ranged Attack at will range 6 squares
+7 vs AC 1d8+3
Barbed Net Encounter range 4 squares
+5 vs Reflex 1d10+3
Any character hit by this attack is
immobilized and receives five points
ongoing damage. A save ends both
effects.
Aquatic fighter
This creature gain +1 to attacks when
fighting from a square occupied by water.
Alignment: Evil Languages: Common
Skills: Athletic +8, Stealth +10
Str 9 (-1) Dex 16 (+3) Wis 13 (+1)
Con 12 (+1) Int 8 (-1) Cha 10 (+0)

Sahaugin Sneak Level 1 Skirmisher
Medium Monstrous Humanoid 100xp
Initiative +2 Sense Perception +0; darkvision
HP 28 Bloodied 14
AC 14, Fortitude 13, Reflex 10, Will 12
Speed 6 Swim 8
Basic attack
+5 vs AC 1d6+3
Rake At Will (Must be attacking from a square
occupied by water at least five feet deep)
Sahaugin Sneak makes two attacks.
+5 vs AC 1d6+3
Aquatic fighter
This creature gain +1 to attacks when fighting
from a square occupied by water.
Alignment: Evil Languages: Common
Skills: Athletic +8, Stealth +8
Str 16 (+3) Dex 10 (+0) Wis 13 (+2)
Con 12 (+1) Int 12 (+1) Cha 10 (-1)

By Vitus

Thorn's Curse

I have never had good luck at dice, but I
have been known to play. There are the
usual dice games to be found along the
River Loch that is the very lifeblood of the
Empire of Wes-Kha. I had been working
various laboring jobs along the river when I
came upon the dice game that brought me
ill fortune such as I had rarely known.
My calamity was disguised and I did not
recognize the jinn called Misfortune when
he was presented to me. The game was
called Horse on the north branch of the
River Loch, but I learned it in the mercenary
camps at Bremmen Keep where it was called
Ya’Tzi. The game is played with five
numbered cubes that each player rolls to try
to make the best hand. Five of a kind is the
best hand, naturally, followed by four of a
kind, a straight, three of a kind, two pair and
finally a pair beats nothing at all. I was
playing this game only because the other
workers who loaded and unloaded river
vessels were using it to determine who was
to make which delivery. I had just been
released of my contract with the river
haulers and was now looking for a few extra
coins by delivering some of the parcels.
A dismal parlor crouched next to the
warehouses along the wharf. The thatched
roof kept the rain from the uneven table for
the most part, and there were four of us
around it. One was a dock hand named Halas
who had dark brown skin and wore only a
vest and cotton breeches. The other two
were brothers from Bitter Dale to the north.
The blond Behaim brothers were a rowdy
pair who had worked the docks for many
years. Near the stone hearth that gave

feeble warmth was the dock master named
Fugate. He was a burly human with a huge
round body and a grimy grey thistle of a
beard at which he often absentmindedly
scratched. His greasy, bald head was hidden
by a customary fez from which dangled a
tassel bearing his family colors. Fugate was a
worrisome man who sweats enough to ward
off a camel. Through a doorway next to him
was a crude warehouse where the items to
be delivered were held.
It became apparent right away the real
game here was to determine who would
lose and thus be forced to take the package
going to a place called the Chalet al MalAdie. I thought this was a nickname for the
place, but I would soon discover Mal-Adie to
be a family name that was somewhat
infamous in the dirty little town. The walk
was some three miles up a troublesome,
rocky path to reach the manor. I was at first
hoping to get this package though, because
it paid more than the other three combined,
but still it was the loser to whom was given
the honor of 30 gold pieces and a trip to the
Chalet.
The game had gone predictably badly for
me, and though I suspected they had
cheated me, I still thought I had won
considering the pay for one trip up a lonely
road to give some lord his package. Halas
had changed the game to Spottle by
bringing out a huge bulbous frog that was
nearly a foot wide. Its eyes had a bizarre
hypnotic effect as they rolled gazing at the
players around him at the table, though it
did little more than occasionally lash its
hideous, blue tongue out and swallow one
of the players’ dice. How could I argue that
the alien looking frog was obviously trained
so that I should lose? In the end I was given
a package and assured I would be paid coin
on delivery as well as the 30 gold on my
return with receipt. I thought it peculiar but
not altogether suspicious. We were in the
dock master’s offices, modest though they
were, and I didn’t think of being robbed by
an official. I figured my sword could

convince these few it would be wise to pay
anyway.
I trudged my way along the road thinking
how much I’d like to have a horse with that
30 gold. I was hunched over protecting the
paper covered box from the rain with my
heavy cloak. It had occurred to me how
much I wished I’d received some money up
front when I came upon a livery stable.
There was a small building with a rickety
corral off the back and a low porch with a
thatched roof in need of mending. A thin
man was tending the stock and I sauntered
up with the package in hand showing the
mark of the lord of the Chalet. It was
wrapped in stiff paper and looked very
official. He stepped out of a low door,
stooping his head to do so, when I called to
him but he stayed under the shelter of the
miserable porch roof.
I told him I had need of a horse. He asked if I
had money and I informed him of my
pending delivery. Only then did he look in
my half-orc face and wrinkle his nose as if he
smelled offal. I could see his reaction to my
race all too easily, and it brought out a
darker side of me. I demanded to know if he
intended to slow the arrival of the Lord MalAdie’s prize by insulting its courier. I saw
fear flash in his eyes when I mentioned MalAdie and I used it for everything it was
worth. I assured him I would pay for the
mare upon my return, to which he said
nothing, and saddled the beast without a
word. He went so far as to put the lord’s box
in a saddlebag to keep it from the weather,
but still he simply let me take the beast,
remaining eerily mute.
I might have saved the trouble of the horse
as I had to lead her the whole way up a
treacherous and rocky trail that was no
better marked than those left by deer. I
stumbled about in the dark using flashes of
lightning to aid me along. It climbed higher
and higher through strange willow trees
choked with creeping vines that hung
beaten down by the rain. The rocky path

staggered like a drunken old man until the
last quarter mile before the Chalet. Here the
path became wide and clear of a sudden.
Ahead even in the lashing rain two great
braziers burned with a greasy smoke. They
told of the entrance to a low wall of gray
stone that encircled the manor. The open
gate was made of a menacing pattern of
black iron.
My mare abruptly had other ideas about our
destination but I held tight her reins as much
not to lose the parcel as to not lose her
company. I didn’t want to pass the gate
either, but I found myself becoming
attached to the spooked beast and was
loath to return her to the pig of a farrier. I
pressed on and groaned inwardly at the
cliché of the gate closing firmly behind me.
My horse pulled violently at her reins and in
that moment I heard the same growl she did
and wondered what reins bound me, for
though I didn’t release her I found myself
rooted to the muddy ground.
I was vaguely aware of a large wooden
house to my right, and I knew there was a
wall around us, but couldn’t see it through
the rain. The growl was accompanied by
chains being dragged over cobblestones and
in the light of the burning braziers behind
me I could make out a canine form
approaching from the dark to my left. Then
it sprang for us, finally exploding in a frenzy
of barking and snarling. I still was unable to
move, nor was my mare for her struggle had
ceased. The huge dog lunged from the dark
with snapping fangs soaking in froth colored
pink with its own blood. Two iron chains
struggled to contain the rage of the creature
as it tore at the cobblestones under our feet.
The thunder rolled on queue and the beast
shook the water from its hackles barking
and snarling in fury.
A light from the Chalet’s manor house was
all that tore my gaze from my would-be
devourer. It was held aloft by a ghoulishlooking man, a light of the same liquid fire as
the braziers, though its oily burning seemed

now to drip through the fingers of his bare
hand that was held aloft in defiance of the
torrent of weather around us. He slithered
toward us and I took a step toward the rabid
dog. My mare collapsed on the cobblestone
behind me, though I didn’t notice it at the
time. I merely found myself tearing at the
saddlebags to produce the legitimate and
only reason I would be found in this
particular courtyard.

