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cious...” 
“I lurk, therefore I am.” • 
“Don’t make me turn that ham-• 

mer back on you using the Shoehorn 
of Ultimate Rectal Karma!” 

Peasants, protect your chickens! • 
Ipod? What’s an Ipod? • 
But...but...I like being a bully! • 
Well now I’ve just rolled two • 

ones. I guess I Coup de Grace my-
self. 

mmmm, gravy and brains... • 
My god do you know what time • 

it is? Time for a Craft (Refreshing 
alcoholic beverage) check! 

Ok. Damn, I should have saved • 
that totally useful spell for some-
thing else....

Damn I didn’t know ADD was • 
contagious! :P

Was this green vomit or regular • 
vomit... or the type of vomit that can 
be used as a special attack to trip 

your foes?
If miniature giant space hamsters exist, then cer-• 
tainly squirrels exist too.
Q: What did the revel of Bacchae say to the water • 
elemental that broke up their drunken debauchery?
A: Man... you are such a wet blanket!• 
Oh well, in the words of brave Sir Robin “Run • 
Away!!”
xp every 30 seconds is fine with me.• 

About The Outtakes:
Something that will hopefully a) delightfully surprise the readers, b) add humor, and c) make 
the readers feel more involved. The above quotes are taken from existing games on Dn-
Donlinegames. The quotes represent about an hour’s worth of searching, and I only looked 
in games that were updated this month. The goal is to try and guess who’s who. Post your 
guesses in the Letters to the Editor section in the General Discussion thread. The results will 
be published in the next mag along with new outtakes.
           -Cleokatrah

“I swear the dice rolling generator is psychic.”• 
“Poop on a stick..........” • 
“Did you just say metal detectors can be defeated • 
by ferrets?” 
“I’m 29. I’m the generation of gamers after the • 
creepy ones.” 
“Looking forward to being decimated.” • 
“Ah, the hand of God. Convenient, that is.” • 
“O.o?” • 
“I stayed prefectly within the bounds of reality. I • 
just reversed them when the fancy suited me.” 
“You do Play By Post games using geeky DnD • 
rules. If you are saying your family is odd com-
pared to you....then you are just plain scaring me to 
death.” 
“...everclear-soaked watermelon is tasty and deli-• 

The DM Screen
OOC Outtakes
Article by Cleokatrah  Artwork by LadyofHats
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Requirements

Feats: Track, Skill Focus (Swim)

Skills: Swim: 10 Ranks, Handle Animal: 10 
Ranks, Survival: 6 Ranks

Special: Must own a non-magical trident worth 
at least 5,000gp

Class Skills:
Appraise (Int), Concentration (Con), Craft (Int), 
Escape Artist (Dex), Handle Animal (Cha), Hide 
(Dex), Knowledge (Geography), Knowledge 
(Nature), Listen (Wis), Move Silenty (Dex), 
Profession (Wis), Ride (Dex), Search (Int), Spot 
(Wis), Survival (Wis), Swim (Str)

Skill Points at each level: 4 + int Mod

Class Features

   Gills: The Aqua Knight’s skin goes under a 
transformation. They acquire gills which allows 
them to exist comfortably under water; how-
ever, they can only survive out of the water for 
one hour per point of Constitution (after that, 
refer to the suffocation rules on page 304 of the 
DMG)
   Blindsense 30ft (Ex): The Aqua Knight gains 
sonar ability like that of a whale. It allows the 
Aqua Knight to ‘see’ anything within 30ft. If 

the Aqua Knight is effected by a silence spell she looses 
this ability. The range of Blindsense increases to 60ft at 8th 
level. If the Aqua Knight has Blindsense of another kind (be-
sides sonar) it does not stack, the two work independently. If 
the Aqua Knight looses this ability they can still see normal-
ly as that of the base creature.
   Swim Speed: An Aqua Knight gains swim speed of 30ft 
at first level. This allows all the bonuses of a swim speed 
including a +8 racial bonus on any Swim checks to perform 
some special action or avoid a hazard. An Aqua Knight can 
always choose to take 10 on a Swim check, even if distract-
ed or endangered. It can use the run action while swimming, 
provided it swims in a straight line.
   This increases to 45ft at 5th level and 60ft at 10th level.
   This stacks with other swim speeds.
   Trident of the Sea (Su): When entering the prestige class 
the Aqua Knight chooses a trident with at least 5,000 gp that 
it owns. It forms a special bond with that trident. Whenever 
that trident is in the Aqua Knight’s hands it becomes a +1 
Shock Trident. In addition the Aqua Knight always knows 
where the trident is as if he cast Locate Object searching for 
the trident.
   If the trident is ever lost or stolen (and the Aqua Knight 

The endless sea has endless beauty and bounty. But with that 
come endless dangers.
    Most are happy just looking out at the sea from the beach, 
but for a select few the waves truly call out to them, be-
seeching them to venture forth. Those that truly become one 
with the clam and wrath of the sea become Aqua Knights.
   Aqua Knights can be of any alignment and become them 
for any reason. Good Aqua Knights often guard underwater 
temples, assist sea travelers, or simply enjoy the beauty. Evil 
Aqua Knights pillage and plunder the sea, or take advantage 
of sea travelers destroying their ships and taking their goods. 
Regardless Aqua Knights do not claim any dominance over 
the sea. They rather use all they know about to further their 
own goals.
   Adaptation: Ideal for Rangers, Fighters and Druids that 
will be in a aqua heavy campaign the Aqua Knight can also 
be an NPC guarding a temple or attacking the PC. Many 
intelligent Aqua monsters can easily take this class and be-
come leader of a war band.

HD: d8

Aqua Knight
New Class by Eggydez     Artwork by LadyofHats

Aqua Knight

4



Explosive Runes

can’t retrieve it) or the Trident is destroyed the Aqua Knight 
may acquire another one, but looses 500XP per level of 
Aqua Knight. Upon the XP loss no other penalties occur to 
the Aqua Knight.
   Animal Companion (Ex): At 2nd level, an Aqua Knight 
gains an animal companion as a druid. The animal is a loyal 
companion that accompanies the Aqua Knight on any ad-
ventures. In most cases, the animal companion functions as 
a mount, sentry, or scout, rather then a protector. This ability 
functions like the druid ability (see page 35 of the PHB) 
except that the Aqua Knight’s effective level is one-half his 
Aqua Knight level. Animal Companion class features form 
other classes stack with the Aqua Knight’s level to determine 
the Animal Companion’s abilities.
   Because Aqua Knights spend most of their time under-
water they usually choose an amphibious creature like a 
Medium shark or squid.
   Natural Armor Increase (Ex): At 3rd, 6th, and 9th level 
the Aqua Knight’s Gills harden giving her a +1 bonus to 
natural armor.
   Neptune’s Trident (Su): At 4th level the Aqua Knight’s 
very thoughts and feelings get transferred into her trident. 
Her Trident of the Sea becomes a +2 Shocking Burst trident. 
It also becomes an intelligent item. It has and Int and Cha 
of 12 and a Wis of 10. It can cast Summon Nature’s Ally 
IV once a week calling either a Medium Water Elemental, 
Sea Cat or Hugh Shark (caster’s choice). Treat the casting 
level 10 + Spell level + Cha modifier of the Trident of the 
Wielder (whichever is higher) Its alignment is that of the 
Aqua Knight’s. It has 10 Ranks in Knowledge (Nature), 30ft 
vision and hearing and can cast light at will. It can also com-
municate empathically with the Aqua Knight (see page 268 
of the DMG for intelligent Items)

Level		 Base	 	 Fort	 	 Reflex	 Will	 							Special
  Attack Save  Save  Save
  Bonus
1  +1  +2  +2  +0        Gills, Blindsense 30ft, Swim 
                speed 30ft
2  +2  +3  +3  +0        Animal Companion, Trident of 
                the Sea
3  +3  +3  +3  +1        Natural Armor Increase +1
4  +4  +4  +4  +1        Neptune’s Trident
5  +5  +4  +4  +1        Ink Cloud, Swim Speed 45ft
6  +6  +5  +5  +2        Natural Armor Increase +2
7  +7  +5  +5  +2        Summon Vortex
8  +8  +6  +6  +2        Blindsense 60ft
9  +9  +6  +6  +3        Natural Armor Increase +3
10  +10  +7  +7  +3        Poseidon’s Trident, Swim 
                Speed 60ft

   Unlike other magical items a Trident of the Sea never 
fights for Dominance unless the Aqua Knight’s alignment 
is different then the Trident’s. In this case the Aqua Knight 
usually discards the trident (taking the XP loss) and finds a 
suitable replacement.
   Ink Cloud (Ex): An Aqua Knight of 5th level can emit a 
cloud of jet-black ink 20 feet high by 20 feet wide by 20 feet 
long once per minute as a free auction. The cloud provides 
total concealment.
   Summon Vortex (Su): At 7th level the Aqua Knight can 
summon a Vortex once a day. Treat the Vortex as if a Hugh 
Water Elemental was the Vortex (see pg 101 of the DMG). 
The Aqua Knight telepathically controls the Vortex and can 
give it directions as a free auction.
   Poseidon’s Trident (Su): At 10th level the Aqua Knight’s 
very being becomes a part of the her trident. Her trident of 
the Sea becomes a +4 Adamantine, Defending, Shocking 
Burst Trident. It’s Int and Cha become 15, and has 120 ft 
Darkvision and hearing. It has 10 Ranks in spellcraft and 
can at detect magic at will and Summon Nature’s Ally VI 
once a day (aquatic creatures only). It can communicate with 
speech and telepathy.
   Finally as a full round auction the wielder of the trident 
can release a 5d6 + xd6 lighting bolt (to a total of 10d6). The 
wielder can place up to five additional lighting bolts into the 
trident by taking 1d8 for each bolt of nonleathel damage to 
the wielder (this damage cannot be prevented)

Aqua Knight
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Secrets 
 of the Toloh’ti

Adventure by Dinkleberg       
Artwork by LadyofHats, Quiet

Secrets of the Toloh’ti
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“Bring them in.” The High Confessor stood in the 
middle of the hexagon-shaped room A large stone 
statue, modeled after a brave warrior, was standing in 
the back of the room, and the smell of incense permeat-
ed the air. The Confessor stood in a circle, and at each 
cardinal point of the circle were altars, decorated with 
skulls and bones, both human and animal. As he had 
commanded, four priests moved into the room, carefully 
walking toward the altars, though they seemed to hover 
above the ground a little — it was hard to see because 
of the long, black, hooded robes they were wearing.
   “Lord Confessor, are you completely sure this is 
safe?” One of the priests asked.
   “Do not hesitate, young one. The spirits of the dead 
observe the living, and prey on those who are un-
certain. Faith is the only way to true enlightenment. 
Graggath-hah!” Replied the High Confessor, making 
the ancient prayer-gesture.
   “Graggath-hah!” The four priests followed. 
   “Let us begin. The exorcising ritual shall take exactly 
five days, five hours, five minutes, and five seconds. Let 
us hope you have eaten enough to sustain it, though 
we have replacements at the ready, should you become 
exhausted.” 
   The largest of the priests, a tall, muscular man, 
chuckled at the High Confessor’s comment. “Lord Con-
fessor, we all know what we agreed to, and we will not 
fail! Let us now begin, and remove this curse — which 
has brought such misery to our people — forever!”
   The High Confessor smiled, and called for the “di-
vine focus” to be brought in. Two initiates, clad in 
simple white robes, brought forth a large, stone altar, 
covered in runes. There were five figurines upon this 
altar, each in the shape of a different animal god. 
   The High Confessor took the figurines, and handed 
one to each of the four priests, keeping one for him-
self. The priests and High Confessor all removed their 
robes, revealing extraordinary garb beneath.
   The first priest, a muscular man, held a figurine of a 
bear. He himself wore a cloak made from a tanned bear 
hide, with the head still attached, which he wore as a 
helmet. As he held the figurine, his eyes turned red, and 
he let loose a bellowing roar, “May Kumath aid us!” 
   The second priest, a slim woman, was holding a figu-
rine of a leopard. Her garb was completely made out 
of leopard’s skin, and had gloves made out of jaguar 
paws, with the claws extending out over her fingertips. 
Her eyes became a dark blue, and she too let loose a 
growl. “May Lakarath aid us!” 

   The third priest resembled a gorilla, and the fourth 
priest an eagle. They, too, called the names of their 
deities. Finally, the High Confessor, whose figurine was 
shaped like a snake, climbed atop of the altar that had 
been placed in the middle of the room. His eyes turned 
a light green. “By Slilthiss, may we sssucceed!”The 
priests began chanting, but nothing seemed to happen 
— just as planned.
   Three days into the ritual, however, their ritual was 
disturbed by something unexpected.  Breaking from his 
trance, the High Confessor growled under his breath, 
“What? What is this? Some outside force is disturbing 
our channeling!” 
   The priests struggled against the might of their 
unseen assailant, but one by one they succumbed to 
its power, and fell, unconsious or lifeless, to the floor 
of the ritual chamber.  As the High Confessor himself 
— the last of them standing, slumped to the ground, 
the air of the room seemed to fill with energy, and the 
light from the multitude of candles and torches dimmed, 
then dissappeared.  As the last flicker of light faded, 
the gathering energy burst outwards, in an explosion of 
mental energy that blasted through the entire temple, 
and much of the surrounding land, killing everything 
that it touched.
   Thus came to pass the destruction of the ancient 
Toloh’ti civilization. 

“Secrets of the Toloh’ti” is a D&D adventure for a group of 
5-6 4th-level characters, who must explore a dark and dan-
gerous jungle known as the Vinesea and destroy an ancient 
evil within an old, abandoned temple.
   There are no character prerequisites for this adventure. The 
adventure has an adventurous “jungle” feel to it, a theme 
which I feel is (unfortunately) underused in Dungeons & 
Dragons games, in general. 
   The Toloh’ti civilization is somewhat based off the ancient 
civilizations of South America, such as the Aztec or Maya. 
The adventure starts in the city of Vinegate, though it can 
easily be replaced with any other city near a jungle (which 
could be used as the Vinesea).     

Adventure Background
 
Three thousand years ago, a group of Toloh’ti priests at-
tempted to seal off the Temple of Vileth, a rebellious snake 
aspect-god whose followers had been wreaking havoc, and 
rising in power. After the decimation of the Vileth followers, 
the Toloh’ti authorities decided that they only needed to seal 
off Vileth’s focus on this world in order to prevent him from 
rising in power again for a long time. They were shocked 
when they found out it was a temple near their large city — it 
had been so close to them all along! 
   During the sealing ritual, however, something went ter-

Secrets of the Toloh’ti
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ribly wrong. Vileth’s most powerful follower had escaped 
the Toloh’ti, and sacrificed himself to place a curse on the 
exorcising ritual: the power unleashed was so great that it 
destroyed all life within a radius large enough to kill an en-
tire civilization, leaving no trace of it behind, other than the 
wretched temple where the power emanated from. The five 
high priests of the animal aspects that had tried to cleanse the 
temple have been corrupted, forced to remain in the temple 
eternally, serving Vileth, until their twisted spirits are finally 
put to rest. 

Starting the Adventure
The party has recently arrived at the city of Vinegate — the 
last bastion of civilization before the Vinesea, a jungle cover-
ing at least half of the continent, though none of the explorers 
who have braved its depths have lived to tell of their experi-
ences. The city is mainly populated by Humans, though there 
are representatives of all the major civilized races there, so it 
is mostly free of racial prejudice. A small, elite minority lives 
in an area just outside of town called Nobletown, in huge, 
luxurious mansions. 
   The characters are most probably staying at an inn in the 
Trade Quarter, a district for the middle class- bakers, butch-
ers, carpenters, et cetera. When they wake up, they notice a 
flyer hanging outside the inn (or simply somewhere in the 
streets), with a large group of Vinegate citizens standing 
around it. 
The flyer reads as follows: 

—Adventurer’s/Explorers Wanted—
 
Lord Houndsworth the Fourth (IV), descendant of the noble 
Houndsworth family, has declared the immediate exploration 
of the Vinesea under his command. Those interested in gain-
ing riches beyond their imagination – at a risk – should head 
to Nobletown, and inquire further at Houndsworth Manor. 

The rest of the flyer consists of instructions on how to get to 
Houndsworth Manor, and some more flavor text, as appropri-
ate to the party’s composition and the game’s tone, to make 
the expedition seem more exciting. 
   The party can question the present citizens about several 
things, or they might already know things. Below is a list of 
facts that might be learned from certain rolls. 

Lord Houndsworth
 
Knowledge (local), Knowledge (nobility), or Gather 
Information: DC 15: Lord Houndsworth is a very wealthy, 
old, eccentric man, though his age only shows in his figure: 
at heart, he is still a young man in the springtime of life. He 
is a hunting fanatic, and has even attempted to hunt prey in 
the Vinesea, though this nearly cost him his life. These days, 
he lives a secluded life. 

The Vinesea
Knowledge (nature): DC 10: The Vinesea is a large jungle, 
with many exotic plants and animals, some (or actually most) 
of which can be very dangerous to unsuspecting explorers. It 
is also populated by tribes of savage hunter-gatherers. 
   Gather Information or Knowledge (history): DC 20: 

Many civilizations have risen and fallen in the Vinesea, 
though all of them were primitive, worshipping animal gods. 
The most recent civilization to rise died out three thousand 
years ago, though that is all that is known about them. 

The Expedition
 
Gather Information or Knowledge (local): DC 25: Lord 
Houndsworth has sent an expedition into the jungle before, 
though it was kept a secret: rumor has it that expedition 
never returned. 

   If the characters decide to go pay Lord Houndsworth a vis-
it, they will travel to Nobletown. Ensure they are all “filled 
up” and have purchased anything they might need. 