and I’ll not touch another for the rest of my
days. He pressed it in my hand fast as the
viper and quickly gripped my wrist like an
iron vise. I struggled and fought as well as I
know how but I only pulled free when he
released me. I stumbled into his pet,
naturally, but backhanded it out of my way
as I made for the gate.

"WHAT! They dispatch a mongrel to me!
Soulless creature! You are nothing but a
slave! That they would have your kind cross
my threshold is a disgrace for which they will
pay most dearly," he had shouted at the
black sky for a moment but now considered
me again with a viper’s sarcastic grin. "Pay,
that’s you expect as well, no doubt. You’ll
have your pay, my half-breed friend. You’ll
be paid for your troubles, that I promise
you."

I actually cried out in joy when I saw that it
was open again and fought briefly with my
horse to be first out before I realized she
had decided to return from the dead. In
spite of the searing pain in my hand I
grappled her neck and hoisted my way into
her crooked saddle as we defied reason with
our speed for the first flat quarter mile. The
remaining miles to the livery stable were not
covered carefully. We crashed through trees,
brush and bramble, and made straightaways
out of switch backs. I’m not sure when she
went lame and was embarrassed to discover
it as I approached the livery stable. I called
to the keeper inside, but he did not answer
and I found the door barred. The corral was
barely secured and I put her in hoping he
might be able to help her, and if not to pay
for her on my return. I wouldn’t have the
curse of a horse thief branded on me. How
naïve I was. My right palm where the
wretched lord had forced his coin was
blistered and swollen. I wrapped it with
cloth from my tunic and marched back to
the river.

From his hand that he had all this time held
aloft and engulfed in greasy flames he
produced the coin from thin air. It was a
platinum pentacle from the Port O'Lords

I returned sodden to the dock master’s
offices for my pay, but found them barred.
The rain still punished the earth and the river
was swollen and churned angrily. I pounded

My elation with having successfully retrieved
the package was ripped out of my heart
when I looked up into the eyes of the man.
They were sunk deep behind a noble if
pronounced nose and burned with a hatred
I’ve known only in the tribal wars of the orcs
in my youth. I lifted the parcel which was
promptly ripped from my hands and
seemingly disappeared. The ancient-looking
man was screaming in a rage that cowed the
madness in his canine guard.

on the door that seemed to have grown
more solid than I remembered. I stormed up
the dock howling at whoever showed their
faces on this dismal night, but no one
answered me about the dock master or
where I could find him. The warehouses'
great doors that were never closed noon or
night now gave no entrance. Finally I
returned to where the dastardly dice game
went down and proceeded to tear
mercilessly at the thatch on the roof going
so far as to climb it and nearly lose my boot
through it before Fugate showed his
grizzled, bearded face. He shouted at me to
get down from the thatch and we could now
discuss the matter.
When I turned from my climb I discovered
that the discussion now included one
behemoth of a man who had a cleft lip and a
savage visage. I’m not sure but my memory
is that he wore a grass skirt. I tell you this
only to prove my story is true, for only a fool
would invent such a detail. Our gradually
less polite conversation was also
accompanied by another lout who was
nearly half again my height and must have
had ogre’s blood in him. Neither was armed,
thankfully, but there was an unmistakable
menace to their general demeanor. They
meant to do harm, that much was clear.
As the two brutes approached I growled at
Fugate that we had made a deal. I'd done his
awful task and should get what I was owed.
For some reason he glanced at my bandaged
hand and turned on his heel. I reached for
my sword unconsciously with my right hand
only to drop it in agony. The screaming pain
in my hand was followed by one in my head.
The world swam around me and tasted mud
in my mouth. I remember being hoisted into
the air and the deep black cloaking my
vision.
I awoke in a cell not tall enough to stand in
that stank of the last criminal it held. I could
still hear the ceaseless rain pounding the
sloped, wood plank roof. It was a simple
outbuilding with only one exit in the form of

what was perhaps the best built door in the
county. The floor was dirt and perhaps 12’ by
10’ which makes for intimate circumstances
if one were to share the cell as I was.
The miscreant in the opposite corner who
greeted me when I awoke was named
Bernard I quickly discovered and he was of a
mind to escape this place before whatever
sentence was passed over us. Then he
looked at my obviously wounded and
bandaged hand and grimaced.
"Perhaps you’ve already paid the price for
whatever crime they’ve pinned on you. Let’s
you and I make a plan to leave this ranksmelling hole and make for our own
fortunes."
I shrugged, figuring they meant to hang me
for some imagined offense and not being
concerned so much with it at that particular
moment. I looked more closely at my hand
while I rewrapped it with a fresh strip of my
ever-shortening tunic. The outline of the
wretched coin was clear and even the stamp
of the Twin Lighthouses on the White Cliffs
could be made out amid a floating boil that
had a lump of flesh for a center. I wrapped it
gladly so I needn’t be reminded of the
dreadful evening past.
My orc heritage is miserly when handing out
admirable virtues, but a solid constitution is
one of these. Bernard and I took turns
peeking through the cracks in the slats and
digging in the earth floor with our bare
hands. My poor sword hand was made much
worse with this effort however, and though
I was in a panic to escape, Bernard did twice
the digging I had which I didn’t find curious
at the time. We dug by hand a gap beneath
the wood walls of our shed of a prison and
before day had broken, the two of us were
making our way through some nearby
underbrush and away from the few
buildings that made up this end of the crude
little river town.

I told him we might get a horse from the
stable I had visited before. Being now
branded a criminal anyway, I could hardly
see the harm in taking some beasts from
their ill-mannered handler. When we arrived
at the corral we found the residence to be
empty and two horses stood dumbly just
outside the rear entrance to the hovel. I saw
my lame mare shying away outside the
broken wood rails. I called her, but upon
hearing my voice, she bolted. It seemed
even my own steed who’d shared the whole
miserable ordeal had betrayed me.
Bernard had said he wanted to loot the
house, but my interests were only in the
horses and an exit from this affair. I had
saddled one horse and was leading them
both to the front of the house in haste
thinking he had taken a long time to loot a
one-room shack. There I saw the tall, skinny
body of the stable owner, and the local law
official who had a striking resemblance to
Fugate, my one-time employer in the
delivery business. They were both mounted
and between them was Bernard my one
time comrade in jail breaking who was now
frantically gesturing at me and positively
saying the words, "Kidnapped… horse
thief… there he is!"
I slapped the two horses with a
ferocity that lit up my wounded
hand like lamp oil, but I had little
time to pay it any mind. I was
sprinting once more through the
thick and twisted, rocky woods
that had so shortly before brought
me to the doorstep of that
misanthrope Mal-Adie. I stumbled
through the woods with little
thought of direction or strategy. I
desired only to flee and leave this
whole episode behind me. I ran in
that soaking rain for another day
and only collapsed when the
warmth of the sun had gone again,
and my broken vessel shivered and
fell.

The first thing I then recall is a gentle voice
calling my name as if in a dream
accompanied by a powerful sent of fresh
roses in bloom. I looked around with little
interest, as I was too exhausted to muster
enthusiasm even for the only thing that
reminded me of my human mother. I heard
whispering around me and looked up into
the face of an elf-like woman with green hair
and skin the color of bark but smooth as
milk. Behind her sharply pointed ear was the
fresh red rose. She bent down with such a
look of benevolence that I felt tears burn my
eyes as I looked into hers. They were deep
and seemed to be a reflection of the night
sky that framed her head. She unwrapped
my hand then, and I let her as I was still
captivated by her bottomless eyes.
She chanted the first time quietly with her
eyes slightly closed and afterward touched
me gently on the forehead. I felt the pain
wash away from my body except for the
cursed hand that held the brand of scorn
and evil magic. She frowned. In that frown
my heart ached that I should die rather than
to see that frown again. A second time she
chanted in a low murmur with more
intensity. The pain left my hand, and I was
left alone there in the wilderness to ponder
my poor luck at dice.

Peace of a Shipwreck
An Episodic Adventure

By RonarsCorruption

An adventure for four players of 10th level
The Republic of Cynao and the Thauji
Kingdom have long been on uneasy terms.
Despite having the Crevasse Sea between
them, the two countries have nonetheless
managed to offend one another often
enough that war seemed inevitable. Until
last year, when Thauji's crown prince Hutau
Thauji, son of King Noah Thauji, ventured
across the dangerous seas to Cynao to strike
peace. Several weeks ago, the deals were
finalized, both sides satisfied with the deal.
War would be averted due to Hutau's
efforts. But disaster struck when Hutau's
boat disappeared while sailing back across
the sea to Thauji. Now, both sides are again
preparing for war while at the same time
clamoring to save the prince, if he is even
still alive.
Both countries are in much the same state,
and the PCs find themselves in either (if you
already have a location in your world for
your PCs, use your location in place of the
Republic of Cyano). Thauji is offering a fair
reward for the prince's return, though they
are putting out the call in both cities. A
bounty of 15,000gp awaits the group who
recovers him alive, or 10,000gp for the
recovery of his body if the prince is dead.
The money alone should be enough to
tempt most PCs to this adventure, but if not,
the kingdoms will be sending out soldiers to
draft all adventuring types into the navy,
which in turn will give the PCs the
opportunity to get out of it by searching for
the prince instead.

There is little information on the events of
the ship vanishing, but what scrying has
succeeded reveals to any PC who asks is that
the prince and his ship (the Prince of Peace)
traveled along the north coast of the
Crevasse Sea to avoid a storm. From there
the ship vanished along the icy coastline of
Seretae. The ship has been dragged up onto
an ice floe, but here scrying ceases to work
normally, and the mages who attempted to
teleport there to rescue the prince have not
returned. Both sides are preparing ships to
search the area manually.
If the PCs are on the Cynao side of the sea,
their first stop will be the city of Theox. If
the PCs are on the Thauji side of the sea,
their first stop will be Imajire. For purposes
of this adventure, both cities will have
identical resources available to the PCs. In
cases where names of NPCs or location
names are listed, the name for the instance
in Theox is listed first, followed by Imajire's
version. (city stats on next page)
Chux Apollos, Human Expert 3, Rogue 5,
Bard 1
Hit Dice: 9d6-9 (29 hp)
AC: 18 (+2 dex, +5 armor +1 shield)
Base Attack/Grapple: +5/+5
Attack: +7 Javelin (1d6 plus 3d6 sneak
attack)
Full Attack: +7 Javelin (1d6 plus 3d6 sneak
attack)
Saves: Fort +2 Reflex +9 Will +6
Special Qualities: Bardic Music, Bardic
Knowledge, Countersong, Fascinate, Inspire
Courage +1, Sneak Attack +3d6, Trapfinding,
Trapsense +1, Evasion, Uncanny Dodge
Feats: Improved Unarmed Strike, Deflect
Arrows, Point Blank Shot, Far Shot
Abilities: str 11, dex 14, con 9, int 19, wis 12,
cha 14
Skills: Diplomacy +14, Profession Sailor +12,
Slight of Hand +10, Tumble +10, Climb +10,
Perform +10, Knowledge: Geography +16,
Use Rope +10, Balance +10, Search +10
Equipment: 10 tridents, chain shirt +1,
masterwork pan pipes, masterwork dagger
x2, masterwork buckler

The Cities of Theox and Imajire
Alignment: Neutral Good
Population: 4,703 (80% human, 8% halfling,
5%elf, 3% dwarf, 2% gnome, 2% other)
GP Limit: 4,000gp (805,000gp total)
Power Center: Traditional (Council of Seven /
Lord Selveen)
Taverns - The Severed Toe / Vecna's Laugh A seedy, rundown place excellent for
gathering underworld information.
Salty Rest / Home Port - A moderately sized
tavern just off the docks. Most sailors visit
here for their news and drinks.
Round Table / Loyalty - An inn / tavern not
far from the main entrance. Most travelers
to and from the city visit this hub of
information.
Shops - Ironhammer Forge / Tough as Nails The largest smithing company in the city, it
caters primarily to ship-makers, but also to
adventurers on the side.
Mystic Silks / Caps and Coffers - A magical
item store known for their high-quality
goods, particularly stat-boosting items.
A Drop of Gold / Glassware and Beyond - an
eccentric alchemist, able to sell the PCs
nearly anything they require.

Sailing:
The first task the PCs have is to locate the
shipwreck of the prince's boat Prince of
Peace. If they had gathered information on
it beforehand, or if they are with Chux, the
PCs would have enough information to
create an effective map to the location of
the shipwreck, an iceberg off the coast of
Seretae. As they approach, the weather gets
colder - unnaturally so. The PCs must deal
with cold weather conditions for four hours
approaching or leaving the iceberg, as well
as for the length of their stay (1d6 subdual
cold damage). Worse, just outside of this
fringe of supernaturally cold weather, three
small sloops circle, seeking to waylay anyone
interested in landing there.