Houndsworth Manor
 
The manor is extremely large, towering above you as you 
walk up the cobbled road to the front gate. It is made of the 
finest stone, and has beautiful windows with engraved pat-
terns of flowers and vines running the length of the frames. 
   The front garden boasts the widest arrange of botany you 
have ever seen, with many kinds of animals wandering about, 
such as squirrels and rabbits, and even the occasional deer. 
The back garden doesn’t deserve the title of “garden” — it 
would be better described as a forest. As you are standing in 
front of the manor’s gate (which is made out of gilded steel) 
amazed, a servant appears as if from nowhere and opens the 
gate.    
   “Ah, adventurers! My Lord has been expecting you. Up the 
stairs, and it’s the door to your left.” 
   He leads you up to the mansion’s door and opens it, reveal-
ing an exquisite interior, with many sculptures and paintings 
decorating the hallway. Whoever this Lord Houndsworth is, 
he’s got good taste. 

The adventurers will most likely enter Lord Houndsworth’s 
library first (as they were instructed), where he spends most 
of his time. He isn’t present right now, though. One bookcase 
is reserved for his travel logs, and it is nearly full, apart from 
one shelf, which only contains one book: it is titled “Great 
Hunts of the World, XLIV: Into the Vinesea”, the author 
being Fitzgerald J. Houndsworth. The book has only been 
half completed, it still being a “rough copy”, written in Lord 
Houndsworth’s own (barely intelligible) handwriting. A few 
seconds later, Lord Houndsworth himself enters the room. 
   A man of small stature, it would be easy to mistake Lord 
Houndsworth for a slim Dwarf or a rather tall Halfling. He 
clearly has the look of an old man to him, however, caus-
ing you to fear for shrinking when you, yourself become 
old. He sports an adventurer’s outfit, designed for optimal 
performance in warm environments (such as jungles), wears 
a matching hat to hide his oncoming baldness, and sports a 
large, thick, white moustache. 
   Lord Houndsworth comes in, introduces himself, and 
invites the party for tea in the back garden. In the back 
garden, numerous dangerous-looking animals are held in 
cages, though they also look well taken care of — they have 
a reasonable amount of room in their cages, and some cages 
are empty, hinting at a large outdoor area in which they can 
roam free. A majestic male lion with a scar clearly visible on 
its forehead constantly keeps an eye on the party. 

Secrets of the Toloh’ti
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   During tea, Lord Houndsworth refuses to talk to the party 
about the expedition, instead reminiscing his own adventur-
ing days, hunting around the world. 
   Creatures: When Lord Houndsworth has annoyed the 
characters enough, he stands up, and walks over to the lion’s 
cage, introducing the beast as “Samson”. Lord Houndsworth 
claims the beast to be utterly domesticated, not capable of 
harming anyone or anything. Regardless of who might try to 
stop him, Lord Houndsworth opens the cage, and immediate-
ly, Samson jumps him, to which Lord Houndsworth reacts by 
fainting. Samson then turns to the party, and combat ensues. 
   Lion: CR 3; Large Animal; HD 5d8+10; hp 32; Init +3; 
Spd: 40 ft.; AC 15, touch 12, flat-footed 12; Base Atk +3; 
Grp +12; Atk +7 melee (1d4+5, claw) or +2 melee (1d8+2, 
bite); Full Atk +7 melee (1d4+5, 2 claws) and +2 melee 
(1d8+2, bite); Space/Reach: 10 ft./5 ft.; SA pounce, im-
proved grab, rake 1d4+2; SQ low-light vision, scent; AL N; 
SV Fort +6, Ref +7, Will +2; Str 21, Dex 17, Con 15, Int 2, 
Wis 12, Cha 6, Monster Manual 274. 
   Skills: Balance +7, Hide +3, Listen +5, Move Silently +11, 
Spot +5. 
   Feats: Alertness, Run 
   Development: When the party has sufficiently damaged 
Samson (around 1/3rd of his health — make sure the party 
doesn’t kill Samson), or if a party member comes close to 
dying, Lord Houndsworth will stand up (delayed action) and 
call Samson’s name, revealing that all of this was simply 
a test. Samson then instantly returns to his cage. It is also 
possible the party unleashed too much burst damage, and 
Samson was killed. Lord Houndsworth will shrug, and claim 
he can easily catch another one later. Impressed with how the 
party held their own against Samson, though it was a set-up, 
Lord Houndsworth offers them the opportunity to partake 
in the Expedition. The party can now rest at Houndsworth 
Manor, and shop for supplies in Vinegate. When they are 
ready, continue the adventure. 

The Temple of Vileth
 
The party boldly ventures into the Vinesea, traveling for 
a full day before coming across something special. Dur-
ing their journey, they hear many different, strange jungle 
sounds- you could opt to start a random encounter here, such 
as an aggressive Rhinoceros defending its territory, a Giant 
Stag Beetle, or a Centipede Swarm (all from the Monster 
Manual). Keep in mind that when fighting in the jungle, the 
battle is treated as though it was taking place on rough ter-
rain — that means no five-foot steps, and halved movement 
speed. 
   When the party has traveled for a day, they come across the 
ancient Toloh’ti temple, which emanates Overwhelming Evil 
power (minor deity-level). 
 
The temple is huge, and you are barely able to see the 
corners from where you stand, leave alone other sides. It 
appears to be square, and lucky for you, there seems to be 
something of an entrance near where you stand. The thick, 
stone door (of sorts) is firmly shut, and there are three 
recesses in the wall, each about the size of a Human hand. 
There are several ancient runes on the wall. 

Anyone succeeding a Decipher Script check (even untrained 
— they are like simple hieroglyphs, so all you need is a bit of 

imagination), DC 15, can see that there is a trick to opening 
this door, and that it involves working together. The rest of 
the runes consist of warnings that mortal danger lies ahead. 
   The wall is resistant to every form of physical and/or magi-
cal damage.
   Development: If a hand (or other extremity) is put in every 
recess at the same time, the door opens, revealing a dark pas-
sageway. The second the characters step in, ancient torches 
covered in spiderwebs quickly light, burning all the spider-
webs in the party’s path.
   Traps: Anyone sticking their hand in a recess while an-
other recess is left empty gets an electric shock, dealing 2d6 
points of damage.  

The Hall of Endless Torment (EL 4)
  
The door looms before you, and once the last of you has 
entered the stone door slams shut, leaving you with only one 
way to go: forward.  As you take a tentative step forward, 
torches flare to light on both sides of the hallway, illumi-
nating it, and your mind explodes in pain as you hear the 
telepathic communication from some force. 
   “Sso, puny mortalsss, you sseek to enter my temple?  Know 
that you face the Hall of Endlesss Torment — none who are 
unaware of its ssecrets have ever passsed through here to the 
inner chambers alive, ssave by my will.”
  
The hall is 10 feet wide, and goes on for 50 feet. 
   Traps: There are a number of poison dart traps placed at 
random intervals and unusual locations along the hallway. 
Anytime a character enters a new space, they have a 25% 
chance of triggering the trap (a 1 on a d4). Once they have 
reached the end of the 50 foot hall, the party finds that the 
hall angles downward, and they can make out a small door at 
the bottom of an 80 foot long slope.
   The instant anyone sets foot on the slope, an enormous 
boulder drops from the ceiling 50 feet behind the party, and 
begins rolling towards them. Naturally, the party will start 
running down the slope, as it is the only way to survive; the 
boulder is too large to stop or destroy. 
   As the party is halfway the slope, enormous snakes, easily 
the size of a Gnome or Halfling, begin coming out of niches 
in the walls (which are too small to hide in), hissing danger-
ously at them. The snakes are illusions. A character can make 
a DC 16 Will save to disbelieve the illusion, and see that the 
hallway is completely empty except for two rune-engraved 
discs mounted on the walls that had been projecting the il-
lusion, reflecting some sort of strange light from above. As 
the party runs through the door at the end of the slope, the 
boulder slams in on the wall, but the wall holds, blocking the 
way they came from, but rescuing the party. 
   Poison Dart Trap: CR 4; mechanical; location trigger; 
manual reset; Atk +15 ranged (1d4+4 plus poison, dart); 
poison (Small monstrous centipede poison, DC 10 Fortitude 
save resists, 1d2 Dex/1d2 Dex); Search DC 21; Disable 
Device DC 22.
   Rolling Boulder Trap: CR 3; mechanical; location trigger; 
manual reset; Atk (automatic hit if it enters square) melee 
(4d6, rock); Search DC 20; Disable Device DC 22. 

The Altar Room (EL 3)
 
You are now in a hexagon-shaped room, which has an altar 
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to a snake god in the center, adorned with bones and skulls 
of various humans and animals. Remnants of a statue are 
scattered across the room. Except for the passage you just 
came through, there are four normal-sized doors leading out 
of the room, and one large door right in front of you; it has 
four holes that seem like they had, at one point of time, held 
something. 
  
Anyone touching the altar must succeed on a DC 16 Will 
save, or become temporarily possessed by the twisted spirit 
of Vileth, turning on his allies for 1d4+1 rounds. 
   After some time, the first normal door opens, and Vileth’s 
voice is heard once again. 
  
“Sso... you have passed through the Hall of Endless Torment.  
You show remarkable sskill for puny mortalss ssuch as yours-
selves.  Perhapss, would you sserve me?  No?  Sso be it.  You 
shall meet your doom at the handss of my sservants!” 
  
The First Priest: Kumath the Bear (EL 4) 
 
You enter the room, it being remarkably similar to a forest, 
complete with matching plants, and fuzzy animals scattering 
about. 
   In the center, a dangerous-looking black bear is sleeping. 
Its fur seems extremely thick, and it has various tribal mark-
ings tattooed on its fur. A large, blue diamond is embedded in 
its head.    
   As you enter, it seems to smell something, and then rears up 
immediately, its markings glowing blue as it lets out a terrify-
ing roar, and charges at you! 

Kumath the Bear: CR 4; Medium Magical Beast; HD 
4d10+12; hp 36; Init +2; Spd 40 ft.; AC 20, touch 16, flat-
footed 18; Base Atk +4; Grp +9; Atk +9 melee (1d4+5, claw) 
or +3 melee (1d6+2, bite); Full Atk +9 melee (1d4+5, 2 
claws) and +3 melee (1d6+2, bite); Space/Reach 5 ft./5 ft.; 
SA spell-like abilities; SQ low-light vision, scent, damage 
reduction 4/-, 60 ft. darkvision; SV Fort +7, Ref +6, Will +2; 
Str 20, Dex 14, Con 16, Int 2, Wis 12, Cha 6.   
   Skills: Climb +4, Listen +4, Spot +4, Swim +8.   
   Feats: Endurance, Run, Ability Focus: Spell-Like Abilities. 

   Spell-like Abilities (Caster Level 5): Sound Burst 3/day 
(DC 15), Shatter at will (DC 15).  All save DCs are Wisdom 
based.
   Development: The bear sinks to the ground once defeated. 
In an explosion of light and sound, the tribal markings start 
moving around the corpse, coming together in the gem 
embedded in its forehead. A ghostly figure appears, hovering 
over the corpse, wearing a cloak made from a tanned bear 
hide, with the head still attached, which he wears as a helmet. 
   “Adventurers,” he says, “I cannot thank you enough for 
slaying me, the Priest of Kumath, the Bear Aspect. Long 
have I unwillingly served Vileth, the horrid Snake-god. 
For countless years, there was nothing but rage. You have 
removed that rage, and now, I can pass on, to the afterlife. I 
shall unlock the first of the four seals guarding the door to 
Vileth’s lair.  You are strong — free my brothers and sister 
and have them do the same. Do not fear him being a god — 
you will have at least one on your side, when it comes down 
to a battle! Graggath-hah!” 
   With that, the spirit vanishes in a flash of light similar to 
how it appeared. 

The Second Priest: Lakarath the Leopard 
(EL 5)
 
Upon returning to the Altar room, the characters notice that 
the next door has opened. Also, one of the four sockets in the 
large door now has a blue gemstone in it. Read the descrip-
tion below if the characters enter the newly opened door.

This room resembles a jungle, just like the one outside. 
However, something just seems.. different. It is as if the 
plants could rear up any moment to attack you. However, 
there seems to be a more pressing danger; two eyes lurk in 
the bushes, a large, yellow diamond shining above them. This 
must be the second Priest. Suddenly, it jumps at you, ready to 
strike! 
  
Lakarath the Leopard: CR 4; Medium Magical Beast; HD 
4d10+8; hp 32; Init +4; Spd 40 ft. or climb 20 ft.; AC 21, 
touch 19, flat-footed 16; Base Atk +4; Grp +7; Atk +9 melee 
(1d6+3, bite) or +3 melee (1d3+1, claw); Full Atk +9 melee 
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(1d6+3, bite) and +3 melee (1d3+1, 2 claws); Space/Reach 
5 ft./5 ft.; SA improved grab, pounce, rake 1d3+3, spell-like 
abilities; SQ low-light vision, scent, damage reduction 2/-, 
60ft. darkvision; SV Fort +6, Ref +9, Will +2; Str 16, Dex 
20, Con 15, Int 2, Wis 12, Cha 6. 
   Skills: Balance +12, Climb +11, Hide +8, Jump +11, Listen 
+6, Move Silently +8, Spot +6. 
   Feats: Alertness, Weapon Finesse, Ability Focus: Spell-
Like Abilities
   Spell-Like Abilities (Caster Level 5): Hold Person 3/day 
(DC 15), Longstrider at will.  All save DCs are Wisdom 
based. 
   Development: As the leopard dies, its tribal markings van-
ish into the diamond, and yet another figure appears, hover-
ing over the dead animal, a woman this time. 
   Her garb is completely made out of leopard’s skin, and she 
has gloves made out of jaguar paws, with the claws extend-
ing out over her fingertips. 
   “Noble souls! You have my eternal gratitude for dispatch-
ing my savage form, that had been enslaved by Vileth. I, 
the Priest of Lakarath the Leopard Aspect, shall unlock the 
second seal to his lair, and make sure my god aids you in 
defeating him! Graggath-hah!”
   Traps: Once every four rounds (the first time being the 
second round of combat), the plants in the room will start 
moving at such speeds that a minor tornado will appear, 
which forces every character within 10 feet of Lakarath to 
make a DC 15 Balance check to remain standing. Characters 
who fail fall prone, but do not drop anything they might be 
holding. 
 
The Third Priest: Baroong the Gorilla 
(EL 6) 
As the characters return to the Altar Room, their minds are 
once again invaded by Vileth.
 
“What?  Two of my sservantss have fallen?  It is no mat-
ter — the otherss are more powerful than they, and I shall 
recapture Kumath and Lakarath after you pesky mortals have 
been dealt with.  You surely face your bane now — for next is 
Baroong, the mighty gorilla!”
 
The third room is a jungle, like the second room, though 
there is a small clearing in the center, with a totem at each 
corner. The floor between the four totems shimmers between 
several different colors — red, green, blue, and white, as 
though it were a mixture of liquids slowly being stirred. 

As you near the totems, a large gorilla with tribal marks and 
a large, red diamond on its head swings to the center of the 
totems using a vine, jumps off, and taunts you by showing 
you its behind. It pounds on its chest, and four smaller mon-
keys appear, each one landing on a totem. They have eyes 
glowing dark red, and repeat their leader’s insult at you. 
 
Baroong the Gorilla: CR 4; Large Magical Beast; HD 
4d10+11; hp 35; Init +2; Spd 30 ft. or climb 30 ft.; AC 19, 
touch 16, flat-footed 16; Base Atk +4; Grp +13; Atk +9 
melee (1d6+5, claw) or +3 melee (1d6+2, bite); Full Atk +9 
melee (1d6+5, 2 claws) and +3 melee (1d6+2, bite); Space/
Reach 10 ft./10 ft.; SA spell-like abilities; SQ low-light vi-
sion, scent, damage reduction 2/-, 60 ft. darkvision; SV Fort 

+6, Ref +7, Will +2; Str 21, Dex 16, Con 14, Int 2, Wis 12, 
Cha 7. 
   Skills: Climb +14, Listen +6, Spot +6. 
   Feats: Alertness, Toughness, Ability Focus: Spell-Like 
Abilities.
   Spell-Like Abilities (Caster Level 5): Obscuring Mist 3/day, 
Stinking Cloud at will (DC 16).  All Save DCs are Wisdom 
based.
   Baroong is aided by four monkeys, who will continuously 
hurl stones and poop at the party.
   Monkey (4): CR 1/6; Tiny Animal; HD 2d8; hp 8; Init +2; 
Spd 30 ft. or climb 30 ft.; AC 14, touch 14, flat-footed 12; 
Base Atk +1; Grp -11; Atk +5 melee (1d3-4, bite); Full Atk 
+5 melee (1d3-4, bite); Space/Reach 2½ ft./0 ft.; SQ low-
light vision; SV Fort +3, Ref +6, Will +1; Str 3, Dex 16, Con 
10, Int 2,Wis 12, Cha 5, Monster Manual 276.  
Skills: Balance +12, Climb +10, Escape Artist +4,  
Hide +10, Listen +3, Spot +3.  
Feats: Agile, Weapon Finesse.
   Tactics: Every monkey has three stones, which deal 1d4 
points of damage a piece, and an infinite supply of poop, 
which (if it hits) forces the recipient to succeed on a DC 12 
Fortitude save or be nauseated for one round.    
   These are all improvised weapons, and thus, the monkeys 
have a -4 penalty when throwing them, causing attacks to be 
made at a +1 bonus. The attacks have a range of 40 feet due 
to elevation. 
   Should a monkey be killed, it will be replaced by a new 
monkey the next round, which will act the round thereafter.
   Development: Yet again, the beast’s tribal markings disap-
pear into the diamond, and a spirit appears once again. The 
monkeys are freed from possession, and flee into the trees. 
   “Friends!” it shouts, “I thank you for freeing me from 
Vileth’s grasp! Over four hundred years have I endured his 
insanity, but it has now come to an end. Should you confront 
him, you will have Baroong, the Gorilla Aspect, on your 
side! I shall unlock the third seal on the door leading to the 
false god’s lair! Graggath-hah!”
   Traps: The shimmering colors along the floor produce 
effects similar to a prismatic spray. Anyone standing on the 
floor, except Baroong, are affected. Roll 1d4 at the beginning 
of each round to determine the effect:
   1: White: no effect
   2: Red: subject attacks nearest target (even allies) next 
round, or damages self if unable to attack anything. Will save 
DC 13 negates this effect. 
   3: Green: Plants immobilize subject for 1 round. Reflex 
save DC 13 to avoid. The plants have 1d6 hp. 
   4: Blue: Insects and slugs appear on the subject’s legs and 
arms, crawling and slithering over him, causing him to be 
nauseated for 1 round.  Fortitude save DC 13 to ignore. 
 