Docks - As a seaport, Theox/Imajire has a
bustling dock district, complete with
shipwrights, porters, and merchants. There
are several ships preparing for the journey
to Seretae, but only one of them is willing to
accept adventurers on board to help, and of
course to split the reward. That ship is the
Glorious Dawncatcher, a mid-sized ship
captained by daredevil explorer Chux
Apollos. He is more than willing to take the
PCs on board, anticipating and even hoping
for trouble on the way. He promises them a
one-third share of the reward on
completion, one third for him, and one third
for the remainder of the crew. He also
promises they will get to keep at least half
the treasure the ship comes across on the
way.

The pirates will cross one at a time, the ones
not crossing using their ranged attacks
whenever possible, with the captains going
last. The ones in front will bull rush anyone
attempting to block them, or drop from the
line onto defenders (treat as a bull rush that
knocks prone, instead of backwards) to
keep the line moving. If the captains are
knocked overboard, they will attack the PCs
again once they board the iceberg.

Once the PCs have access to a ship, though
Chux or otherwise, they may proceed to the
sailing portion of the adventure.

The pirates will approach with their boats to
within 50 feet, then begin firing grappling
arrows into the main mast of the PCs' ship
(AC 10 to hit, including distance penalties).
After one arrow has connected, the pirates
will climb aboard, meanwhile firing tridents
from three sides of the ship. If none of the
grappling arrows stick, the pirates will move
in closer and simply lay a plank out to cross.

If the PCs take prisoners, the sailors know
nothing, and the captains will admit they
have already spent the advance half of their
payment, and are to get the second half of it
in two weeks - "when the iceberg vanishes."
They were paid by a man in a crest eerily
familiar to a group of pirates thought
recently eliminated. They had met just at the
shore of Seretae, near the mouth of the
Charging River.

Pirate Sloops: CR 10 (3000xp / 750xp each)
There are three sloops, each one identical
for all purposes. Each sloop has: three
sailors and one captain.
Mercenary Sailor, Human Warrior 5
Hit Dice: 5d8+5 (30 hp)
AC: 16 (+5 armor, +1 shield)
Base Attack/Grapple: +5/+7
Attack: +7 Trident (melee) (1d8+2) or +5
Trident (thrown) (1d8+2)
Full Attack: +7 Trident (melee) (1d8+2) or +5
Trident (thrown) (1d8+2)
Saves: Fort +5 Reflex +1 Will +0
Feats: Power Attack, Improved Overrun,
Improved Bull Rush
Abilities: str 14, dex 10, con 12, int 8, wis 8,
cha 8
Skills: Climb +3, Balance +3, Swim +3 (all skills
already take into account armor check
penalties)
Treasure: Breastplate, buckler, masterwork
trident, tridentx2
Captain, Human (Mariner) Warrior 6
Hit Dice: 6d8+6 (35 hp)
AC: 18 (+5 armor, +1 shield +2dex)
Base Attack/Grapple: +6/+8
Attack: +8 Longbow (1d8) or +8 Scimitar
(1d6+2 18-20/x2)
Full Attack: +8/+2 Longbow (1d8) or +8/+2
Scimitar (1d6+2 18-20/x2) and +2 bite (1d4+4)
Saves: Fort +6 Reflex +4 Will +2
Special Qualities: Amphibious, Swim Speed
30
Feats: Power Attack, Improved Overrun,
Improved Bull Rush, Precise Shot
Abilities: str 14, dex 14, con 12, int 10, wis 10,
cha 14
Skills: Climb +5, Balance +5, Swim +5 (all skills
already take into account armor check
penalties)
Treasure: masterwork breastplate, buckler,
masterwork scimitar, longbow, grappling
arrow x3, arrow x20
Amphibious: the captains can breathe water
as easily as air.

The sloops the mercenaries were on are
worth about 3,000gp apiece, if the PCs have
any way of transporting the vessels back to
shore to sell them.
Both the grappling arrow and the Mariner
template can be found on page 37 of this
issue of Explosive Runes.
Once the pirates are dispatched or avoided,
the PCs may approach the iceberg. On
crossing the threshold, read the following to
them: Icebergs are uncommon, even in the
cold climate of Seretae. However, the closer
you get, the more obvious it becomes this is
not a normal iceberg. As you sail, a
shimmering wall sits on the ocean, and as you
pass it, the air moves from cool to shockingly
cold. There is no doubt this is magical, and
with the change in temperature comes a
change in the color of the water - and even
the sky. Despite the horizon remaining still in
the distance, you're not in the Crevasse Sea
anymore.
PCs may make a check (Spellcraft or
Knowledge: Planes) DC 26 to recognize the
conditions they have entered are similar to
the plane of ice. This being a not-quite
planar space would also explain why
teleportation and scrying fail to work here only the most powerful spells can cross
planar boundaries. It's far easier to summon
aspects of another plane into the Prime
Material, which seems to be what has
happened with this iceberg. This implies, of
course, that the iceberg was summoned
specifically to crash the prince's ship - a
worrying prospect.

Docking at the iceberg requires a DC 22
Profession: Sailor check, or else the ship
crashes into the ice, taking 1d6 damage for
each two points the check was failed by.
Alternately, the PCs can take rowboats in
from the main ship, anchoring a safe
distance away. The rowboats require no
check to dock.
Once the PCs have landed, read the
following to them: A soft layer of snow
crunches between your feet and the ice as you
make your way towards the center of the
berg. Perched near the apex of the iceberg
you can see the remains of a ship, no doubt
the Prince of Peace. From its position, it is
more clear than ever this could not have been
an accident; the ship has nearly been
skewered by the point, and lies like a dead
fish on a mountainside. More suspiciously still,
there is a wide path already carved in the ice
towards the ship. Someone else has beaten
you here.
The iceberg, in addition to being a cold
climate (as above) is a slippery environment.
Unless the PCs have a way of moving across
the ice safely, the entire iceberg is treated as
difficult terrain (no charging, running, 5-foot
steps, etc), and each time a PC is hit, he
must make a Balance check with a DC equal
to damage taken to remain on their feet.
The path up to the ship at the top of the
iceberg is stable, but precarious. It is ten
feet wide, and forks back every 50 feet, as it
rises 20 feet per level. There are seven levels
in all. If a PC falls off a ledge, he takes
damage for falling 20 feet, and must roll a
Reflex save DC 20 to avoid continuing to
slide off and down an additional level, taking
more falling damage each time (Tumble
checks to reduce damage may be made for
each level fallen).
Observant PCs (any Spot check rolled by the
PCs), will notice that every 20 feet or so,
there is a hole in the ice three feet wide,
down about 20 feet into water. This is more
odd the higher the PCs climb as the distance
to the water remains the same.