The Fourth Priest: Galen the Eagle (EL 5)
 
The room is a barren wasteland, with several rock columns 
scattered around the room, each about thrice your height. 
On the tops of the columns are nests containing several eggs 
each. There are a number of small piles of bones on the 
floor — these bones appear to belong to small rodents, such 
as mice or rats. Suddenly, you hear three sets of wings come 
into motion, as you see a green shine... 
  
Galen the Eagle: CR 4; Medium Magical Beast; HD 
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4d10+12; hp 36; Init +2; 
Spd 10 ft. or fly 80 ft. (average); AC 18, touch 16, flat-footed 
16; Base Atk +4; Grp +6; Atk +6 melee (1d6+2, talon) or +0 
melee (1d6+2, beak); Full Atk +6 melee (1d6+2, 2 talons) 
and +0 melee (1d6+2, beak); Space/Reach 5 ft./5 ft.; SA 
spell-like abilities; SQ low-light vision, damage reduction 
2/-, 60 ft. darkvision; SV Fort +6, Ref +6, Will +3; Str 14, 
Dex 14, Con 14, Int 2, Wis 14, Cha 6. 
   Skills: Listen +6, Spot +16 
   Feats: Alertness, Weapon Finesse, Toughness, Ability Fo-
cus: Spell-Like Abilities 
   Spell-Like Abilities (Caster Level 5): Gust of Wind 3/day 
(DC 16), Protection from Arrows at will.  All save DCs are 
Wisdom based.
   Galen is assisted by two other eagles. 
   Eagle (2): CR 1/2; Small Animal; HD 2d8+2; hp 10; Init 
+2; Spd 10 ft. or fly 80 ft. (average); AC 14, touch 13, flat-
footed 12; Base Atk +1; Grp -3; Atk +4 melee (1d4, talons) 
or -1 melee (1d4, beak); Full Atk +4 melee (1d4, 2 talons) 
and -1 melee (1d4, beak); Space/Reach 5 ft./5 ft.; SQ low-
light vision; SV Fort +4, Ref +5, Will +2; Str 10, Dex 15, 
Con 12, Int 2,Wis 14, Cha 6, Monster Manual 272.   
   Skills: Listen +4, Spot +16.   
   Feats: Alertness, Weapon Finesse. 
   Tactics: Galen attacks a single target, while the other 
eagles focus fire on another enemy. After having attacked 
once, Galen and his two companions take to the sky, and Ga-
len does nothing as the Eagles pick up exploding eggs from 
their nests and drop them on the enemy. These eggs deal 
2d6 points of damage in a 10-foot radius, DC 13 Reflex save 
halves the damage. The Eagles then do nothing for one round 
as they prepare to attack their targets once again. 
   Development: As the eagle falls to the ground, the mark-
ings on its feathers shift around and gather — as before 
— into the white gemstone on its head.  As the last of them 
disappear, the fourth spirit appears — this one is a thin man 
with a large hooked nose, wearing ceremonial garb with a 
multitude of feathers and cloth wings under his arms.
   “Noble heroes,” he says, “I thank you for freeing me from 
Vileth’s control.  I am the last of the four — now you must 

face Vileth himself, and cleanse this place of his evil taint.  
But know this; Galen of the Golden Feathers stands behind 
you in your battle. Do not waver, and you shall surely see 
victory!  Graggath-hah!”

The Final Battle: Vileth, Snake Aspect God 
(EL 7) 
As the characters return to the central room, they notice that 
all four sockets in the door are now full with gemstones. 
Moving in front of the door, the characters hear a massive 
rumbling sound as age-old mechanisms come to life for one 
last time. The door is slowly lifted up, and, when it has com-
pletely been lifted up, clicks to a halt, the four gems disap-
pearing into the ceiling with it. 
   Ahead is a passage with stairs leading down to another 
room similar the Altar Room, though the new room seems 
larger.    
   Strangely, while the rest of the Temple depends on torch-
light for illumination, the room down the stairs is illuminated 
completely by daylight shining through from above.
   As the characters move down the stairs, the impending 
danger becomes more and more apparent...

Now standing in the room, you can see an enormous figure 
resembling a snake coiled in the center, though it appears 
to be... incorporeal. Its massive red scales give off an eerie 
shine, and its dark eyes radiate terror. Green venom drips 
down its massive fangs as it lets loose a terrible screech. As 
its voice invades your mind, you fall to the ground, helpless 
to act.
   “Ssso you have come. You, mortalss... ssseek to defy a 
GOD? I ssshall sshow you power! Obsserve my mosst pow-
erful ssslave! High Confessor, awaken from your ssslumber! 
Vanquisssh these pathethic mortallss!”
   A large snake, a different species from Vileth, but a danger-
ous-looking one nonetheless, enters the room from a small 
passage in the back of the room. It has the same tribal mark-
ings as the four High Priests, though this one seems... differ-
ent. The serpent leisurely approaches you, running its forked 

tongue over you in anticipation of 
making a meal out of your group, 
before rearing back to strike.  
   Suddenly, the four spirits that 
you had encountered earlier — 
the avatars of the Bear, Leopard, 
Gorilla, and Eagle — appear in 
the four corners of the room, and 
take a step forward.  With their ap-
pearance, the snake hesitates, and 
Vileth’s power over you is broken.  
You quickly stand, as the Bear 
Aspect speaks. 
   “It seems the High Confessor, 
too, has succumbed to this ser-
pent’s power. We shall handle the 
god — you kill his servant! Grag-
gath-hah!” 
   With that, the four Aspects 
charge Vileth, and begin a fight 
that cannot be described; a fight 
amongst gods. 
   A serpentine voice, other than 
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Vileth’s, echoes throughout your mind.
   “Lord Vileth ssshall prevail! Prepare to be decimated, 
mortalsss! You do not sstand a chance against me, the High 
Confessor of Slithiss!”
 
The High Confessor: CR 7; Huge Magical Beast; HD 
5d10+5; hp 55; Init +6; Spd 20 ft. or climb 20 ft. or swim 20 
ft.; AC 21, touch 16, flat-footed 18; Base Atk +5; Grp +18; 
Atk +10 melee (1d6+7 plus poison, bite); Full Atk +10 melee 
(1d6+7 plus poison, bite); Space/Reach: 15 ft./10 ft.; SA 
poison, malicious whispers, summon viper, spell-like abili-
ties; SQ scent, damage reduction 5/-, spell resistance 15, 60 
ft. darkvision, low-light vision; SV Fort +5, Ref +7, Will +2; 
Str 20, Dex 16, Con 13, Int 1, Wis 12, Cha 2.  
   Skills: Balance +10, Climb +11, Hide +3, Listen +7, Spot 
+7, Swim +11.  
   Feats: Improved Initiative, Run, Weapon Focus (bite), 
Ability Focus: Spell-Like Abilities.
   Spell-Like Abilities (Caster Level 5): Vampiric Touch 3/
day (DC 16), Contagion at will (DC 16). All save DCs are 
Wisdom based.
   Poison (Ex): Fortitude save DC 14.  Initial damage 1d4 
Wis, secondary damage, 1d4 Wis and 1d4 Con.
   Malicious Whispers (Su): As a standard action, the High 
Confessor sends a telepathic message of insanity to up to 
three targets, forcing them to make DC 15 Will saves or be 
panicked for 1d3 rounds. The High Confessor must then wait 
1d6 rounds before being able to use this ability again. Does 
not provoke attacks of opportunity. 
   Summon Viper (Su): As a full-round action, the High 
Confessor may call into being a Medium Viper, which will 
appear the next round, ready to attack, and fight until slain. 
   Development: As the body of the serpent sinks to the 
ground, the tribal markings slide over the snake’s body, gath-
ering once again into the gemstone in the snake’s forehead 
— this one a deep black.

The final symbols disappear into the gem and it separates 
from the body as the spirit of the High Confessor appears, 
except that you have already met this person, it seems.  
   The spirit that stands over the body of the slain serpent is 
none other than Lord Houndsworth, your benefactor in this 
expedition.  
   Seeing the shocked looks on your faces, he smiles slightly.  
   “Thank you for coming all the way here. I was confident 
that you would be able to free my friends and I, and that 
together we would be able to defeat Vileth.  We tried to do 
so once before, many years ago, but failed.  My body was 
trapped here, under Vileth’s influence, but as time passed, 
he grew less vigilant, and my spirit was able to travel, and I 
took the guise of Lord Houndsworth to find a group of people 
who would be capable of coming here and freeing us.  In 
gratitude for your valiant deeds, you are welcome to take the 
treasure that is hidden in the room where my body has spent 
most of these last four centuries. Through the tunnel in the 
back wall, you will find your reward.  We will clear the exit 
for you — it will be safe for you to leave as soon as you are 
done here.”  
   With that, the spirit is joined by the other four, and the five 
of them fade away, their task complete. 
   Treasure: The small room in the back has several mounds 
of treasure.  It might contain any of the following, depending 
on how the DM desires to distribute treasure.  

   Individual items are not listed, because each DM should 
make a point to tailor the distributed magic items to what 
suits his party the best.  
   Most of the raw money in this dungeon is in the form of 
Gemstones, since the ancient Toloh’ti culture had little use 
for coins.  What few coins they do have are from previous 
adventuring parties that Lord Houndsworth had directed to 
the temple. 
   In addition to the following items, Vileth’s hoard always 
has 2d4 bottles of various kinds of common poisons. The 
party can use these, or sell them on the black market (al-
though all the vials are marked with Vileth’s holy symbol, so 
they may get some odd looks).
   Low-treasure Campaign: 2d4x200 gp value in gems and 
minor items.
   Medium-treasure campaign: 2d4x500 gp value in gems 
and minor items.
   High-treasure campaign: 2d4x750 gp value in gems and 
items.
   Low-magic options: If the game is low on magic items, 
you can include ancient non-magical artifacts and art pieces, 
like snake statues, torques, and other jewelry and statuary. 

Concluding the Adventure 

Assuming the characters defeat the High Confesser, free his 
spirit, and find the treasure, they have little more to do in 
the temple. They may return to Vinegate to rest and sell any 
of the unusual items they found — there are enough nobles 
in the city with a passing interest in history that the charac-
ters can easily sell any art items or artifacts. There are also 
a couple merchants in town which allow the party to sell or 
purchase magic items up to 1,500 gp value.     
   From here, the characters can continue to explore the Vine-
sea, or they can continue their adventures in other locations.

Dinkleberg is a regular player and DM on DnDonlinegames. 
This is the first adventure he’s ever written. Dinkleberg 
writes: “Thanks to Jondera from 
DnDonlinegames for helping me with the adventure, and 
thanks to Alex, Andy, John, Kyle, and Ray of Jondera’s table-
top D&D group for playtesting the module.  
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“Dead World” is a D&D Greyhawk campaign in which 
a group of 5-6 15th-level characters must survive the 
revived undead horrors of Mother Grubb’s House of 
Fortune, and ultimately defeat her to win the day. The 
campaign is in three parts, continuing with this second 
installment, “Into the Dead Citadel.”
   The campaign blends together story elements from 
the Greyhawk and Ravenloft campaign settings 
(with an emphasis on Greyhawk). None of the rules 
outlined in the Ravenloft sourcebooks are provided 
herein, though there are plenty of opportunities in the 
adventure to use them. When to use them, however, is 
entirely a judgment call. 
   Additional information on Ravenloft is available in 
the v3.5 Ravenloft PHB and DMG, while information 
on Old Mother Grubb and her house can be referenced 
in the original 2nd Edition Greyhawk boxed set, as well 
as the From the Ashes boxed set and similar Greyhawk 
source material. None of this material is needed to run 
this adventure. 
   For information on the adventure background, and 
events leading up to the second installment, refer to 
“Enter the House of the Dead” published in issue #4 of 
Explosive Runes.  

Deadening Effect

The Dark Powers endowed Dead World with a terrible 
curse that afflicts anything living that enters. At first, 
the curse is undetectable, until enough time passes 
when the living begin to notice horrible changes in their 
bodies. Their minds grow hazy, words and thoughts 
become unintelligible; motor skills and behaviors 
become unpredictable. Soon they notice their skin is 
gaunt and has a sickly discoloration to it; a rotten odor 
lingers about them (at least until their olfactory senses 
are overtaken as well). Their flesh begins to necrotize 
and fall off before their very eyes, and that’s when the 
dread realization of their ghastly predicament sinks in. 
Only it is too late — they are turning into the living 
dead! Anything living that dies inside Dead World turns 
into undead, and anything undead that re-dies inside 
Dead World eventually respawns. Nothing can prevent 
this (such as the spell spawn screen).
   There are five stages to this Deadening Effect — 
in game terms, progression through each stage is 
determined by an increasingly difficult Fortitude save; 
failure of a save results in a small temporary loss of 
ability points, skill points, penalties to attack and 
damage, etc. Until the fifth stage, in which the character 
permanently remains on the
“brink” of turning fully undead until cured. The spells 

heal, limited wish, wish, greater restoration, mass 
restoration, and heroes feast reverse the progression 
by one stage per casting. There are likewise rest points 
throughout Dead World, free of the Deadening Effect, 
where the characters can rest unaffected by the curse.

   Stage One: Character feels noxious and weak. Vision 
grows blurry. -1 attack and damage.

The air is rank with the stench of decay. There is 
nowhere in this damnable place you can escape the 
stink of the undead abominations wandering around. 
Although you are no novice to the smell of dead bodies, 
try as you may, you cannot accustom yourself to the 
pervasive stench. Your eyes water, your stomach turns 
with every breath and your muscles feel weaker. The 
more you breath in the heavy, fetid air, the worse you 
feel. If only you could taste fresh air for even a second, 
you know you would feel better again.

   Stage Two: Fever sets in and the character vomits 
infrequently. He has a hard time keeping food and drink 
down. -2 Str & Con. -2 on all skills related to these 
ability scores.

The noxious feeling in the pit of your stomach has 
moved completely throughout your entire body. Your 
muscles continue to ache and you feel cold and 
clammy; sweat trickles down your brow and your 
clothes cling to your body with perspiration. Your head 
pounds, ringing in your ears, and you feel your brow is 
on fire.

   Stage Three: Words and thoughts become 
unintelligible, like living in a dream. -2 Int, Wis, Cha. 
Ability score penalties may cause spellcasters to lose 
ability to cast high level spells and lose bonus spells. -2 
on all skills related to these ability scores.

Your thoughts seem to elude you, slipping away into 
the oblivion of this living dream you find yourself 
wandering through. But dreams normally consist of 
images of past and present loved ones, vanquished 
foes, sensations of empowerment . Normally, you take 
control and master your dreamscape; knowing you 
are capable of conquering anything when you believe 
it to be so. Not in this place you find yourself in. In 
this state, this dead world, your  not in a dream, but a 
terrifying nightmare. One that you cannot vanquish, or 
control, or master. It is purgatory, plain and simple.

   Stage Four: A rotten odor follows the character; skin 
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is icy cold. He suffers infrequent involuntary spasms. 
-2 Dex. -2 on all skills related to this ability score.

Your skin is icy cold to the touch now. Your hands 
twitch uncontrollably now and again; your muscles 
spasm, at infrequent intervals and different parts of 
your body — sometimes an arm, sometimes a leg. The 
horrible dead stench throughout this dead world has 
nearly overpowered your olfactory senses altogether, 
when you suddenly notice an even greater stench. You 
sniff around, at your companion next to you, realizing 
they are not the source. Then, a wave of terror seizes 
you as the only source you have not suspected, and 
do not want to suspect. Confusion enters the thoughts 
struggling for supremacy in your mind. Gulping loudly, 
offering a silent prayer to your god, you slowly lift your 
arm and bring your nose to your underarm. Taking a 
healthy whiff, the stench of decay assaults your nostrils. 
The dead stench now emanates from you too!

   Stage Five: Flesh necrotizes and begins falling 
off. By now, it is obvious what is happening to the 
character. -2 cumulative attack and damage.

You drag yourself along, delirious with pain, the 
sickness nearly complete. Your skin is now a sickly 
grayish color, having slowly necrotized since the 
onset of the sickness. A chunk of your flesh drops off 
to the floor. You know it won’t be long now until your 
transformation is complete. Unless you find some 
means of escape from this dead world, you will soon 
join its undead ranks!

   Deadening Waypoints: Use the following list of 
waypoints and the corresponding DC to determine 
when the characters should roll Fortitude saves against 
the Deadening Effect.

•   Endless Hall of Lost Souls, DC 25.
•   The Dead Citadel, when the characters first enter the 
area, DC 30.
•   The Dead Citadel, Area 1., DC 30.
•   The Dead Citadel, Area 8., DC 30.
•   The Dead Citadel, Area 12., DC 35.
•   The Dead Citadel, Area 15., DC 40.

Turning and Disruption

All undead encountered inside Dead World are immune 
to disruption, with the exception of Sir Kelwraith’s +2 
energy aura warhammer of disruption. It is the only 
weapon in the game that can disrupt undead normally; 

all other disruption-type weapons simply fizzle and 
malfunction.
   This also includes the ability to destroy undead 
through turning. Any undead type that would normally 
be destroyed by turning automatically flee instead.
   Dead World also enhances an undead’s turn 
resistance, strengthening it by +2 (reflected in the 
creature’s stat block).

Spells and Spell-like Abilities

Most spells and spell-like abilities function normally 
inside Dead World, however, some will partially 
function or have unintended side-effects, while others 
won’t function at all.
   Generally, damaging spells and spell-like abilities 
such as Magic Missile, Fireball, Cone of Cold, Flame 
Strike, etc. as well as those that specifically target and 
damage undead such as Searing Light and Undeath to 
Death, function normally.
  Spells and spell-like abilities that allow the caster to 
detect or control undead do not work at all, and those 
that summon or gate in creatures will instead spawn 
undead as follows:

•   Summon Monster/Nature’s Ally 1-3: 
12 Ghasts.
•   Summon Monster/Nature’s Ally: 4-8: 
4 Dread Wraiths.
•   Summon Monster/Nature’s Ally 9: 
12 Swordwraiths.
•   Planar Ally/Gate: Lord Darmes Nightgaunt 
(Deathbringer).

Creature specific summoning spells such as shambler, 
conjure elemental, etc. do not work. Spells and spell-
like abilities that create undead function normally, but 
the undead are uncontrollable and immediately attack.
   The Speak with Dead spell puts the caster in contact 
with Mother Grubb herself, via the dead subject the 
spell is cast upon. So all information will prove false 
and misleading.
  Undeath to Death and Incorporeal Nova spells 
are considerably weaker if cast inside Dead World, 
affecting only 1-2 HD worth of undead per caster level.
   The Consecrate and Hallow spells simply do not 
function, due to the overwhelming negative energy and 
outright pure evil infused into Dead World.
   Spells and spell-like abilities that allow the caster 
to contact a deity or transport between planes do not 
work, while spells such as Dismissal and Dispel Evil 
will banish the subjects to a random location of Dead 
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World.
   Teleportation effects inside Dead World can be 
dangerous, if not out right deadly. Characters can 
never teleport outside of the encounter area they’re 
in. There is a 50% chance of materializing inside a 
wall or solid object, in which case the character is 
shunted to the nearest open space, taking 1d6 damage. 
The teleportation is always random, regardless of 
their familiarity with the terrain. Hence, the dreadful 
possibility of a character teleporting alone into a room 
occupied by one of the powerful undead that populate 
Dead World. However, always try to make the location 
near the rest of the party so they can arrive in a few 
rounds to help their comrade.
   The v3.5 Ravenloft PHB and DMG contains 
additional rules for spells not listed here if you decide 
to use that sourcebook.

Nemesis (EL 20)

This horrific being is evil incarnate, born from the very 
essence of Dead World. Nemesis can appear any where, 

any time, manifesting from thin air in the blink of an 
eye right in the midst of the characters if it so chooses. 
It is an entity imbued with such incredible power that 
it cannot be permanently destroyed through normal or 
magical means, nearly impervious in every respect to 
attacks, magic, poison, psionics, etc. 
   The invulnerability of Nemesis is granted in the form 
of an energy shield that shimmers and crackles green 
electricity whenever struck. Weapons with less than 
+3 total enhancement bonus bounce harmlessly off the 
shield, magic that cannot penetrate SR 21 is absorbed, 
and psionics automatically fail. The shield feeds off any 
damage that manages to successfully break the barrier 
in the form of DR 20/-, restoring an equal number of hit 
points up to a maximum of 20hp back to Nemesis. 
   However, the power of Nemesis extends mainly to 
its invulnerability. The entity has low hit points, low 
armor class, non-existant saves and ability scores, and 
is limited to a single, albeit devastating touch attack per 
round. The targeted character is entitled to a Fortitude 
save (DC 20) to halve the damage. 
   A successful attack wracks the character’s body 

in excruciating pain. The character’s bones crack, 
his blood vessels bulge out and rupture, and his 
organs explode internally, causing 1d10+20 points 
of damage. No form of protection, magical or 
otherwise, or anything granting reduction, can 
reduce the amount of damage received. Nemesis 
always attacks last in the round, dissolving into a 
puddle of bubbling goo whenever slain or it has 
inflicted a total of more than 100 points of damage.

The smell of burnt flesh chokes the air. Then, 
suddenly, it appears — a creature of ineffable 
design radiating such powerful evil that you nearly 
crumple to your very knees in its ungodly presence.
   The size of a normal man, its skin is necrotized 
and hairless; its face is a patchwork of machinery 
grafted to its skin. The eyes are replaced entirely 
with wide goggles, the lenses tinted of the deepest 
pitch, focusing in and out at you with a low, 
mechanical whir.
   The rest of its body is slender, almost starved 
looking, draped in a heavy leather trench coat. A 
thick metal zipper runs the entire length of the front 
of the coat, ending in a tall collar that zips all the 
way up to just beneath its nose, from under which 
a series of several tubes feed into its nostrils. A 
sickening red, clotted substance gurgles through the 
tubes, the sound of which causes your stomach to 
churn.
   “I am Nemesis.”
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   The words blast through your mind. The veins along 
your temples bulge and you grab your head as Nemesis 
outstretches a gangly arm toward your group. 

   Nemesis: CR 20; Medium; Init always last; Spd 
greater teleport as free action; AC 10, touch 10, 
flat-footed 10; hp 50; Base Atk +17; Atk +17 melee 
(1d10+20 rupturing touch); Full Atk +17 (1d10+20 
rupturing touch); Space/Reach 5 ft./5 ft.; SQ damage 
reduction 20/-, immune to poison, immune to psionics, 
spell resistance 21; AL CE; SV Fort —, Ref —, Will 
—; Str —, Dex —, Con —, Int —, Wis —, 
Cha —.
   The characters will always smell burned flesh prior to 
a “visit” by Nemesis, forewarning them of the entity’s 
impending approach. They will soon likely grow to fear 
the smell of burned flesh, a fear that can be played upon 
from time to time when the odious scent wafts past 
their noses and they flee in haste to get away, only to 
find that Nemesis never arrives. 
   Nemesis never moves. It simply appears. There is no 
way to evade the entity. If a targeted character attempts 
to escape via teleportation or similar means, Nemesis is 
already there waiting wherever the character reappears.
   At this point in the game, there is no way to 
permanently destroy Nemesis. The entity employs hit 
and run tactics against the characters throughout their 
exploration of the Dead Citadel. 
   The only way to permanently destroy Nemesis is 
outlined in the third installment of Dead World, and 
until then, the entity is meant to serve as a perpetual 
thorn in the characters’ proverbial side. 
   Although Nemesis can appear anywhere at any time, 
encounters with the entity should be used sparingly, 
and no more than three times during the course of the 
adventure. The encounters should also take place apart 
from locations within the citadel already occupied by 
monsters. 
   The following areas are suggested locations suitable 
for encounters with Nemesis, though the DM is 
welcome to devise and implement suitable locations of 
his own:

•   While exploring a hallway.
•   Upon entering area 9.
•   After replacing the portrait in area 12.

Continuing the Adventure

The adventure continues as the characters exit the 
Cemetery through the cave opening at area 5. into the 
Endless Hall of Lost Souls. 

   For information on the Cemetery, refer to “Enter the 
House of the Dead” published in issue #4 of Explosive 
Runes.  
   Since entering Dead World, the Deadening Effect has 
slowly and insidiously tightened its strangle hold on the 
characters. By now, the curse has begun to transform 
the characters into undead. No longer do their lives 
hang in the balance, but their very souls.   
   Like lambs to the slaughter, the characters delve into 
the very heart of Dead World, where they face their 
greatest challenge yet — the Dead Citadel. Everything 
they have encountered until now pales in comparison to 
the horrors awaiting them inside its iron walls.
   To survive the citadel and progress further into Dead 
World, the characters must defeat the many undead 
abominations wandering its halls and withstand the 
lethal hit and run tactics of Nemesis. They must 
retrieve three of the five Schisms from Lord Darmes 
and his group — the very heroes the characters were 
sent to rescue, now turned into horrid undead by the 
Deadening Effect. The characters must also discover 
the secret to unlock the portal exit leading out of the 
citadel if they are to reach the final level of Dead World 
and secure the remaining two Schisms.

Endless Hall of Lost Souls (EL 6)

The impenetrable inky blackness of the cemetery’s 

NEMESIS
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cave opening dissipates after roughly 20 minutes of 
walking. You find yourselves in a 10 foot wide hallway 
that stretches on endlessly. Covering the floors, walls, 
and ceiling is a thin plaster mache of twisted, grinning 
faces stained in a dark lacquer. Turning back the way 
you came, you discover more endless hallway where 
you emerged from the darkness only moments before. 

   Characters succeeding Spot checks (DC 15) notice 
the eyes seem to follow them wherever they go, though 
closer inspection of the faces reveals nothing out of the 
ordinary. 
   The plaster faces easily break away, only to uncover 
another thin layer of plaster faces beneath. No matter 
how many of the plaster layers are broken, there is 
always another replacement beneath, nor does the 
wall seem to lose any volume, as if it were continually 
regenerating. 
   Creatures: The characters will likely be suspicious 
at this point, and they have every right to be, for there 
is indeed something sinister and deadly about the 
faces. No sooner than the characters have traveled 10 
feet along the hall, a ghostly arm attacks one of them. 
Rotting flesh hangs from the arm, dripping ghostly 
ichor onto the floor that dries up and disappears.
   Ghost Arm: CR 5; Small; Init +10; AC 13, touch 
13, flat-footed 13; 1 hp; Atk +10 melee (1d10 negative 
energy damage plus 1d10 cold damage, icy touch); 
Space/Reach 5 ft./5 ft.; SA energy drain; AL N; SV Fort 
+1, Ref +2, Will +3; Str —, Dex —, Con —, Int —, 
Wis —, Cha —.
   Tactics: Every 10 feet traveled along the hallway, a 
random character is attacked by an arm. Each attack 
inflicts 1d10 points of cold damage, 1d10 points of 
negative energy damage, and bestows two negative 
energy levels (DC 17) on the struck character. There is 
no escape from the arms. They rise up out of the floors 
or from out of the walls or ceiling, delivering their 
cold touch, like the icy touch of the grave. Because the 
arms are incorporeal, they need only succeed a touch 
attack against the characters to hit. Ghost touched 
armor and shields provide normal protection. The arms 
can likewise be attacked before they have a chance to 
strike, with a 50% chance to ignore damage as per the 
incorporeal subtype, though once an arm has attacked, 
it quickly vanishes back into the plaster faces.
   Development: The hall’s length is truly limitless, and 
never ends no matter how far the characters travel. The 
characters are, in truth, trapped in a magical feedback 
loop that makes the hallway appear endless. The actual 
length of the hall is only 50 feet. 
   Hidden in the floor beneath the plaster faces at the 

midpoint of the hall is a secret niche containing an odd-
looking mechanical contraption that can deactivate the 
feedback loop. 
   Characters who are actively searching the midpoint 
are entitled to a Search check (DC 25) to locate the 
niche. Elves earn a check each time they pass over the 
midpoint, while Dwarves receive their stonecutting 
bonus to their checks if actively searching. No amount 
of disbelieving or level of dispelling will cancel out the 
feedback loop; only the mechanical device can remove 
the effects.
   Once the feedback loop effect is deactivated, the true 
length of the hallway appears, revealing a set of double 
doors at the north end leading to The Dead Citadel 
encounter, and the inky darkness at the south end 
leading back to The Cemetery encounter.
   Traps: Unfortunately, the device is trapped, causing 
the surrounding 10 feet of floor to open up into a spiked 
pit. 
   Spiked Pit Trap (100 ft. deep): CR 6; mechanical; 
location trigger; automatic reset 5 rounds; Ref save 
(DC 20) to avoid; hidden switch bypass (Search DC 
20); Atk +10 melee (1d4+5 damage, 1d4 spikes per 
target) and 100 ft. deep (10d6 fall damage); Search DC 
20; Disable Device DC 20.
   Treasure: Activating the hidden switch not only 
disarms the trap, but it opens a small compartment in 
the floor there. Inside the compartment is a cache of: 

200gp, 
3 Aquamarine Gems worth 500gp each, 
Suit of +5 Elven Chain Mail, 
Dark Blue Ioun Stone, 
and Gauntlets of Ogre Power.

The Dead Citadel

Features

Iron Walls: reinforced and magically treated; 2 ft. 
thick; hardness 16; hp 360; Break DC 110; +12 save 
bonus.
   Single Doors: strong wooden with nested hinges; 2 
in. thick; hardness 5; hp 20; Break DC 23 (stuck) or 25 
(locked).
   Double Doors: iron with nested hinges; 2 in. thick; 
hardness 10; hp 60; Break DC 28.
   Illumination: sputtering torches set in sconces 
every 20-30 feet that never seem to burn out and 
die, providing shadowy illumination and effective 
concealment.
   Windows and Floors: the floors are iron. There are 
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no windows anywhere in the citadel except for three 
giant stained-glass windows that span the center mass 
of the citadel. Each window depicts a series of strange 
and unnerving engravings of which origins seem to 
hinge on an ancient and long forgotten gothicism 
lost to the annals of time. The engravings all share a 
central theme around an undead archetype of ghastly 
proportions, every one of the foul creatures composed 
and recomposed in a final death throe. In this fashion 
dozens of these engraved images link in a vivid, yet 
disturbing and visceral collage.
   Characters flying up to the windows are blinded by 
intense, bright light shining from the windows that 
forces them to squeeze shut their eyes or go blind for 
1d6 rounds. If they continue, they fly into an invisible 
field, the same as flying into the wall. The character 
takes 3d6 points of crushing damage and must succeed 
a Fort save (DC 20) or be knocked unconscious.

First Impressions (EL 12)

An imposing citadel of rusted iron looms ahead. The 
citadel is built atop a massive chunk of uprooted rock, 
suspended in mid-air over an abyss of undulating 
blood by a tangled web of hundreds of thick iron 
chains anchored to the steaming walls of this colossal 
cavern. The chains wobble and sway, pulled by some 
mysterious, unseen force. Blood weeps down the walls 
of the citadel and feeds the writhing abyss beneath. 
Three great cathedral windows run the breast of the 
citadel, staring diligently 
out over the cavern like the 
eyes of some waiting monster 
eager to pounce on its next 
victims.

The chains suspending the 
citadel over the abyss are 
impervious to destruction. 
The characters feel a 
magnetic pull upon entering 
the cavern. A single, 200-
foot long chain connects 
between the floor where 
the characters stand and 
the citadel. However, 
travel along the chain is 
treacherous. The cavern 
is in fact a giant cavity of 
magnetite that stretches and 
tugs at the chains. The chain 
connecting to the citadel is 

as thick as five men, requiring a successful Balance 
check (DC 20) per 50 feet traveled. Characters failing 
the check are thrown off balance by the magnetic pull 
and must succeed a second Balance check against DC 
25 or fall into the abyss of blood. Characters attempting 
to fly up to the citadel must succeed a Strength check 
(DC 17) per 100 feet traveled or veer off course toward 
the cavern walls. Unless the character succeeds a 
second Strength check against DC 25, he collides with 
the wall. The character takes 3d6 points of crushing 
damage and must succeed a Fort save (DC 20) or be 
knocked unconscious and fall into the abyss.
   A far-away moan of agony reaches the characters 
ears as they enter the area. It echoes off the walls of the 
citadel and is finally absorbed by the cavern’s expanse. 
As the moan dies away, they hear a faint shriek of pain 
and agony.
   Creatures: The blood filling the abyss is no ordinary 
blood, but three blood amniotes that rise up to attack 
the characters near the mid-point of the chain and 
attempt to knock them into the abyss.

The blood suddenly froths and bubbles into a turbulent 
boil as hundreds of faces take shape within the blood. 
The faces hungrily stare up at you, congealed outlines 
devoid of features except for hollowed eye sockets and 
gaping mouths that drip and ooze the sickening blood. 
Dozens of the faces break away and coagulate around 
three monstrous amoebas of animate blood the size of 
small houses. The amoebas rise up out of the abyss on 
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thick, bloody stalks, molding and shaping into horrid 
bipedal forms of living blood clotted to the ends of 
the cords! The faces appear and sink away along the 
surface of the amoebas, angered by your life force, 
hungering for the blood that still flows through your 
veins!