At the third level of the iceberg path (of
seven) the reason becomes clear. A massive
kraken is held captive inside the iceberg, a
final piece to the trap that caught the
prince's ship, and its tentacles search for
food along the face of the iceberg.
When the PCs reach the third layer, read the
following to them: Suddenly, from inside the
iceberg, a massive shape looms. You cannot
see it clearly from beyond the ice, but it can
sense you. Long tentacles emerge from the
holes in the iceberg, spraying water up in a
geyser, and slamming down hard on the ice.
On each of the third, fifth and sixth levels of
the iceberg, two long tentacles emerge from
the holes in the ice, smashing at the party
and attempting to sweep them off the
staircase as the PCs climb. If a PC remains
grappled for more than one round, the
kraken's arms will attempt to pull them
inside the iceberg and eat them. Pulling
them through the tube does 6d6
bludgeoning damage, after which they are
submerged in the water where the kraken
will use its far more powerful bite attacks
against the PC. Climbing back up the tube
requires six DC 30 Climb checks and one DC
15 Escape Artist check to get started.
At the seventh level, the one adjacent to the
ship, read the following to the PCs: The ice
cracks and the boat shifts as a massive shape
erupts from inside the iceberg. A single yellow
eye stares at you from a crevasse, and two
long, barbed tentacles break through the ice
not far from the ship, and it's beak large
enough to swallow you whole clacks
menacingly.
If the PCs have used a method other than
climbing the stairs to reach the kraken, use
normal kraken stats instead of the modified
kraken below (MM p162). Otherwise, the
kraken is down to its two long tentacles,
which it will use with gusto. The ice provides
the kraken with cover, which can be
removed by destroying the ice around it (Ice
30HP, hardness 10, vulnerability to fire).

Kraken Climb CR12 (6000xp, 1500xp each)
Kraken Arm (Large Magical Beast (Aquatic))
Hit Dice: special 20HD (10 hp)
Initiative: +4
Speed: Armor Class: 23 (–1 size, +14 natural), touch
9, flat-footed 23
Base Attack/Grapple: +20/+44
Attack: Slam +23 melee (1d6+6)
Full Attack: slam +23 melee (1d6+6)
Space/Reach: 5ft / 10ft
Special Attacks: Improved grab, constrict
1d6+6, sweep
Special Qualities: Part of a Larger Creature
Saves: Fort +21, Ref +12, Will +13
Abilities: Str 34, Dex 10, Con 29, Int 21, Wis
20, Cha 20
Feats: Alertness, Blind-Fight, Combat
Expertise, Improved Critical (tentacle),
Improved Initiative, Improved Trip, Iron Will
Improved Grab (Ex): To use this ability, the
tentacle must hit with an attack. It can then
attempt to 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.
Constrict (Ex): A kraken tentacle deals
automatic damage with a successful grapple
check.
Sweep (Ex): A kraken arm can sweep wildly,
making one attack roll against all targets
within range. If the attack is successful,
targets are knocked prone and pushed 5ft in
a clockwise direction from the tentacle.
Part of a Larger Creature (Ex): Kraken
Tentacles are part of a larger creature, and
are not subject to mind-effects. They are
also treated as a single creature for
purposes of initiative and hit dice.

Kraken Main Body
(Gargantuan Magical Beast (Aquatic))
Hit Dice: 20d10+180 (260 / 290 hp)
Initiative: +4
Speed: Swim 20 ft. (4 squares)
Armor Class: 24 (–4 size, +14 natural, +4
cover), touch 10, flat-footed 24
Base Attack/Grapple: +20/+44
Attack: Tentacle +28 melee (2d8+12/19–20)
Full Attack: 2 tentacles +28 melee
(2d8+12/19–20) and bite +23 melee (4d6+6)
Space/Reach: 20 ft./15 ft. (60 ft. with
tentacle, 30 ft. with arm)
Special Attacks: Improved grab, constrict
2d8+12, sweep
Special Qualities: Darkvision 60 ft., ink cloud,
jet, low-light vision, spell-like abilities
Saves: Fort +21, Ref +12, Will +13
Abilities: Str 34, Dex 10, Con 29, Int 21, Wis
20, Cha 20
Skills: Concentration +21, Diplomacy +7, Hide
+0, Intimidate +16, Knowledge (geography)
+17, Knowledge (nature) +16, Listen +30,
Search +28, Sense Motive +17, Spot +30,
Survival +5 (+7 following tracks), Swim +20,
Use Magic Device +16
Feats: Alertness, Blind-Fight, Combat
Expertise, Improved Critical (tentacle),
Improved Initiative, Improved Trip, Iron Will
Sweep (Ex): As a standard action, the kraken
may make a single attack against all squares
in range (60ft). In addition to damage on a
successful hit, targets are knocked prone
and pushed 10ft clockwise from the center
of the Kraken.
Improved Grab (Ex): To use this ability, the
kraken must hit with a tentacle attack. It can
then attempt to 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.
Constrict (Ex): A kraken deals automatic
tentacle damage with a successful grapple
check.
Spell-Like Abilities:Caster level 9th
1/day - control weather, control winds.

Once the kraken is defeated, its body will
sink back within the depths of the iceberg,
leaving the ship open to explore - from this
layer of the iceberg, even, thanks to a large
gash in the side of the ship.

If the PCs gathered any information from
the mercenaries or from the dying sailor, the
PCs should head to Seredae, the shore less
than a day's travel away. The nearest town is
Haero, at the mouth of the Charging River.

Inside, the ship is fairly elaborately
decorated, but torn apart. Read the
following to the PCs: A fight definitely took
place here at some point, likely after the ship
was struck, judging by the blood everywhere.
A dozen cold corpses lay on the ground, all of
them wearing the Thauji coat of arms.

Haero
Population: 198 (90% human, 2% halfling,
3%elf, 1% dwarf, 1% gnome, 3% other)
GP Limit: 400gp (8,000gp total)

The corpses have all been looted of
valuables, save for their weapons and armor
(non-magical scale armor, spears and
scimitars). However the ship's cargo remains
intact - the PCs can collect 9,000gp (or
18,000 if they are with Chux) in valuables,
most of which is comprised of a sealed crate
of golden statuettes (total weight 50lbs,
plus 10 for the box).
On the deck of the ship, one soldier remains
clinging to life, shivering from the cold, but
alive. When the PCs uncover him, they can
heal him - or simply listen to his dying words,
that the Snarlfin Brigade went inland with
the prince.
If he is revived, he will tell the PCs the ship
was suddenly struck from below by the
iceberg, and then set upon immediately by
pirates - the Snarlfin Brigade. The Brigade
was thought to have been destroyed and
disbanded years ago in a rare coordinated
effort between Thauji and Cyano, but
obviously not. He was struck down as they
took the prince captive, but has not been
able to recover enough to escape. He will
not join the party, instead looking to be left
aboard their ship or brought inland to
recover.

Haero is primarily a fishing village, relying on
the local bass (fish) population primarily for
their income and survival. They offer little in
the way of amenities, but are also willing to
offer help to the PCs, as a war could only
hurt them. They have a small inn (Sheldon's
Rest), and a local tavern (Amber) but the
remainder of the businesses are local and
not willing to cater to outsiders - not that
they'd have anything the PCs need anyway.
Haero doesn't have much, but they do have
plenty of information. About the same time
the prince was kidnapped, a strange ship
was spotted several times up and down the
Charging River. On one of its trips, the
iceberg on the horizon appeared. While the
people in the town are aren't superstitious
about it, they have no doubt the ship and
the berg are related. The villagers can
provide a detailed description of the ship
(The Snarling Maw, see below) as well as the
information that it was last seen two days
before, heading up the Charging River. The
river itself narrows drastically only a few
miles inland, so it cannot be far.

The pirate base is fairly simple to locate;
simply sailing upstream of the Charging
River taking ten on Spot checks will reveal
the base built along the side of the Charging
Falls - where the Charging River gets its
name.
The Charging Falls is a place where a
waterfall from an inland stream eroded
away the rock to reveal an underground
geyser. The geyser is near the base of the
falls, and the falls have the appearance of
striking the river, then leaping about fifty
feet away in a 'charge'. This arc of water
leads to a regular fog, as well as a nearly
permanent rainbow just at the base of the
falls, a picturesque scene.
On the left side of the falls, a crude building
has been erected, at which an elaborate ship
is docked, The Snarling Maw. This is the base
of the remaining Snarlfin Brigade pirates.
Undoubtedly built for combat, and
specifically ramming, the Snarling Maw
seems more a battering ram than a sailing
ship. The front quarter of the ship is
reinforced with a heavy steel blade, and iron
barbs each three feet long grasp outward
from the rails of the ship, seeking purchase
in anything the ship might be ramming.

Even when the sail is not up, the flag flies,
white on top, blue on the bottom, with a
fanged tooth jutting upwards, like a fin
splitting the water. The flag of the Snarlfin
Brigade.
The structure itself is mostly built for
storage; the ship is where the remaining
pirates live, and where the prince is held.
Read the following as the PCs approach: The
closer you get to the ship and its mooring, the
better you can see that is really all there is.
Along the rock face of the falls is a rough
wooden dock extending to the shoreline, and
a single shanty along it leans precariously, in
sharp contrast to the fine ship docked next to
it. A half-dozen pirates are milling about on
the dock, mending fabrics, hauling barrels and
generally relaxing.
The pirates have a collective Spot check of
20 to notice approaching PCs, and an
approaching ship normally has a DC of 0 to
notice. The PCs can approach by rowboat or
by land if they desire a more stealthy
approach. If the pirates spot the PCs, they
will jump up from what they are doing and
prepare for a fight.

Pirate Dock CR10 (3000xp, 750xp each)
There are, spread about: 4x Shipmate (CR3),
2x Crewman (CR5), and 1x First Mate (CR8)
First Mate, Human Ranger 9
Hit Dice: 9d8+9 (53HP)
AC: 19 (+5 dex +4 armor)
Base Attack/Grapple: +9/+10
Attack: +15 Longbow (1d8 x3) or +10
longsword (1d8+1 19-20/x2)
Full Attack: +15/+15/+8 Longbow (1d8 x3) or
+10/+5 longsword (1d8+1 19-20/x2)
Saves: Fort +6 Reflex +6 Will +3
Special Qualities: Favored Enemy (Human
+4), Favored Enemy (Half-Elf +2), Improved
Combat Style (Bow), Animal Companion
(Ellie)
Feats: Point Blank Shot, Precise Shot, Rapid
Shot, Endurance, Dodge, Mobility,
Manyshot, Shot on the Run
Abilities: str 13, dex 20, con 12, int 12, wis 9,
cha 10
Skills: +9 swim, +12 spot, +12 listen, +12 sense
motive
Equipment: +1 (studded leather),
masterwork longbow, 25 arrows,
longsword, Potion of Cure Moderate, 315gp
Ellie, Animal Companion Hawk (Tiny Animal)
Hit Dice: 3d8 (16 hp)
Initiative: +3
Speed: 10 ft. (2 squares), fly 60 ft. (average)
Armor Class: 21 (+2 size, +2 armor +3 Dex, +4
natural), touch 15, flat-footed 18
Base Attack/Grapple: +0/–10
Attack: Talons +5 melee (1d4–2)
Full Attack: Talons +5 melee (1d4–2)
Space/Reach: 2-1/2 ft./0 ft.
Special Qualities: Low-light vision, Link
Saves: Fort +2, Ref +5, Will +2
Abilities: Str 6, Dex 17, Con 10, Int 2, Wis 14,
Cha 6
Skills: Listen +4, Spot +16
Feats: Alertness, Weapon Finesse, Evasion
Equip: leather armor

Shipmate, Half-Orc Warrior 5
Hit Dice: 5d8+5 (31HP)
AC: 14 (+2 armor +1 shield +1 dex)
Base Attack/Grapple: +5/+7
Attack: +7 scimitar (1d6+2)
Full Attack: +7 scimitar (1d6+2)
Saves: Fort +5 Reflex +2 Will +2
Special Qualities: Orcish Blood, Darkvision
60
Feats: Power Attack, Improved Bull Rush
Abilities: str 14, dex 12, con 12, int 9, wis 12,
cha 7
Skills: Swim +7, Spot +2
Equipment: leather armor, buckler, scimitar,
Potion of Cure Light, potion of Jump 265gp
Crewman, Human Warrior 7
Hit Dice: 7d8+14 (49hp)
AC: 15 (+3 armor +1 shield +1 dex)
Base Attack/Grapple: +7/+8
Attack: +9 scimitar (1d6+1 19-20/x2)
Full Attack: +9/+4 scimitar (1d6+1 19-20/x2)
Saves: Fort +7 Reflex +3 Will +3
Feats: Power Attacl, Improved Bull Rush,
Alertness, Dodge
Abilities: str 12, dex 13, con 14, int 8, wis 12,
cha 9
Skills: swim +7, Spot +10
Equipment: studded leather armor, buckler,
masterwork scimitar, elixir of swimming, 2x
Potion of Cure Light, 115gp
The pirates will take a defensive posture,
falling back towards the ship when possible,
with the shipmate providing covering fire
from the deck. Once they have been
defeated, the PCs can enter and explore the
ship.
In addition to the equipment the pirates are
carrying, there are six casks of good wine
(about 300gp each) in the storage shed.