Blood Amniotes (3): Encountered alone, do not 
respawn: CR 9; Huge Undead; HD 10d12; hp 95; 
Init +5; Spd 30 ft. or climb 20 ft.; AC 26, touch 13, 
flat-footed 11; Base Atk +7; Grp +18; Atk +9 melee 
(2d6+6, slam plus blood call); Full Atk +9 melee 
(2d6+6, slam plus blood call); Space/Reach 15 ft./10 
ft.; SA blood call; SQ blindsight 60 ft., darkvision 60 

ft., damage reduction 10/-, fast healing 5, inescapable 
craving, ooze traits, self spawn, undead traits; AL N; 
SV Fort +3, Ref +8, Will -2; Str 19, Dex 20, Con —, 
Int —, Wis 1, Cha 1, Libris Mortis 87.
   Blood Call (Su): attack drains blood through pores 
of target’s skin, draining 1d4 points of constitution (no 
save).
   Self Spawn (Ex): splits and replicates another 
amniote whenever enough constitution is drained equal 
to the creature’s full hit point total.
   Tactics: The blood amniotes attempt to flank as many 
characters on the chain as possible and knock them 
into the abyss. Characters struck by an amniote must 
succeed a Balance check against DC 25 or fall into 
the abyss, in which the amniotes each earn an attack 
of opportunity against the character’s flat-footed AC 
before he plunges into the churning blood. 
   The character instantly reappears in the Schism 
encounter, materializing 20 feet in the air, drenched 
in blood, and falling to the floor with a bloody splat 
for 2d6 points of falling damage. The distance back to 
where the chain starts is approximately 150 feet from 
the mausoleum to the Cemetery cave opening, and 
another 50 feet to run down the Endless Hall of Lost 
Souls, for a total of 200 feet.
   The creatures take advantage of their 10 foot reach 
to attack the characters from a distance. Unless the 
characters have reach weapons, missile weapons, 
spells, or similar methods of attack, the only other way 
for them to get close enough to attack the amniotes 
is to jump to one of the more slender, adjacent chains 
10 feet away. Because there is no room for a running 
start, the character must succeed a Jump check against 
DC 20, followed by a Strength check (DC 17) if the 
character is attempting to grab onto the chain and then 
hoist himself up, or a Balance check against DC 30 
if the character is attempting to land onto the chain 
with his feet. A character opting to hoist himself up is 
considered prone and leaves himself open to attack for 
one round.
   Traps: The doors are locked (DC 25) and trapped.
   Destruction Trap: CR 8; magic device; touch trigger 
(alarm); automatic reset; spell effect (destruction, level 
13 cleric, Fort save (DC 20) for 10d6 damage); Search 
DC 32; Disable Device DC 32.

1. Spiked Room (EL 18)

The floors and ceiling of this rusted iron chamber 
are completely covered in thick, wrought iron spikes. 
Fresh blood is splashed across sections of the wall, and 
pieces of flesh hang from the tips of some of the spikes, 
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quivering in the stagnant breeze that wafts up from a 
large, circular well directly in the center of the room.

The well descends into darkness and appears 
bottomless. If the characters choose to test that 
assumption, they will find the well is indeed without 
end. The walls of the chamber are exceptionally dense, 
measuring 30 feet in thickness.
   Creatures: A spectral lurker hides within the walls of 
the well, waiting for the characters to enter and let their 
guard down. It attacks the first characters to inspect 
or walk near the well, exiting the walls and turning 
corporeal as it lashes up at the characters with its two 
tentacles. The characters must roll against the lurkers 
Hide ability or be surprised, the lurker earning a +17 to 
its roll because it is hiding in the wall.
   Spectral Lurker: Encountered alone, does not 
respawn: CR 17; Huge Aberration; HD 16d8+80; hp 
176; Init +12; Spd 50 ft. or fly 40 ft. (perfect); AC 20, 
touch 20, flat-footed 12; Base Atk +12; Grp +20; Atk 
+18 melee (2d6, tentacle); Full Atk +18 melee (2d6, 
2 tentacles) and +16 melee (2d8, bite); Space/Reach 
15 ft./10 ft.; SA constrict, Dexterity drain, ghost touch 
attacks, improved grab, incorporealize; SQ all-around 
vision, blindsight 60 ft., darkvision 60 ft., damage 
reduction 20/+2, immune to cold, immune to electricity, 
immune to sonic damage, incorporeal; AL NE; SV Fort 
+10, Ref +13, Will +12; Str —, Dex 27, Con 21, Int 10, 
Wis 14, Cha 18, Fiend Folio 158.
   Skills: Hide +9 (+17 hiding in solid objects), Listen 
+9, Spot +9.
   Feats: Alertness, Dodge, Improved Initiative, 
Mobility, Multiattack, Spring Attack.
   Constrict (Ex): 2d6 bludgeoning damage with 
successful grapple check.
   Dexterity Drain (Su): grappled opponents are 
drained 1d6 Dexterity points unless Fort save (DC 
22) is succeeded, continues for as long as the spectral 
lurker maintains the grapple.
   Ghost Touch Attacks (Su): spectral lurker’s attacks 
affect both ethereal and non-ethereal opponents.
   Improved Grab (Ex): as a free action, if a tentacle 
hits an opponent of Large size or smaller, the spectral 
lurker causes normal damage and can attempt a grapple 
without provoking attacks of opportunity (+26 grapple 
bonus); if the initial grapple succeeds, the lurker causes 
2d6 constriction damage and pulls the opponent into 
a solid surface; automatically causing normal damage 
with its tentacle and possible Dexterity drain for each 
successful grapple check it makes.
   Incorporealize (Su): Fort save (DC 22) or opponent 
becomes incorporeal, opponents escaping a spectral 

lurker’s grapple while inside a solid object is shunted to 
the nearest open space and takes 1d6 damage per 5 feet 
traveled.
   All-Around Vision (Ex): can see in all directions at 
once, cannot be flanked.
   Blindsight (Ex): detects objects and creatures within 
60 feet by hearing or sensing vibrations, forgoing Spot 
and Listen checks.
   Incorporeal (Su): can pass through solid objects, 
spectral lurker attacks ignore natural armor, armor, 
and shields; harmed only by ethereal creatures, + 1 or 
better magic weapons, spells, spell-like abilities and 
supernatural abilities; 50% chance of ignoring magic 
weapon and spell damage except from force effects or 
ghost touch weapons.

Two eel-like tentacles the color of faded-gray stone 
lash up at you from out of the inky blackness of the 
well. The tentacles shed a faint, white glow, casting 
an eerie shadow across a monstrous ovoid-shaped 
creature floating in the well just beneath the black 
surface of the darkness. Two long, prehensile eye 
stalks blink up at you, surrounded by the same ghostly 
white glow. A faintly glowing mouth filled with sharp 
teeth opens wide just beneath where the tentacles and 
eyestalks are joined to the creature’s body, hungry for 
its next meal!

   Tactics: The spectral lurker attacks two separate 
characters with its tentacles. If the lurker hits, it 
attempts improved grab (+26 grapple) against the 
character’s opposed grapple check, no attacks of 
opportunity. If successful, the character takes 2d6 
constriction damage, and must succeed a Fort save (DC 
22) or become drained 1d6 Dexterity, as well as a Fort 
save (DC 22) or turn incorporeal and dragged back into 
the wall with the lurker.
   If the lurker doesn’t incorporealize a grabbed 
character, it lets go and retreats back into the wall, 
repeating its tactics on the next round. If the lurker 
incorporealizes a grabbed character, it releases him/her 
15 feet inside the east wall. The character is shunted 
back into the chamber, taking 3d6 damage plus 1d6 
damage from the spikes.

2. Ghoul Pillars (EL 10)

A blast of stagnant cold wind chills you with the icy 
touch of the grave as you open the doors to this great 
chamber. Your breath forms into frosty white clouds in 
the air. Thick pillars of iron dot the chamber, rising into 
impenetrable shadows high above.
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   Molded in bas-relief into each pillar is an 
agglomeration of grinning ghouls. Some of the carvings 
are attached to partial bodies, but the majority depict 
the maniacal, grinning ghouls. They almost seem life-
like, as if they had stretched out the iron like plastic in 
an effort to break free.

The more the characters observe the pillars, the more 
it seems that the ghouls stretch the iron a little further. 
The pillars do not radiate magic if detected for and are 
completely solid to the touch, impervious to damage or 
destruction.
   Creatures: Hiding inside four of the pillars is 
an abyssal ghoul. The pillars stretch to the point of 
tearing open a black rift in the fabric of the granite as 
the ghouls quickly pull themselves free. The pillars 
instantly seal themselves and the ghouls attack the 
passing characters, earning a +5 modifier to their Hide 
check to surprise the characters.
   Abyssal Ghouls (4): Always encountered alone, 
respawn every hour: CR 10; Medium Undead; HD 
16d12; hp 115; Init +7; Spd 40 ft.; AC 27, touch 13, 
flat-footed 27; Base Atk +8; Grp +15; Atk +15 melee 
(1d4+7 plus disease, front claw); Full Atk +15 melee 
(1d4+7 plus disease, 2 front claws) and +13 melee 
(2d4+3 plus disease, 2 rear claws); Space/Reach 5 ft./5 
ft.; SA disease, improved grab, sneak attack, Wisdom 
drain; SQ darkvision 60 ft., acid resistance 20, cold 
resistance 20, fire resistance 20, blindsight 90 ft., 
deathwatch, immune to electricity, spell resistance 20, 
uncanny dodge, +2 turn resistance, undead traits; AL 
CE; SV Fort +5, Ref +10, Will +12; Str 25, Dex 16, 
Con —, Int 14, Wis 15, Cha 18, Fiend Folio 12.
   Skills: Balance +20, Climb +20, Hide +20, Jump 
+23, Move Silently +20, Tumble +20.
   Feats: Dodge, Improved Initiative, Lightning 
Reflexes, Mobility, Multiattack, Spring Attack.
   Disease (Ex): Fort save (DC 18) or contract demon 
fever, 1d6 Constitution damage every day unless 
Fort save (DC 18) is succeeded, 1 point becomes 
Constitution drain every time a failed Fort save results 
in Constitution damage unless a second Fort save (DC 
18) is succeeded.
   Improved Grab (Ex): as a free action, if both front 
claws hit an opponent of Medium size or smaller, 
the abyssal ghoul can attempt a grapple without 
provoking attacks of opportunity (+15 grapple bonus), 
automatically causing damage with its front claws for 
each successful grapple check it makes.
   Sneak Attack (Ex): +5d6 extra damage against 
opponent when target is denied a Dex bonus or 
abyssal ghoul is flanking target.

   Wisdom Drain (Su): if the abyssal ghoul pins an 
opponent using its improved grab ability, the ghoul can 
drain 1d6 Wisdom points against the pinned opponent 
for as long as the pin is maintained, opponents become 
unconscious if Wisdom drops to 0.
   Blindsight (Ex): detects objects and creatures within 
90 feet by smell or sensing vibrations, forgoing Spot 
and Listen checks.
   Deathwatch (Sp): 90 ft. range, same as deathwatch 
spell, always activated.
   Uncanny Dodge (Ex): does not lose Dexterity bonus 
when flat-footed or hit by an invisible attacker, can 
only be flanked by a level 20 or higher rogue.

3. Banquet Hall

The smell of rotting flesh is unbearable. The room 
is dominated by a long dining table of wrought iron. 
A single chair is placed at the north end of the table. 
Crude cutlery, metal platters, iron goblets, plates and 
other eating and drinking utensils are piled across the 
tabletop, everything stained in blood and gore and 
bearing the unfinished meals of rotting human flesh. 
Some of the scraps have been discarded onto the floor. 
Some are complete hands, feet, heads, fingers, and 
eyeballs. 
   Development: The scraps suddenly animate when 
the characters enter the room. The hands and feet 
flop around; the eyelids of the heads spring open and 
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morosely watch the characters and the mouths gape 
open, trying to speak. The eyeballs look around the 
room. A bloody, severed hand leaps into the nearest 
character’s face and bounces off to the floor, where it 
flops around, twitching. Other than being terrifying, 
there is nothing dangerous about the animated scraps.

4. Library

The walls of this room are lined with a multifarious 
collection of books; the air smells of burnt flesh. Some 
of the books have tumbled from the crude wooden 
shelves and lie heaped on the floor. The books are 
mostly comprised of war manuals encompassing a 
broad range of material such as tactical maneuvers, 
how to march large armies, guerilla warfare, etc.
   A small collection of books cover the history of 
Oerth, while a large number seem to detail in some way 
the City of Greyhawk and its surrounding territories. 
Reading the books requires a great deal of time and 
contain information the characters already know.
   One of the history books lays open. Scribbled in fresh 
ink over a map on the open page is a passage that reads:
   “My name is Dreabune and I write this so that I leave 
something of myself behind. Everyone in my unit is 
gone, killed by the undead that swarm this damnable 
place or somehow turned into undead before my eyes! 
The strange sickness of this dead world has claimed 
me as well, and I fear it won’t be long before I join its 
undead ranks. St. Cuthbert, watch over my wife and 
children…”
   The rest of the passage is blotted out by blood. 
Dreabune is the half-orc cleric depicted in the vision 
the characters experienced when they first entered 
Mother Grubb’s House of Fortune. Refer to “Enter the 
House of the Dead” published in issue #4 of Explosive 
Runes for a full description of the vision.
   In the center of the room is a wrought iron study 
table scattered with more books, atop which sets a giant 
tome. The cover is bound in human flesh and depicts 
the twisted visage of a face.
   Development: If the characters touch the tome, it 
magically floats up and opens as the images of a shield, 
sword, and dragon (in that order) are drawn over and 
over again by some unseen force. The tome does not 
radiate magic if detected for and collapses back to the 
table if touched again, choking the air in a plume of 
dust.
   Treasure: Characters succeeding a Search check (DC 
20) find an arcane spell scroll containing sunburst and 
timestop. A second Search check (DC 25) uncovers a 
tome of understanding +2, while a third Search check 

(DC 30) reveals an iron golem manual.

5. Guard Room (EL 15)

Large oak tables, scarred and beaten, lay scattered 
like toys about this room, their wood crushed and 
splintered. Dark Stains cover the walls and floor. The 
rest of the room is in perfect order. Old cots fill the 
southeast corner, their heavy blankets made taut and 
straight. Battered long swords and shields are carefully 
hung on the walls.

Seated around two intact tables near a wall hung 
with swords and shields are a dozen fighters. Their 
diaphanous skin looks insubstantial beneath their 
battered breastplate like ghostly flesh weaving in and 
out of the physical fabric of the world around it. Dimly 
glowing eyes narrow on you from inside their helmets. 
With lightning speed, they grab up some of the swords 
and shields off the walls.
   “Looks like we finally get to kill something,” one of 
them growls and the others laugh grimly.
   “Indeed,” says another. “The master will be 
pleased.”

   Creatures: These fighters led the attack on the house 
earlier. Now, they are only remnants of their former 
selves, turned into Swordwraiths by the Deadening 
Effect.
   Swordwraiths,	Male	human	fighter	6	(12):	
Encountered alone or with Sir Galvan, respawn 
every hour: CR 8; Medium Undead; HD 6d12; hp 45; 
Init +3; Spd 20 ft.; AC 23, touch 14, flat-footed 19; 
Base Atk +6; Grp +10; Atk +13 melee (1d8+8/19-20 
plus 1 point Strength damage, +2 long sword) or +10 
ranged (1d10/19-20, masterwork heavy crossbow); Full 
Atk +13/+8 melee (1d8+8/19-20 plus 1 point Strength 
damage, +2 long sword) or +10/+5 ranged (1d10/19-
20, masterwork heavy crossbow); Space/Reach 5 ft./5 
ft.; SA Strength damage; SQ darkvision 60 ft., damage 
reduction 10/+2, +4 turn resistance, undead traits; AL 
LE; SV Fort +5, Ref +5, Will +6; Str 18, Dex 16, Con 
—, Int 13, Wis 14, Cha 11, Fiend Folio 173.
   Skills: Bluff +4, Climb +1, Intimidate +9, Jump +2, 
Listen +6, Spot +2.
   Feats: Alertness, Combat Expertise, Dodge, 
Improved Feint, Iron Will, Mobility, Spring Attack, 
Weapon Focus (long sword), Weapon Specialization 
(long sword), Whirlwind Attack.
   Languages: Common, Abyssal.
   Possessions: +1 breastplate, +1 heavy steel shield, 
+2 long sword, masterwork heavy crossbow with 20 
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bolts. The Swordwraiths and their possessions vanish 
whenever they are destroyed, leaving behind on the 
ground a scorched outline of their bodies.
   Treasure: Mixed in with the swords and shields 
along the wall: 

+3 Ghost Touch Spell Resistance (13) Heavy Steel 
Shield.

6. Frescoes Macabre

The door opens into a large chamber covered with 
cracked and faded frescoes along the ceiling. The 
frescoes depict the City of Greyhawk, its people 
screaming and fleeing in terror as they are being struck 
down by legions of undead. The air is thick with dust, 
making it difficult to see details. Closer inspection of 
the frescoes cause them to suddenly crack and peel 
away completely. The debris floats through the air for a 
second before burning away to nothingness.

7. Equipment Storage

This room is bare except for an old, heavy canvas that 
covers a painting set against the wall. Judging by the 
thick layer of dust on everything, the room hasn’t been 
disturbed for ages. The painting is the one missing 
from the gallery (area 12). If the characters remove the 
protective canvas, they find it is a portrait of the same 
old crone depicted in the gallery paintings.