There are two main areas of the ship's
interior. The first is the front portion, the
second the back. From the top of the ship,
the PCs can enter through the door to the
lower decks into the front section, or they
can enter by a hidden trap door (DC25
Search check) into the back portion.
If the PCs enter the front area first, they will
fight against the lone pirate (as crewman
above) guarding the brig, and his trained sea
ape companion.
Fight CR 10 (3000xp, or 750xp each)
Sea Ape
Large Magical Beast
Hit Dice: 9d10+40 (95hp)
AC: 18 (-1 size +3 dex +6 natural)
Base Attack/Grapple: +9/+22
Attack: claws +18 melee (1d6+9)
Full Attack: 2 claws +18/+13 melee (1d6+9)
and bite +13 melee (1d8+9) or awesome
blow +18 (1d6+9)
Saves: Fort +10 Reflex +9 Will +6
Special Qualities: Swim Speed 60
Special Attacks: Rend
Feats: Alertness, Power Attack, Improved
Bull Rush, Awesome Blow
Abilities: Str 28, Dex 17, Con 18, Int 2, Wis 16,
Cha 5
Skills: Swim +10, Listen +5, Move Silently +4,
Spot +6
CR: 9

Rend (Ex): A sea ape that hits with both
claw attacks latches onto the opponent’s
body and tears the flesh. This attack
automatically deals an extra 2d6+12 points of
damage.
Awesome Blow (Ex): As a standard action,
the creature may choose to subtract 4 from
its melee attack roll and deliver an awesome
blow. If the creature hits a corporeal
opponent smaller than itself with an
awesome blow, its opponent must succeed
on a Reflex save (DC = damage dealt) or be
knocked flying 10 feet in a direction of the
attacking creature’s choice and fall prone.
The attacking creature can only push the
opponent in a straight line, and the
opponent can’t move closer to the attacking
creature than the square it started in. If an
obstacle prevents the completion of the
opponent’s move, the opponent and the
obstacle each take 1d6 points of damage,
and the opponent stops in the space
adjacent to the obstacle.
Unlike is land-based counterparts, this ape
seems incredibly passive, more interested in
watching you than in keeping you away. Its
large, vaguely humanoid body is covered by
oily fur with a faint blue shine.
Sea apes are rare, empathic creatures. They
form a mental bond with an intelligent
creature and remain with them for life,
regardless of the other creature's desire.
Rarely do sea apes bond with unwilling
creatures, but it has been known to happen.
With this mental bond in place, the sea ape's
greatest desire is to make the other creature
happy - it is their sole purpose in life. These
creatures, despite the efforts of intelligent
sea-dwelling races, remain rare only because
this bond drives them to extreme acts of
selflessness, and they are willing if not eager
to give their lives for their partners. If a sea
ape is threatened, it will flee. If a sea ape's
partner is threatened or injured, they will
fight to the death. If a sea ape cannot
bypass a target's armor, they will grapple
and begin to rend.

Inside the brig, as they PCs would hope,
Prince Hutau sits unharmed. He will tell the
PCs how he was captured (the same as the
dying guard on the prince's ship), and how
once he was here a spell was cast upon him
to 'ensure his cooperation'. He was also told
he would be executed if he tried anything.
He at least learned the captain and his
wizard companion are looking to profit off
the upcoming war, as Thauji and Cyano had
been specifically hunting them down, and
being able to regain their fleet and power is
all that is on their mind.
The prince has no magical knowledge and
cannot identify the spells cast, only that
there were four of them. A detect magic will
reveal an aura of moderate evocation, and
an aura of strong transmutation surrounding
the prince. If the PCs take more than a few
minutes to examine the spell, the captain
and the wizard will appear from the back
area, triggering the events there. The
enchantment is, specifically: contingency
with prepared flesh to stone and an
empowered shatter keyed to the phrase
"execute the prisoner" being spoken in the
prince's earshot. If the PCs speak those
words, the prince immediately turns to
stone, then shatters. Ideally they shouldn't
be referring to him as the prisoner, but as
the prince - or even your highness. The spells
were all cast at a caster level of 11, putting
the dispel check at 22 should the PCs
attempt to dispel the effect.
The back portion of the boat is one large
room and two smaller side-rooms, belonging
to the captain and his wizard companion. If
the PCs entered through the hidden door at
the top of the ship, they may surprise the
captain and the wizard. If the PCs entered
the front half of the ship, they are prepared
and the wizard has cast mage armor and
protection from arrows on himself and the
captain, and the captain will have consumed
his potion of barkskin. (stats below reflect
normal state).

During the fight, the wizard will blow the
horn of fog, to fill the ship with fog, and will
proceed to cast summoning spells behind
the party to assist the captain in gaining
flanks and if the fog fades, sneak attacks.
Both of the two having the Blind-Fight feat
allows them to fight fairly effectively in the
mist. When either one is significantly injured,
the wizard will cast black tentacles to
further harry the party while they will retreat
to the upper deck to try and escape. Only
once out of summoning spells, the wizard
will switch to offensive spells like cone of
cold and lightning bolt. The captain will fight
simply, using the concealment provided by
the fog to sneak attack as often as he can,
using flanking bonuses whenever otherwise
possible.
If the PCs bring the prince with them to this
fight, both the wizard and the captain will
do their best to activate the contingency,
killing the prince.
Once the fighting is done, the PCs may
search the debris to find a small chest of
gems (10 gems, 300gp each), a large box of
gold and silver coins (1,000gp, 10,000sp),
and a +1 heavy steel shield on the wall
behind the main table.
Once the prince has either been rescued or
swept off the floor, the PCs need to return
him to Thauji. The PCs will receive the listed
reward from the king of Thauji (15,000gp
alive, or 10,000gp dead). If the prince is
returned alive, the king will also reward the
PCs with free board in the castle whenever
they are in Thauji - private structure to
themselves - and will be willing to offer his
commendation to the party should they ever
need it to impress anyone.
The PCs should also gain 4,000xp / 1,000xp
each for, returning the prince alive, or
3,000xp / 750xp each if the prince was dead.

Captain Clash CR12 (6000xp, 1500xp each)
Pirate Captain (human fighter 6, rogue 5)
Hit Dice: 6d10 +5d8+22 (79HP)
Initiative: +7
Speed: 40ft
Armor Class: 19 (+6 armor +3dex
+1deflection)
Base Attack/Grapple: +9/+10
Attack: +14 rapier (1d6+3 18-20/x2 plus sneak
attack)
Full Attack: +14/+8 rapier (1d6+3 18-20/x2
plus sneak attack)
Special Qualities: Sneak attack +3d6,
Evasion, Uncanny Dodge
Saves: Fort +8, Ref +9, Will +2
Abilities: Str 12, Dex 16, Con 14, Int 13, Wis 9,
Cha 11
Skills: Swim +1, Intimidate +8, Diplomacy +6,
Bluff +6, Sense Motive +4, Spot +6, Sleight
of Hand +8
Feats: Weapon Finesse, Combat Reflexes,
Weapon Focus (rapier), Improved Initiative,
Weapon Specialization (rapier), Combat
Expertise, Improved Disarm, Blind-Fight,
Improved Feint
Equip: +1 Breastplate, Masterwork Rapier,
ring of deflection +1, potion of barkskin +3,
875gp

Diddit the Wizard (human wizard 11)
Hit Dice: 11d4+11 (40hp)
Initiative: -1
Speed: 40ft
Armor Class: 10(-1 dex, +1 armor)
Base Attack/Grapple: +5/+3
Attack: +3 staff (1d6-2)
Full Attack: +3 staff (1d6-2)
Saves: Fort +4, Ref +2, Will +9
Abilities: Str 7, Dex 9, Con 12, Int 19, Wis 14,
Cha 13
Skills: Concentration +14, Diplomacy +6,
Spellcraft +9
Feats: Scribe Scroll, Spell Focus
(conjuration), Augment Summoning, Dodge,
Blind-Fight, Combat Casting, Improved
Counterspell, Eschew Materials
Spells: 0- Read Magic, Detect Magic x2,
Mage Hand, 1- Summon Monster I, Mage
Armor x2, Grease, 2- Summon Monster II,
Acid Arrow x2, Protection from arrows, 3Dispel Magic x3, Lightning Bolt, 4- Summon
Monster IV, Black Tentacles, Fear, 5Summon Monster V, Cone of Cold 6- Planar
Binding
Equip: Bracers of Armor +1, Horn of Fog,
staff, 2000gp

By Savior

The Ship

It is a wave I ride. The turmoil and the chaos,
The headaches and the stress…
A wave of revulsion and confusion
Happiness and contentment.
How long will this wave last?
Will there ever be a shore to reach?
Shall I crash upon the reef?
Even with her answer of “no”
It does not ring with finality for me.
It cannot. It shall not. I can’t let it.
Not when the ship that is my heart is still
afloat.
And yet here I am. So full of wasted and
cliched air.
“My ship”—“My heart”—What are these?
A Dreamer’s dream. When in the end,
She can’t even see nor wants to see this ship
upon her horizon.
She will not see the flag or the sails.
She will not hear the cannon fire.
When night falls,
She will not light the beacon.

Horizon's Berth, Ship's Log
Captain Daylis Greyston

And jj_wolven

We were three weeks out of port when we
were attacked. The weather was clear and the
wind was good when we saw the pirate ship
on the horizon, so we weren't worried as we
turned away. Less than ten minutes later the
alarm was raised. I immediately looked
through my telescope, but the pirates were
still on the far horizon. When I made it on
deck I found half of my crew already captured
and the other half fighting. The boarders
looked like humans and elves with their faces
covered, so I was baffled at how they got to
my ship. I heard several thunks on the
starboard side and saw more of the pirates
pulling themselves up as they reloaded
grappling hooks into crossbows. We were
now well outnumbered and mostly unarmed
with the surprise.
One of the invaders noticed me coming out
and made his way toward me. He bid parley
with me at the risk of more of my men
injured, so I agreed to it. An uneasy and
armed truce held as we made our way to my
cabin, where I learned how we had been
boarded. The human, or so I thought at the
time, unwrapped his covering to reveal a set
of gills on his neck and when he spoke
revealed a set of razor sharp teeth like a
piranha. His own "race" was not particularly
abundant, so he wished the least violent
resolution. For the sake of my crew and ship, I
surrendered over a goodly portion of our
cargo. When I inquired as to his people he
referred to them as Mariners, a crossing of
various sea races with typical land-borne races
that bred true. I have resolved to find at least
a few of these people to hire for my crew.

A Mariner is a race that has mutated or
adapted to handle aquatic life better, or a
cross of some of the more violent seadwelling races with various land-borne
races, though this is a rare mixture due to
conflicts. Mariners appear much like their
"base" land-borne race, even able to pass as
them with a successful Disguise check. They
have webbed fingers and toes that help
them swim, gills on the side of their necks
that allow them to breathe underwater as
easily as they breathe air and a slightly
elongated face filled with razor-sharp teeth.
Mariner Template byStrumthund
"Mariner" is an inherited template that can
be added to any corporeal animal,
aberration, animal, dragon, fey, giant,
humanoid, magical beast, monstrous
humanoid, plant or vermin (referred to
hereafter as the base creature).
A mariner creature uses all the base
creature’s statistics and abilities except as
noted here. Do not recalculate the
creature’s Hit Dice, base attack bonus, saves
or skill points if its type changes.
Size and Type: The creature type is
unchanged. Size is unchanged.
Special Attacks: A mariner creature retains
all the special attacks of the base creature.
Special Qualities: A mariner creature retains
all the special qualities of the base creature
and also gains the following qualities.
* Amphibious (Ex): Has gills on neck and
breathes water as easily as air.
* Swim speed (Ex): Equal to land speed - can
take 10 on Swim check under pressure and
gains +8 to swim checks.
* Bite (Ex): Gains a secondary natural bite
attack. Damage: small - 1d3, med - 1d4, large 1d6.
* Burst of speed (Ex): 1 per day per 4 HD,
the mariner can make a burst of speed that
will increase its swim speed by 30' for a
number of rounds equal to its HD.
(Continued on next page...)

(Mariner template continued...)
Abilities: Same as the base creature.
Environment: Aquatic.
Challenge Rating: +1.
Alignment: Any.
Level Adjustment: Same as the base
creature +2.
Grappling Arrow/Bolt by maxxrox
Grappling arrows and bolts are designed and
balanced to allow for accurate use over
longer distances than a grappling hook can
normally be thrown. These arrows and bolts
will fit in a standard bow or crossbow,
making them particularly valuable in
boarding procedures. This arrow has a
heavily barbed head designed to dig into
and hold on to almost any surface. It also
has three curved spikes attached
perpendicular to the shaft, as to resemble a
grappling hook with a central forward-facing
spike. There is a small hole above the nock
where a rope can be attached.
This arrow can be used in two ways: with its
hooks or with its head. If the hooks are
used, the character acts as if he's using a
grappling hook, using his ranged attack
instead of his Use Rope check. The range
and bonus are also different (see Table). The
arrow's base damage is identical to that of
the normal ammunition of the weapon used
to fire it.
The player makes a ranged attack against
the target he wishes the arrow to stick to,
with a modified range and bonus (see
Table). The arrow must deal at least one
point of damage to a surface without a
ledge or other protrusion for the hooks to
stick, after taking hardness into
consideration. With a ledge or outcropping,
use attack as Use Rope as noted above.

The arrow can support a number of pounds
worth of weight equal to 200 + (the
modified result of the damage roll x 30). If
the maximum weight is exceeded, the arrow
breaks and the rope is detached.
When using the head, the player makes a
ranged attack against the target he wishes
the arrow to stick to, with a modified range
and bonus (see Table 1). The arrow must
deal at least one point of damage to the
surface to stick, after taking hardness into
consideration. The arrow can support a
number of pounds worth of weight equal to
the modified result of the damage roll x 30.
If the maximum weight is exceeded, the
arrow is dislodged or the rope comes
undone.
A player can determine how much weight
the arrow can support with a successful Use
Rope check, DC 15. If the check misses by 5
or less, then the player cannot determine
the weight the arrow can support. If the
check misses by 6-10, the estimation is off by
+20 lbs or -20 lbs (1d2). If the check misses
by 11-15, the estimation is off by +40 or -40
lbs (1d2).
If a player successfully deals damage to an
enemy with this arrow, the DC for the Heal
check to stabilize that person is at +4.

Rope Type

Attack
Penalty

Range

Hemp

-6

-30

Silk

-4

-20

None

-2

-10
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