8. Forgotten Temple (EL 13)

At the back of this room is a painted statue of an old 
crone wearing an over-bold black and red dress and 
weighed down by gaudy costume jewelry, her arms 
crossed over her chest. Laying at her feet are the 
smashed and shattered fragments of three statues of 
pure white marble that once magnificently depicted 
the gods Heironeous, Pelor, and St. Cuthbert, but now 
lie utterly ruined. The heads of the gods are still intact 
in one piece; each stares lifelessly up at the old crone, 
their faces contorted in agonizing expressions of fear 
and horror.
   Creatures: Kneeling in prayer are two armor-clad 
figures — a male elf and a female half-elf — Sir 
Kelwraith and his daughter Nemarra. They instantly 
rise and spin around to face the characters as if they 
already knew of the party’s approach, hissing with 
sharp, white fangs.
   Sir Kelwraith Ellevendi, Male elven elite vampire 
cleric 10: Always encountered with Nemarra but 

never with other creatures, respawns every 2 hours: 
CR 12; Medium undead; HD 10d12; hp 86; Init +10; 
Spd 20 ft.; AC 28, touch 12, flat-footed 26; Base Atk 
+7; Grp +14; Atk +24 melee (1d8+13 plus 1d6 acid or 
fire or cold or electricity or sonic/x3, +2 energy aura 
warhammer of disruption) or +21 melee (1d6+11 slam 
attack); Full Atk +24/+19 melee (1d8+13 plus 1d6 acid 
or fire or cold or electricity or sonic/x3, +2 energy aura 
warhammer of disruption) or +21/+16 melee (1d6+11 
slam attack); Space/Reach 5 ft./5 ft.; SA blood drain, 
children of the night, dominate, create spawn, energy 
drain, spells; SQ alternate form, damage reduction 
10/silver and magic, darkvision 60 ft., elf traits, fast 
healing 5, gaseous form, resist cold 10 and electricity 
10, spell resistance 22, spider climb, +6 turn resistance, 
undead traits, vampire weaknesses; AL LE; SV Fort 
+11, Ref +13, Will +11; Str 24(30), Dex 23, Con —, Int 
20, Wis 24, Cha 22, Monster Manual 250.
   Skills: Bluff +9, Concentration +14, Diplomacy 
+17, Heal +18, Hide +10, Intimidate +13, Knowledge 
(arcana) +11, Knowledge (history) +11, Knowledge 
(religion) +16, Listen +20, Move Silently +10, Search 
+16, Sense Motive +16, Spellcraft +21, Spot +20.
   Feats: Alertness, Combat Reflexes, Dodge, 
Improved Initiative, Lightning Reflexes, Spell Focus 
(necromancy), Greater Spell Focus (necromancy), 
Silent Spell, Weapon Focus (warhammer).
   Languages: Common, Elven, Draconic, Gnoll, 
Goblin, Orc, Sylvan.
   Blood Drain (Ex): drain blood with a successful 
grapple check, pinned opponent is drained 1d4 
Constitution points each round grapple is succeeded, 
heals vampire 5hp.
   Children of the Night (Su): 1/day as a standard 
action, summon 1d6+1 rat swarms, 1d4+1 bat swarms, 
or 3d6 wolves for 1 hour.
   Dominate (Su): as a standard action, vampire’s gaze 
dominates opponent same as the dominate person spell 
(caster level 12) unless Will save (DC 21) is succeeded.
   Energy Drain (Su): opponents gain two negative 
levels each time they are hit by the vampire’s slam 
attack, vampire healed 5hp.
   Alternate Form (Su): as a standard action, change 
form into a bat, dire bat, wolf, or dire wolf similar 
to polymorph spell (caster level 12), does not regain 
hit points from changing form, loses slam attack and 
dominate abilities, gains abilities of the new form.
   Gaseous Form (Su): At will as a standard action, 
same as gaseous form spell (caster level 5), can remain 
gaseous indefinitely, Spd Fly 20 ft. (perfect).
   Cleric Spells Prepared (caster level 10; 6/6/6/5/4/3): 
0 — guidance (3), resistance (3); 1st — bane (DC 
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ft.; SA blood drain, children of the night, dominate, 
create spawn, energy drain; SQ alternate form, damage 
reduction 10/silver and magic, darkvision 60 ft., half-
elf traits, fast healing 5, gaseous form, resist cold 10 
and electricity 10, spider climb, +6 turn resistance, 
undead traits, vampire weaknesses; AL LE; SV Fort 
+11, Ref +13, Will +11; Str 24(28), Dex 24, Con —, Int 
18, Wis 17, Cha 22, Monster Manual 250.
   Skills: Bluff +15, Climb +14, Diplomacy +9, Gather 
Information +9, Handle Animal +12, Hide +11, 
Intimidate +18, Jump +14, Listen +15, Move Silently 
+11, Ride +16, Search +14, Sense Motive +12, Spot 
+15, Swim +9.
   Feats: Alertness, Combat Reflexes, Dodge, Greater 
Weapon Focus (composite longbow), Improved Critical 

18), cause fear (DC 20), divine favor, doom (DC 20), 
obscuring mist, protection from good D, shield of faith; 
2nd — bull’s strength, death knell (DC 21), desecrateD, 
hold person (DC 19), sound burst (DC 19), spiritual 
weapon, summon monster II; 3rd — bestow curse (+21 
melee touch, DC 22), contagion (+21 melee touch, DC 
22), invisibility purge, magic circle against good D, 
magic vestment, prayer; 4th — divine power, inflict 
critical wounds (+21 melee touch attack, DC 23), spell 
immunity, summon monster IV, unholy blight D (DC 
21); 5th — flame strike (DC 22), dispel good D (+21 
melee touch, DC 22), slay living (+21 melee touch, DC 
24), spell resistance.
   Domains: As a cleric of Heironeous, Kelwraith’s 
domains were originally devoted to law and good, but 
these changed with his transformation into a vampire. 
The power of Dead World grants his daily spells now, 
warping his original domains to their 
polar opposites of chaos and evil. 
Kelwraith does not require sleep to 
regain spells, instead regaining used 
spells every four hours or every 
time he respawns. Chaos Granted 
Power: cast chaos spells at +1 caster 
level. Evil Granted Power: cast evil 
spells at +1 caster level.
   Possessions: +2 full plate, 
+2 energy aura warhammer of 
disruption, periapt of wisdom +4.
   Nemarra Ellevendi, Female half-
elven	vampire	fighter	8:	Always	
encountered with Sir Kelwraith 
but never with other creatures, 
respawns every 2 hours: CR 
10; Medium Undead; HD 8d12; 
hp 83; Init +11; Spd 20 ft.; AC 
29, touch 20, flat-footed 27; Base 
Atk +8; Grp +15; Atk +19 melee 
(1d8+10/19-20, masterwork long 
sword) or +18 melee (1d6+10 slam 
attack) or +17/+17 ranged (1d8+11/
x6, +1 brilliant energy composite 
long bow of speed and seeking, 
using Manyshot and Point Blank 
Shot); Full Atk +19/+14 melee 
(1d8+10/19-20, masterwork long 
sword) or +18/+13 melee (1d6+10 
slam attack) or +19/+19/+19/+14 
ranged (1d8+11/x6, +1 brilliant 
energy composite longbow of speed 
and seeking, using Point Blank Shot 
and Rapid Shot); Space/Reach 5 ft./5 
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(composite longbow), Improved Initiative, Lightning 
Reflexes, Point Blank Shot, Precise Shot, Many Shot, 
Rapid Shot, Weapon Focus (composite longbow), 
Weapon Specialization (composite longbow).
   Languages: Common, Elven, Draconic, Sylvan, Orc, 
Undercommon.
   Blood Drain (Ex): drain blood with a successful 
grapple check, pinned opponent is drained 1d4 
Constitution points each round grapple is succeeded, 
heals vampire 5hp.
   Children of the Night (Su): 1/day as a standard 
action, summon 1d6+1 rat swarms, 1d4+1 bat swarms, 
or 3d6 wolves for 1 hour.
   Dominate (Su): as a standard action, vampire’s gaze 
dominates opponent same as the dominate person spell 
(caster level 12) unless Will save (DC 21) is succeeded.
   Energy Drain (Su): opponents gain two negative 
levels each time they are hit by the vampire’s slam 
attack, vampire healed 5hp.
   Alternate Form (Su): as a standard action, change 
form into a bat, dire bat, wolf, or dire wolf similar 
to polymorph spell (caster level 12), does not regain 
hit points from changing form, loses slam attack and 
dominate abilities, gains abilities of the new form.
   Gaseous Form (Su): At will as a standard action, 
same as gaseous form spell (caster level 5), can remain 
gaseous indefinitely, Spd Fly 20 ft. (perfect).
   Possessions: +1 full plate, +1 brilliant energy 
composite longbow of speed and seeking (Str +4) with 
40 arrows, masterwork long sword, lesser bracers of 
archery, gauntlets of ogre power, ring of protection +3.
   Tactics: Nemarra pelts the characters with arrows to 
keep them occupied while her father, Kelwraith, can 
make full use of his spell arsenal. He will have pre-
cast on Nemarra bull’s strength, magic vestment, spell 
immunity (daylight, halt undead), and shield of faith. 
He has pre-cast the following spells on himself — 
magic circle against good, divine power, prayer, and 
spell resistance. Bonuses for his protection spells are 
reflected in their stat blocks. They receive an additional 
+2 deflection bonus to AC and +2 resistance bonus 
to saves against any good-aligned characters. The 
characters take a -1 penalty on all attack, damage, save, 
and skill rolls owing to the effects of the prayer spell.
   Kelwraith first casts summon monster II to keep the 
characters busy. Although he cannot control the undead, 
the summoned creatures attack the party because they 
are the larger group. Next, Kelwraith strengthens the 
temple grounds using his desecrate spell, then follows 
up by casting summon monster IV. Because the temple 
is attuned to Kelwraith, the desecrate spell imposes a 
-6 profane penalty on turning checks and imbues all 

undead including Kelwraith and Nemarra with a +2 
bonus to attack, damage, and saving throws. The spell 
also enhances the second batch of summoned undead 
by +2 hit points per HD. He will then cast flame strike, 
and close in for melee. He will cast his remaining touch 
attack spells, resorting to his warhammer as his last line 
of defense.
   Treasure: Sir Kelwraith holds one of the five 
Schisms.

9. Viewing Room

A long couch crafted from coarse, splintery wood sits 
in the center of this room. Hundreds of small nails have 
been hammered crookedly through the couch, covering 
every inch like a hastily put together bed of nails. Hung 
along the wall directly in front of the couch are four 
macabre paintings, spawned from what could only have 
been the imagination of a sick and twisted mind. The 
first painting depicts a devil sitting upon its throne; the 
second depicts a pale-faced, wide-eyed child; the third 
depicts a topless woman raising a child in sacrifice; 
and the fourth depicts a bizarre atrocity of a woman 
wearing a crude leather gasmask with a hideous, 
tentacled creature erupting from the top of her head.

10. Harbinger of Darkness

Vivid, life-like renderings of a vile, twisted creature 
composed of living darkness are painted across the 
walls and ceiling. The creature is gigantic, easily taller 
than a house, with smooth, hairless skin and genderless 
body. The face is devoid of feature except for twin 
eyes that glow an unearthly white, sending chills 
down the characters spines. Each rendering depicts the 
abomination in a different pose. 
   Development: The creature is a Nightwalker. 
Characters succeeding a Knowledge (religion) or 
Knowledge (the planes) check against DC 16, or 
characters with preexisting knowledge of Nightwalkers, 
recognize the creature as a Nightwalker.   

11. Grand Hall

A cold wind rushes past the characters into the room as 
they open the wrought iron double doors, chilling them 
to the bone. The floor is littered with wood that has 
fallen from the ceiling. Along the eastern wall is hung 
a gigantic tapestry damp with freshly spattered blood. 
A band of heroic adventurers being slaughtered by a 
vast, horrible army of undead is superbly and elegantly 
embroidered across the moldy fabric. The opposite end 

Into the Dead Citadel

27



Explosive Runes

from the equipment storage (area 7) and rehang it on 
the bare spot on the wall, a door magically appears.

13. Kings Throne (EL 19)

The back of this room is occupied by a giant-sized 
throne of wrought iron, sized to comfortably seat 
an ogre. The throne is spattered in fresh blood, as if 
someone had splashed a small bucket-full across it.

Near the throne is an obscenely obese zombie covered 
in arcane tattoos. It twiddles its fat fingers together 
as it waddles toward a cowering fighter holding out 
a brightly glowing long sword. Seeing the sword, the 
zombie’s eyes light up and it hungrily smacks its lips. 
The fighter screams in agony at the zombie’s approach 
and swings the blade, his face wracked in pain, but the 
zombie bats the sword aside and grabs the weakened 
man firmly by the arms.
   With a loud, sickening pop, the zombie’s jaw unhinges 
and drops open, revealing a slavering mouth of razor-
sharp teeth. The fighter struggles against the zombie, 
but the terrible pain crippling his body quickly saps 
his strength and he goes limp. In one fell swoop, the 
zombie’s mouth engulfs the fighter’s entire head and 
the teeth clamp down on his neck, severing his head 
clean off! Blood geysers from the stump as the zombie 
throws the body to the side and snatches up the sword, 
hungrily smacking its lips again.

The fighter is a human male and one of the last 
survivors of the man-at-arms that stormed the house 
earlier. The characters hear him plea for mercy as they 
approach the room, screaming “No, please god, no!”
   Creatures: The obese zombie is actually a famine 
spirit lured into the throne room by the fighter’s scent. 
It is more interested in the fighter’s sunblade, however, 
which it devours unless the characters stop it in time.
   Famine Spirit: Encountered alone, does not 
respawn: CR 19; Medium Undead; HD 32d12; hp 
323; Init +4; Spd 60 ft.; AC 18, touch 10, flat-footed 
18; Base Atk +19; Grp +22; Atk +19 melee (1d8+3/19-
20, vorpal bite) or +17 (1d6+1, 2 claws); Full Atk +19 
melee (1d8+3/19-20, vorpal bite) and +17 (1d6+1, 2 
claws); Space/Reach 5 ft./5 ft.; SA aura of pain, vorpal 
bite; SQ darkvision 60 ft., create spawn, ethereal 
jaunt, fast healing 10, scent, see invisibility, +2 turn 
resistance, undead traits; AL NE; SV Fort +10, Ref 
+10, Will +20; Str 16, Dex 11, Con —, Int 14, Wis 15, 
Cha 15, Monster Manual II 96.
   Skills: Listen +37, Search +36, Spot +37.
   Feats: Cleave, Combat Expertise, Great Cleave, 

of the room is dominated by a grand staircase rising 
up into darkness. If the characters inspect the tapestry 
closer, they are horrified to discover the band of heroic 
adventurers being slaughtered in the scene is none other 
than them.

12. Gallery

Large, magnificent paintings line the walls of this huge 
chamber. Some of the paintings flash to life into moving 
pictures as you pass by, depicting eerie scenes of a 
gambling hall and doxies seducing patrons. One of 
the women wanders off into a bedroom with a drunken 
man. She transforms into a vampire and grabs the 
horrified man by the neck, then rips out his throat and 
slurps on the dripping, bloody mess in her hand. Back 
in the gambling hall; an old crone wearing an over-
bold black and red dress, weighed down by gaudy 
costume jewelry, watches over the hall with an evil 
grin.
   Another painting plays a scene of a paladin of Pelor 
swinging his blade at the old crone, but she catches 
it in her hand and wrenches it from his grasp to his 
surprise. Next, a group of adventurers storm the 
gambling hall as the vampire doxies savagely throw 
themselves at the party, but they are cut down by the 
powerful group. Seeing her minions struck down, the 
old crone screams and throws herself into the midst 
of the adventuring group with lightning speed. She 
drives a hand through the plate armor of a human male 
fighter and tears out his heart. Then claws across the 
face of a beautiful female elven sorceress, swiping her 
face clean off! The remaining adventurers descend on 
the old crone in a terrible onslaught of sword thrusts 
and spells as the picture fades to black.

Six paintings display vividly painted, life-like 
portraits, one of a priestess of Erythnul grinning evilly. 
Another of a giant man raising a gleaming greatsword 
emblazoned with the word Nightgaunt. Another of a 
wizened elf standing beside a beautiful half-elf with 
flowing raven black hair. And one each of a paladin of 
Heironeous clad from head to toe in full plate armor — 
one with a battleaxe hoisted over his shoulder, and the 
other holding aloft a holy avenger. A darker, bare spot 
on the wall indicates where a portrait used to hang.
   Characters succeeding Knowledge (local) checks 
(DC 13) recognize Kaarain Mandair, Lord Darmes, 
Sir Kelwraith and his daughter Nemarra, Sir Jeffrey, 
and Sir Galvan (in that order) as the subjects of the 
portraits.
   Development: If the characters retrieve the portrait 
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Improved Bull Rush, Improved Critical (bite), 
Improved Initiative, Improved Trip, Multiattack, Power 
Attack, Sunder.
   Aura of Pain (Su): same as symbol of pain spell (DC 
28), 60-foot radius, opponent immune to pain for 24 
hours if succeeded save.
   Vorpal Bite (Ex): severs head of Large or smaller 
opponent on a critical hit.
   Ethereal Jaunt (Su): 3/day can produce effect same 
as ethereal jaunt spell (caster level 20).
   Tactics: The famine spirit attempts Improved Sunder 
(+4 attack) on the characters weapons or shields. If it 
can’t sunder an item after one round, the famine spirit 
becomes frustrated and instead attacks the character 
whose weapon or shield it is trying to sunder.
   Development: Because the famine spirit is 
preoccupied with the characters and greedy for their 
weapons, it gulps the sunblade at the end of the second 
round.
   The characters can appease the famine spirit with any 
kind of item, whether magical or otherwise, buying 
them time at the rate of 1 round per item sacrificed. 
Clever players may try to lure the famine spirit to the 
banquet hall (area 3), which takes 4 rounds.
   Treasure: If the characters manage to lead the famine 
spirit into the banquet hall, it loses interest in the 
sunblade for the veritable feast in the hall.

Level Two

14. Hall of Slaughter (EL 20)

The rotting stench of decayed, human flesh surrounds 
you. The echoes of your hushed voices tell you that 
this hallway is enormous, stretching far beyond your 
meager light source. The hall looks like a slaughter 
house. Mounds of dismembered bodies lie heaped upon 
the floor, the missing, severed parts strewn everywhere. 
Each appears to be a recently slain man-at-arms, 
hacked to pieces by what you can only imagine to be 
some utterly evil and vile creature. Their dented and 
broken weapons and armor lay heaped amongst their 
remains.

The characters are free to sift through the bloody 
refuse. Most of the weapons and armor are destroyed 
and useless, but there is a 50% chance after 5 minutes 
of searching that the characters find something of 
value, such as a quiver of 20 arrows, a functional 
sword or shield, a flask of oil, a flint and steel, etc. 
The characters are allowed only one chance to make a 
discovery.

   Creatures: Standing at the end of the hall is Lord 
Darmes Nightgaunt. He is now only a former shell of 
his living self, having been turned into a Deathbringer 
by the Deadening Effect.
   Lord Darmes Nightgaunt, Deathbringer: Always 
encountered alone, respawns every 3 hours: CR 
20; Large undead; HD 30d12; hp 255; Init +5; Spd 40 
ft.; AC 37, touch 10, flat-footed 36; Base Atk +7; Grp 
+12; Atk +16 melee (1d10+5/17-20 heavy flail) or +19 
melee (1d8+5 slam attack); Full Atk +16/+11/+6 melee 
(1d10+5/17-20 heavy flail) and +16 melee (1d10+2/17-
20 heavy flail) or +19 melee (1d8+5 slam attack) and 
+19 melee (1d8+5 slam attack); Space/Reach 5 ft./10 
ft.; SA greater dispelling, negative burst, trample 
(2d4+7); SQ damage reduction 15/-, darkvision 60 ft., 
greater elemental resistance, spell resistance 19, +2 
turn resistance, undead traits; AL NE; SV Fort +10, Ref 
+12, Will +19; Str 20, Dex 15, Con —, Int 13, Wis 14, 
Cha 7, Monster Manual II 55.
   Skills: Intimidate +22, Listen +26, Move Silently 
+20, Spot +25.
   Feats: Ambidexterity, Blind-Fight, Cleave, Great 
Cleave, Improved Bull Rush, Improved Critical (heavy 
flail), Power Attack, Two-Weapon Fighting, Weapon 
Focus (heavy flail).
   Greater Dispelling (Sp): greater dispelling at will, 
caster level 20.
   Negative Burst (Su): negative energy burst every 
1d4 rounds at will, 20-foot radius, 100 ft. range, 
1d8+10 damage, Will save (DC 23) for half, heals 
Deathbringer and any other undead within radius equal 
to the amount of damage caused.
   Trample (Ex): trample opponents at least one 
size category smaller as a standard action for 2d4+7 
points of bludgeoning damage. Character gets attack 
of opportunity at -4 or a Ref save (DC 30) for half 
damage.
   Possessions: Lord Darmes still possesses 
Swordbreaker and Nightgaunt when the characters first 
encounter him. Fortunately, because of Nightgaunt’s 
alignment, Darmes is forced to discard the sword in 
favor of two heavy flails as detailed in the description 
below.
   Swordbreaker: +3 adamantine full plate armor; 
spell resistance 19; greater elemental resistance (all), 
absorbs first 30 points of fire, cold, electricity, acid, 
and sonic damage; DR 15/-, non-magical weapons 
and weapons with +1 enhancement bonus shatter upon 
striking the armor.
   Nightgaunt: +5 axiomatic icy burst greatsword; AL 
LN; Int 18, Wis 18, Cha 10; telepathy; read magic; read 
all languages; speaks common, celestial, abyssal, and 

Into the Dead Citadel

29



Explosive Runes

infernal; 120 ft. darkvision, blindsense and hearing; 
Ego Score 27.
   Lesser Powers: Lesser Restoration 3/day, Cure 
Serious Wounds 3/day, Item has 10 ranks in Knowledge 
of the planes (total modifier +14).
   Greater Powers: Dismissal 1/day, Dispel Chaos 1/day
   Personality: Originally forged by the Circle of 
Eight as a +3 lawful greatsword to aid Lord Darmes 
in stopping the resurgence of the Temple of Elemental 
Evil, the sword didn’t gain sentience until ten years 
later when Darmes ventured deep into the frozen wastes 
of the Land of Black Ice at the behest of Mordenkainen 
in search of the fabled City of the Gods. The journey 
led Darmes along the edges of the lands of Iuz, where 
a Gelugon sensed the sword’s lawful presence. The 
Gelugon had accidentally been sucked into the foul city 
of Dorakaa through Iuz’s summoning portal. Believing 
it could free itself by throwing the sword into the 
portal’s opening and thus disrupt the binding powers of 
Dorakaa, the Gelugon stalked Darmes into the Land of 
Black Ice where a great battle ensued. Darmes slew the 
devil, but its devastating blows had left him broken and 
battered. With the last of his dying strength, beneath 
the gaze of a full moon, Darmes plunged the blade 
through the Gelugon and into the black ice, breathing 
life into the sword. The Gelugon’s icy blood and the 
mysterious black ice fused with the sword, empowering 
it to transfer some of its essence to Darmes and heal his 
wounds. Although Darmes failed to locate the City of 
the Gods, he succeeded in forging a powerful weapon 
and gaining a powerful ally. He added the surname 
Nightgaunt to his own because of his special bond to 
the sword, which is how he came to be known as Lord 
Darmes Nightgaunt.

Your light falls across the giant, hulking form of a 
figure encased in glowing full plate armor. He is bald 
and without ears, his skin a waxy gray and his lips 
and eyes sewn shut with blue thread. He leans upon a 
gleaming greatsword emblazoned with arcane runes 
and the word Nightgaunt. The man seems to sense you 
and looks up, raising the sword.
   “Release me you fiendish brute!” a deep, metallic 
voice issues from the sword. “You are my master no 
more!”
   A brilliant flash of light erupts from the sword, 
discharging crackling white energy through the man’s 
hands. He throws down the sword, sniffing around the 
air, then looks down at a pair of heavy flails left over 
from the massacre. With lightning reflexes, he snatches 
up the flails and charges you!

   Tactics: Darmes tramples the lead character on the 
first round. Because of all the bodies, armor, weapons, 
and body parts scattered everywhere, the character is 
also tripped unless he succeeds a Dexterity or Tumble 
check (DC 25), whichever bonus is greater. On the 
second round, Darmes uses greater dispelling. He 
attacks with his heavy flails starting on the third round, 
and will use negative burst every two rounds once his 
hit points drop below 150.
   Treasure: When Lord Darmes is destroyed, his body 
vanishes, leaving a scorched outline where he fell. 
His armor, Swordbreaker, disappears with him, but 
Nightgaunt remains.
   The sword is hesitant to speak at first, but after a 
while, once the characters prove their good intentions, 
Nightgaunt warms up to them. It can recount the story 
of its personality, as well as any Improved information 
from the Secrets listed under the Adventure Hooks Level Two     1 SQ = 5 feet
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section in “Enter the House of the Dead.”
   Nightgaunt doesn’t know exactly what happened 
to Lord Darmes and the others. All the sword knows 
is that they became sick and gradually worsened 
the deeper they ventured into Dead World, slowly 
transforming into undead.
   The sword correctly suspects that the evil taint of 
Dead World is somehow responsible; the sword also 
knows that destroyed undead respawn after a certain 
amount of time.
   If the characters spend at least 20 minutes searching 
the hall, as gruesome a proposition as it sounds, those 
succeeding a Search check (DC 20) find a pair of 
winged boots among the gore. Characters searching 
another 10 minutes and succeeding a Search check (DC 
25) discover a suit of breastplate of command.
   Darmes possess one of the five Schisms.

15. Knight’s Throne (EL 14)

This is a spacious pentagonal chamber of rusted iron. 
Four of the walls are embedded with large steel mirrors 
encased in black wrought iron frames in the shape of 
shields, swords, and dragons, in that order.

Standing in the center of the room is a knight in 
glowing full plate of superb make and quality, bearing 
the symbol of a clenched fist around a lightning bolt 
under a winged halo. Every inch of his body is covered 
by the armor; no portion of him is visible and his head 
is bowed. He grips a simple long sword that flares to 
life with an evil black aura upon your entrance. 
   Beneath the shut visor of his plumed great helm, twin 
dots of eerie red light stare menacingly at the floor at 
your feet. He does not move, remaining deathly still at 
his spot in the center of the room.
 
   Creatures: The knight is Sir Galvan, transformed 
into a Death Knight by the Deadening Effect. 
   Sir Galvan Lemoire, Male human death knight 
fallen paladin 6: Encountered alone or with other 
creatures, respawns every hour: CR 9; Medium 
Undead; HD 6d12; hp 55; Init +8; Spd 20 ft.; AC 
27, touch 11, flat-footed 26; Base Atk +6; Grp +12; 
Atk +18 melee (1d8+11/19-20, unholy avenger) or 
+12 melee touch (1d8+4 plus 1 point Con); Full Atk 
+18/+13 melee (1d8+11/19-20, unholy avenger) or 
+12/+7 melee touch (1d8+4 plus 1 point Con); Space/
Reach 5 ft./5 ft.; SA abyssal blast, Constitution damage, 
fear aura 15 ft., greater dispel magic, smite good, 
sneak attack; SQ damage reduction 15/+1, darkvision 
60 ft., immune to cold, immune to electricity, immune 

to polymorph, immune to turning, spell resistance 26, 
undead traits; AL CE; SV Fort +5, Ref +6, Will +6; Str 
22, Dex 18, Con —, Int 18, Wis 18, Cha 19, Monster 
Manual II 207.
   Skills: Concentration +6, Diplomacy +17, Handle 
Animal +9, Heal +11, Knowledge (nobility and royalty) 
+9, Knowledge (religion) +9, Listen +8, Ride +9, Sense 
Motive +13, Spot +7.
   Feats: Cleave, Improved Initiative, Power Attack, 
Weapon Focus (long sword).
   Languages: Common, Abyssal, Elven, Dwarven, 
Celestial.
   Abyssal Blast (Su): 1/day eldritch fire blast, 20-foot 
radius, 640 ft. range, 6d6 damage, half is fire damage 
and the other half results from divine power of death 
knight, Ref save (DC 17) for half.
   Fear Aura (Su): causes fear in creatures with less 
than 5HD (caster level 6) unless a successful Will save 
(DC 17) is rolled.
   Smite Good (Su): 1/day, +6 to one damage roll 
against a good opponent.
   Sneak Attack (Ex): +1d6 extra damage against 
opponent when target is denied a Dex bonus or death 
knight is flanking target.
   Possessions: +1 full plate, unholy avenger, 
masterwork heavy steel shield.
   Development: The four mirrors are similar to 
mirrors of opposition. Each mirror clones a duplicate of 
Galvan, but instead of the clones attacking Galvan as 
would be the case with a normal mirror of opposition, 
the clones instead attack the characters. Unless the 
mirrors are shattered or somehow covered, they will 
replicate another clone whenever an existing clone is 
destroyed.

The mirrors suddenly shake and rattle as dark energy 
begins to coalesce along their surfaces. The energy 
quickly discharges from the mirrors in four black 
rays that strike the knight and surge through him like 
electricity, powering him to life. He roars in triumph, 
his head snapping up to face you, the pinpoints of 
red light fixing on you with burning malevolence 
and hatred for the living! The energy arcs off him 
and breaks away, materializing four exact replicas 
of the knight, perfect in every detail. They all raise 
their swords in the air in a silent oath bent on your 
destruction.

   Tactics: Galvan and his clones will unleash an 
abyssal blast, then engage the characters in normal 
melee. If the characters are heavily protected by spells, 
both he and the clones use greater dispel magic before 
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engaging in melee.
   Once Galvan is defeated, the mirrors all shatter and 
his body vanishes, leaving a scorched outline where he 
fell.
   Treasure: Galvan’s armor disappears with him, 
but the unholy avenger remains, reverting back to its 
original state as a holy avenger.
   Galvan possess one of the five Schisms. 

Concluding the Adventure

The adventure ends with the discovery of the exit 
portal in the Gallery  at area 12. Replacing the missing 
portrait unlocks the portal and opens the way to the 
final level of Dead World — a lush forest realm of 
towering pines and majestic mountain peaks, forever 
basking under the glorious daylight of an undying sun. 
It is a land that offers a much needed respite for the 
characters, where the curse holds no sway and they are 
free to rest unhindered by the Deadening Effect. 
   Yet with such splendor comes a terrible price. An 
unspeakable evil lurks beneath the veneer of beauty, 
hounding the characters’ sleep with horrifying 
nightmares. To root out the source of the evil and 
stop the nightmares, the characters must venture into 
a monolithic cave at the edge of the forest where the 
mountains start. At the back of the cave, carved from 
the living rock, is a vile temple devoted to eternal night.
   Inside the temple, the characters learn the true 
meaning of fear and horror as they face off with 
the final guardians of the Schisms and survive  the 
continued hit and run tactics of the entity, Nemesis. But 
even eternal darkness can be vanquished, and even a 
seemingly unstoppable foe has its weakness. 
   Only by unravelling the secrets will the characters 
retrieve the remaining two Schisms, permanently 
destroy Nemesis, and open the way to Mother Grubb’s 
lair and their inevitable showdown with the darklord. 
All this, and more, is in store for the characters in the 
third and final Dead World installment, “Land of the 
Undying Sun.”
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Sheriff McKerritt was doing his best to be brave, but 
he never would’ve let me out of the cage — the seal?  
the cell — if he didn’t realize it was final straw time, 
and final straw time was the kind of thing men like 
McKerritt had been raised to fear, I think.  No one liked 
last measures.  Otherwise, you know, they’d be hustled 
up the queue and wouldn’t be last.
   Although I was more immediately concerned with 
trying to remember whether 19th century revolvers 
had safeties that needed to be — to be what, dangered? 
— before you could use the gun, I couldn’t help but 
remind myself that there were damn good reasons 
why time travel was illegal.  The World Progress 
Council had declared time travel a restricted activity, 
limited to special-permit situations exclusively 
involving inorganic items such as recorders and 
organisms gene-locked against morphogenic drift.  My 
mother was — had been, will be — the Biologestrix 
Superordinary to the North Atlantic, so I knew the 
reasons from all those childhood hours spent remixing 
her discarded videomemos on my Lite-Brite 11.  Under 
no circumstances were humans or species of legal 
humanity allowed to travel through time.
   What it came down to was this: we didn’t know 
exactly why time travel worked, but we knew that it 
did.  And we knew that in the non-instant when you 
were neither now nor then were the Sheldrake Storms, 
which didn’t strike every time, and were believed — 
based on strictly-monitored experimental samples — to 
strike less than one twelfth of the time.  But when they 
did, they pushed organic matter along the morphogenic 
axes: and not always in the same direction.  Samples 
included in the same vehicle could be pushed in 
different directions entirely — either that, or we’d 
mapped everything completely wrong, a possibility 
that had launched a thousand WPC grants.  Between 
that and the interest in collecting data on endangered 
species and extinction events, as time travel became 
cheaper and more strictly controlled, it came more and 
more under the control of the biologists instead of the 
physicists — and, hence, of my mother.
   There didn’t seem to be a safety on the revolver.  The 
bit at the top turned out to be connected to the trigger, 
and involved somehow in the bullet-launching process.  
I could have asked the sheriff, but I didn’t want to de-
pants my credibility so soon after our reluctant male 
bonding and the flowering of our mutual respect.  He 
was busy nailing boards over the last of the jailhouse’s 
windows anyway, now that all the furniture was pushed 

in front of the single door.
   In layman’s terms: shoot a monkey forward a week 
and he might come out a lizard, or a butterfly, or 
a lizard-butterfly.  Send a flower back in time and 
suddenly you remember why you watered the puppy 
that one time.  The courts hadn’t yet decided whether 
a species accidentally created through time travel were 
patentable, a debate for which my mother spent a great 
deal of time collating data and experiment reports.  
   “How you comin on the cover, there, Caliban?” 
McKerritt asked, and I nodded, realized he couldn’t 
hear me, and so grunted.  My Midmodern English 
wasn’t great, although I could make out most of what I 
heard.
   “This isn’t going to work, G-money,” I said, picking 
the words carefully.  “Big nitrovirus gonna go boom 
boom shaka laka laka boom, McKerritt, and locking 
upselves in the jailhouse won’t matter when we run out 
of foods and waters.”
   “Can’t much matter,” McKerritt grumbled, “Bound 
to be the end of the world out there, Cal, and I reckon 
buying ourselves a few nights till Judgment Day’s good 
enough for me.”
   “Negatory, brudda man,” I said, listening at the too-
thin walls of the jailhouse.  It’d been built to stand up 
to sandstorms and drunks, not nitrovirus zombies.  By 
the sounds of the creaks and the numbers of points 
of impact, there had to be half a dozen of them out 
there, and those were just the ones pounding on the 
walls.  Didn’t count the ones in the streets or the rest 
of the town.  Nitro spread fast.  If Briar Creek wasn’t 
such a smudge-in-the-wind one-horse town, we’d be 
in a lot more trouble than we already were.  “Neg-a-
tory.  End of the world’s not for one more thousand 
of years.  Longer than we gots the foods for in this 
manor of imprisonage.  Gonna have to be we run for it 
sometime.”
   “Figure maybe you oughta tell me the full story on 
what you’re talking about, then, cause seems to me you 
got an inside line you ain’t sharing.  Don’t make me 
regret letting you out of that cell.”
   I grunted again, held the gun up towards the wall 
where it seemed it might break first.  It was frustrating.  
There were too many words Midmodern English didn’t 
have words for, and most of the ones I could substitute 
were Latinate technical terms the sheriff would have no 
reason to understand.  How could I explain?
   My history wasn’t spot on, but I didn’t think they’d 
known about morphogenic drift yet — hardly anything 
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caused it except Sheldrake Storms, so why would 
they?  And if they didn’t know about morphogenic 
drift, they couldn’t know about the planotype wars, 
so how could I explain the Procyoninae Riots that 
destroyed the Bismarck-Topeka urban sprawl and 
eventually escalated into the last war?  I’d told him 
that in my time, in the future at the end of days, Briar 
Creek had long since dried up and blown away, the 
area becoming part of the North Atlantic Biocouncil 
facility.  I think he got most of that.  I’d told him there 
was a disaster, and tried to explain the extent of it — 
the attacks by reactionary forces who wanted to destroy 
the legally-human embryos in the storage docks, the 
tetraligious fanatics who managed to unleash a system 
of gene-keyed contagions that would wipe out all but 
the simplest life forms on Earth, hoping that evolution 
would start from scratch and “learn from its mistakes.”
   I’d told him my mother had saved me, using the 
NAB’s chronodigger to dig a quick hole through the 
timestream, shoving me through it with her daughter, 
my stepsister, in tow.  She told us we were going to the 
future, a thousand years in the future when the nanites 
would have long since died off and we’d be safe, we 
could start the human race again.  My genes could do 
it.  I was legally human.  I didn’t breed true.
   There was only one of me.  The riots had started 
before the Caliban Project could be completed, and the 
WPC had never approved more of me.  I was the only 
one, a legally human organism engineered to weather 
the Sheldrake Storms.
   But Miranda was human.
   “My words aren’t dope enough,” I said finally, getting 
ready to open fire.  “Hard to make the sense come with 
complicated things.  Okay?  I try, when we can have 
some time for it.”
   He sighed, looking years older than when he’d 
arrested me the day before.
   “Look like this,” I said, “okay?  You fancy 
nitrovirus?”
   “Cal, I ain’t even sure I know what you said.”
   “Er.  You — grok, assimilate, relate, cognate — you 
understand nitrovirus, a word I say to you now in this 
place of gaolage?”
   “Not a bit.”
   “Okay.  It’s — jump back, G-money!  Kiss yourself!”
   The wood splintered over his shoulder, and I pulled 
on the revolver’s switch repeatedly, the gun kicking 
itself against my palms with every shot.  A rag-covered 
arm, grey and slick, almost lacquered-looking, pushed 

its way through the wall, deep bloodless furrows lashed 
along its length from where the jagged splinters had 
torn it.  I couldn’t tell for sure if the zombies were 
stronger than they’d been as humans or if the lack of 
pain simply made them seem so.  Either way, once the 
first hole was made, more sprouted, like raindrops in 
the wood, raindrops wriggling with grey cold hands.
   The gun ran out of bullets just after I pulled 
McKerritt out of the way.
   “How am I to recharge it, McKerritt fo ferritt?” I 
asked him.  He shoved some bullets in my hand as he 
spent his pistol on the cluster of dead men to our right.  
There were more than six.  There were at least a dozen 
coming for us, dead men and women who’d been 
infected with the nitrovirus and would infect McKerritt 
with it if they bit him, or even just touched him long 
enough.
   I didn’t have time for bullets.
   I flexed muscles that weren’t exactly there but 
that I thought of as off to the slide just slightly, as if 
overlapping with me, and gritted my teeth against 
the polar flash of icy pain that crackled along me like 
lightning splitting a glacier.  As my shirt split open 
at the shoulders, my senses kicked in to overdrive, 
making new sense of an old world.  Everything smelled 
like day-old banana peels and ozone, like shotglasses 
of gasoline, like mumbling rot oozing with knives.  The 
zombies howled, maybe feeling new prey, maybe out of 
fear.  Could they feel anything besides hunger?  There 
was no way to tell.
   I grabbed one by the neck, and its skin felt waxy 
and sodden beneath my claws, like if I only squeezed, 
the mark would stay until swept away.  I growled as I 
tossed it through the wood, and forced words through a 
larynx that didn’t like them anymore, telling McKerritt, 
“Gggget!  Out!”  The jailhouse wouldn’t take much 
more damage before collapsing on itself.
   I was immune to the nitrovirus, just like I was 
immune to morphogenic drift.  McKerritt wasn’t.  
Nevermind my other abilities, that alone dictated 
our strategy, which was to use me as the tank and 
the sheriff as ... well, as the guy behind the tank who 
mutters about the end of the world and fires off a shot 
when he can.
   I howled, taking hold of everything cold and fleshy 
in reach and twisting, breaking necks and snapping 
spines.  The zombies couldn’t die — or rather, couldn’t 
die any more than they already had — but the right 
damage would make them immobile, and that was good 
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enough.  They’d rot eventually, or I’d burn them if I 
could.
   McKerritt’s gun kept firing behind me, and each shot 
was like needles in the back of my neck, the sound 
lashing my amped hearing with barbed whips, but I 
tried to ignore it, tried to focus on the task at hand.  
We’d hidden too long.  I’d been trained, bred, created 
to trust authority figures, and had acquiesced for too 
long to McKerritt’s status as the sheriff of Briar Creek.
   But now the virus might have spread.
   I leapt up in the air, the cool wind moving through 
my fur, and spun, taking out one of the former deputies 
with one foot and the town drunk with the other, 
landing just as a pair of teenagers grabbed handfuls of 
my backfur and tried to climb on me.  My musculature 
and the position of my vertebrae wouldn’t let me reach 
much of my back in this form, so I left them there 
for the moment, grunting as I trumbled with the extra 
weight into the town square.
   High noon and no one around but the dead.
   I’d have to get McKerritt to give me a head count.  
Was he the only one who wasn’t infected?  Probably.
   I sprung into the air with all the strength I could 
muster, clearing a good fifteen feet as I twisted and 
flipped to land on my back, crushing the teen zombies 
beneath my eight foot tall, six hundred pound frame.
   I felt a twinge of pity that I buried.  They died within 
minutes of the virus working into their systems.  It just 
kept their corpses going.  I wasn’t killing them any 
more than I was putting them out of their misery: I was 
just stopping other people from getting infected.
   Killing the teens and clearing some space from the 
jailhouse gave me some time to think.  Why had I 
ended up a thousand years in the past instead of the 
future?  Mother was a biologist, not an engineer, and so 
far as I know she hadn’t used the chronodigger herself 
before.  It was ... an inconvenient error.
   Miranda and I were supposed to go to the future to 
keep humankind alive, to keep the line going.  Now 
the future of the race existed only in the past.  And the 
present would never come, if the nitrovirus got out of 
hand.
   There weren’t enough zombies in the town square.  
What few there were — six, seven, now that I’d killed 
all the ones in reach and McKerritt had shot another 
five badly enough that we could dispatch them easily 
— were slow, sluggish, zombies who’d been physically 
unfit in life and had little to work with now.
   I shrugged my shoulders back and tensed up, 

sweating sheets of slow-moving sharp ice as I resumed 
human form and turned to McKerritt, panting.  “It 
spreads,” I said, trying to stick to simple words, 
because he needed to understand.  “Very fast.”
   “What does?” McKerritt’s eyes were moving, 
counting the bodies, and he didn’t like it either.  He was 
an old man for this time period, in his fifties, but he was 
canny.
   “Nitrovirus,” I said.  “Sickness.  Like pox, okay?  It 
spreads very fast.  Spit, in bite from mouth.  Mucus, in 
sex from vagina.  Blood, in cut from wound.  Any of 
that come from zombie to human, human get very sick 
very fast, die very much in fifteen, twenty minutes.”
   “And then they become a zombie.”
   “Yes. Become zombie so to carry nitrovirus, you 
look?  That’s why zombie.  Kill person.  Person dead, 
person rot soon, person no longer threat to enemy.  But 
person still move.  Sick.  Bring nitrovirus.  Make others 
sick.  And so on.  And so forth.”
   “That’s why you’re keeping me away from them?  I 
figured — rabies, or — well, not rabies, but something 
like that, something making them nuts.  You’re telling 
me they’re already dead?”
   I reached down and lifted up the body of one of the 
men I’d just killed, grunting as I pulled it up to its feet.  
The head was hanging at an awkward angle from an 
obviously broken neck, and abrasions had torn off long 
swaths of grey flesh from its bloodless face, but even 
from a distance McKerritt could see that the thing’s lips 
curled and moved, that its eyes darted from side to side.  
It was no longer a threat to us, as long as he kept his 
distance, but it was sure as hell still animate.
   “Yeah,” he said.  “All right.  And you’re immune 
to these zombies cause you’re, what, already damned 
yourself?  Bein a werewolf and all?”
   I blinked at him.  “Mr Yo-Yo, you gots to break it 
down slower for me, okay?  This English isn’t good at 
mine.  Sometimes words, they slip away.”
   “A werewolf,” he said, slower by half, pegging 
off one of the lumbering zombies heading out of the 
square, a blossom of blood blooming from the back of 
its head.  “A wolf that’s ... well.  Were.  A wolf-man.  
Someone been cursed and damned.”
   I shook my head, frowning at the slow zombies.  “I’m 
not a was-wolf, dog.  I’m a morphogenic adapter.”  I 
didn’t have the words, but wanted to add that my ability 
to shift to different forms was what kept me safe in 
time travel, what kept me safe from the nitrovirus.
   “Uh-huh.  Hey.  Is it just me, or —”
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   “They’re all heading north.  What’s north?”
   “The three o’clock train to Topeka.  It’s about three-
ten now, and unless I need new spectacles, looks to me 
like the train’s still sitting there.”
   I paused, working through the idioms.  “This is a bad 
thing, G-money.”
   “If I understand half the shit you said and believe a 
quarter of it, Cal, it’s a bad thing all right.  Topeka’s a 
big town, compared to Briar Creek.  And I’m thinking 
maybe —”
   “— that is where the rest of your ghost town of 
zombies has put itself, huh?”
   “Yeah.”
   I nodded grimly.  “Show me to the where of keeping 
your trains, bubba money.”

* * * * *

   I pushed to “wolf-man” form again in order to 
quickly dispatch the zombies McKerritt had disabled, 
and the ones too slow to have made it to the train stop.  
It was a freight train, the sheriff explained en route, 
not a passenger train, but it would still be manned by 
the engineer and other employees, and would probably 
have picked up a number of nomads McKerritt called 
hobos.
   Even that would have been fine, had the train not 
started up before we got there.
   I didn’t know if the effects of the nitrovirus emulated 
any sort of rudimentary intelligence in its victims; I 
had intuited what I knew of its nature by observation, 
since the only nitroviruses I was familiar with had been 
extinguished before I was born or had plagued only 
small areas of the globe, outside the protectorate of the 
North Atlantic.  Was it possible that at least one zombie 
remained smart enough to operate the train, and to 
guide itself — and dozens of virus-carriers — to fresh 
prey?  They hadn’t been able to speak, beyond basic 
guttural noises like a dog might make.  Speech and 
intelligence went together more closely than you might 
think.
   Or had the engineer remained alive and started the 
train out of panic?
   Either way, I didn’t think they could get far without 
refueling, in whatever manner that was done in this era.  
But perhaps they could get far enough to reach the next 
settlement.
   It did not take many such perhapses to spread the 
nitrovirus across the country, and perhaps the globe; 

it did not take many perhapses to end the world a 
thousand years early, and two thousand years before I 
was supposed to save it.
   “Grrarrgh,” I said to McKerritt, trying to convey all 
of that, but even without the language barrier, this was 
not a form built for communication or deep dialogues.
   “Don’t make me lock you back up.”  I eyed him, and 
he shrugged.  “Not much town left to be sheriff over.  
Gotta get it where I find it.”
   There was not much point left in talking once the 
train was in reach.  I launched myself off a small 
grassy ridge, leaping and spinning in order to kick a 
freight door open with my feet, while McKerritt took 
his position behind some scrub brush with a rifle he’d 
retrieved on the way.
   He’d estimated there were at least twenty zombies 
left to deal with, in addition to whoever they’d picked 
up in the train.
   The first thing I found was a cluster of four bodies 
in grubby clothes, their smell yellow and twisted and 
phlegmy, a sick and dying smell, but not a zombie 
one.  The “hobos” McKerritt had spoken of.  A dozen 
surrounded them, shuffling back and forth, fight marks 
showing on the innermost of them.
   The train car was not large.  There was no need to 
aim.  I simply grabbed, and tore, and bit, and squeezed, 
and kicked, and shredded.  My claws dug through 
thick, waxy hunks of dead flesh, as bones cracked and 
sinews whined around me.  I held my breath when I 
could, against the stench of the infected dead, and I 
went about the work as quickly and methodically as I 
could.
   But when I was done, the hobos had died, and one of 
them was gone.
   “Wwwww,” one of the remaining hobos said, and a 
chill crawled along my back.  None of the zombies thus 
far had been able to articulate beyond purely laryngeal 
noises.  “Wwwwwolf,” it said, and when I snapped 
its spine I made sure to twist the head good and hard, 
dealing with the other two just as well.
   I was tired and sore, and slowing down enough that 
the zombies were able to strike back, nickelling and 
diming me down.
   That one should not have been able to speak.
   It was a very bad thing that I didn’t want to think 
about.
   I made a quick survey of the car to verify that I’d 
dealt with everything in it, and then climbed out to 
look for the fourth hobo zombie.  Why hadn’t I heard 
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McKerritt’s cover fire?  Why hadn’t McKerritt gotten 
him when he exited?  The train was not yet going very 
quickly, not enough to interfere with a shot, judging by 
the old man’s marksmanship exhibited earlier.
   The next car was empty, as was the next, but the third 
made bingo.  The fourth hobo was there, having just 
bitten a man I took to be a train employee, and still 
leaning over him, salivating.  “Good,” he murmured 
when he turned to see me.  “Tastes good.”
   That was a lot more than “wolf,” and I didn’t like it at 
all.
   I growled, thrusting a paw at him with my claws 
extended, and he dodged it.  I was getting too slow.  
Shifting forms like this, being so active in a form larger 

than the one I was used to, it used vast amounts of 
energy I hadn’t replenished.
   And he was faster than the others.
   I swept a hairy foot at his feet, managing to knock 
him down, but when I pounced on him he rolled out of 
the way, driving a vicious looking knife into my side.  I 
grunted with the pain, the smells of my blood and steel 
mixing in my nostrils, and kicked against a crate to 
roll myself over quickly, on top of him.  He might be 
fast, but I was heavy.  I took a brief breath to rest, and 
headbutted him until I heard a loud enough crack to 
satisfy me.
   Ozone and potassium nitrate.  A curl of smoke in the 
air.  Body odor.
   The crack hadn’t been the hobo’s spine, although 
he did seem out of commission.  It was a gunshot — 
McKerritt had finally done his job.  I rolled to my feet, 
and saw that he’d entered the car behind me.  He’d 
ditched the rifle, favoring a sixgun.
   “Spectacles weren’t working well enough,” he 
grumbled, and I nodded vaguely.
   “You near almost missed, sumbitch by God,” I said, 
looking at the bullethole in the hobo, barely inches 
away from where my skull had been.
   He wasn’t pretending to breathe anymore, and there 
wasn’t any heat coming off of him. “I did miss.”
   The gun came up just as I moved out of the way, and 
I tackled him, knocking him out of the train, the two 
of us tumbling down a ditch as he fired again, a bullet 
screaming through my gut.  
   McKerritt must have been one of the last ones 
infected in the town — maybe the last.  When he went 
out to see “what in tarnation’s going on out there,” 
before he came back and let me out — then.  It must 
have been then. He was at least as “late generation” as 
the hobos.
   Because that, I saw suddenly, trying to force my 
starving muscles to crush McKerritt’s hands so the gun 
wouldn’t work, was exactly how to describe him: late 
generation.  When the hole through the timestream 
had brought us here, someone had become infected; 
that person had infected someone else; that person had 
infected someone else; and so on, until McKerritt’s 
generation.
   The virus was adapting.  That was nothing 
remarkable in of itself, but it was adapting drastically 
without losing its key characteristics — the rapid 
infection, the necrotizing of its victims, the apparent 
animation of the dead.
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   It was improving itself with every new infection — 
changing itself, at least, and maybe taking a wrong 
turn every now and then, but it was passed on so 
quickly that the improvement was all that was visible.  
McKerritt retained a good chunk, maybe all, of his 
human intelligence.
   I shoved him down in the ditch, brought my knee up 
to pin him as I bit down on his shoulder, trying to sever 
the joint of his arm with my long teeth.
   Adaptability.  What had saved me from the 
morphogenic shifts in the Sheldrake Storms.  But 
it wasn’t what made me immune to the virus.  The 
nitrovirus didn’t affect me because we were siblings.
   I’d known, on some level I didn’t acknowledge and 
had avoided telling McKerritt, that the nitrovirus was 
Miranda; that our mother’s attempts to immunize her 
against the storms had failed, and the fall through time 
had shoved her along the morphogenic axes, from 
human to virus.  But mother hadn’t failed completely.  
Miranda kept part of herself — the adaptability, the 
mutability, mother had given her on short notice, with 
no time for advance tests or simulations, based on my 
genetic patterns.
   If it only took a day for the virus to work its way up 
to McKerritt-levels of intelligence and competence, 
what would a week do?  A year?
   If I didn’t finish off the zombies in the train —
   “Look,” McKerritt croaked, his voice sallow and 
ragged as it gulped up his throat around my paw 
pushing down on it.  “Look at the train.”
   I glanced behind me, and the train was disappearing 
on the tracks.  Nothing was blocking it — as it 
reached a specific point along the tracks, it vanished.  I 
recognized where we were, and wondered if McKerritt 
had planned this, if he had understood more of what I’d 
tried to explain than I thought he did.
   “S’where you came in, innit?” McKerritt asked. 
“From the future.”
   The hole hadn’t been closed.  The chronodigger 
hadn’t been — “tied off,” is the best phrase.  The hole 
bored through the timestream continued — how far?  I 
didn’t know.  I had stopped here, in the 19th century, 
but the hole continued, and a train containing an 
unknown number of nitroviral zombies had just passed 
into it for the 18th, or the 15th, or the Mesozoic.  There 
was no way to be certain without following it.
   “Punkass ... bitch!” I growled, anger giving me the 
energy I needed to force the strange words past my 
teeth.

   I shoved my paw through McKerritt’s face, startled, 
disgusted, and thrilled at how satisfying the sensation 
was.  His own sixgun did the rest of the work for me, 
ensuring there was little enough connection between 
his brainstem and the rest of him that he would simply 
lay in the dirt and rot.
   I could not linger to burn the bodies.  Blessing my 
mother for the life she’d given me, and determined to 
honor her intents, I ran across the train tracks until the 
cool air turned to a vertiginous vortex.  There was a 
one in twelve shot that the virus would be turned into 
something else by the storms — but I couldn’t take the 
chance.
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