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Dear Readers,
The past few months have seen exciting
changes here at DnD Online Games, the
biggest of which just may be the
implementation of the new DM Control
Panel! Now, DMs can use its simple interface
to manage their own sub-folders and coDMs, allowing easy and immediate
customization of their game forums.
The Hall of Fame has been a coveted honor
on this site for several years now, and July
saw the induction of three new games
selected from some of the best role playing
the site has to offer. Congratulations to the
DMs and players of The Boredom of
Lordlings and Ladies, Keyla the Vampire
Slayer and The Perimeter!
Finally, the DnD Online Games Sourcebook
has reopened for submissions. After months
of sorting through houserules submitted by
the community, jj_wolven has opened the
threads again for your best classes, races,
items, feats and more. If you have a rule you
absolutely love, you can submit it to the
official DnD Online Games Sourcebook. In
honor of its reopening, we're going to be
including selected feats and other rules in
this and future issues of Explosive Runes.
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We've also got a lot of other articles, short
stories and a short adventure written by
yours truly, just for you Explosive Runes
readers. Whether you are a first time reader
or a long-time subscriber, Explosive Runes is
all about the readers. If you'd like to have an
article included in next issue, or if there is
more of something you'd like to see, let me
know.
We hope you enjoy reading,
Game On!
Assistant Editor
RonarsCorruption

"Hail, traveler!" a man called out as the last
vestiges of the fire sputtered and died.
"Welcome to Kalter."

Chapter 1
'The day started so nicely.' That was really
the only thought that passed through
Mantarok's mind as the horse made its way
through the shifting shadows of the trees of
Errandswood. The soft sound of the horses'
hooves on the leaf-covered path was a
gentle break to the woods' silence.
Mantarok looked at the fading sunlight
breaking through the branches and sighed.
'The day started so nicely.'
Mantarok had been riding most of the
morning, trying to make up some of the
distance he had lost the previous night. He
was on a mission for his order, the church of
Mithrious. He was only a squire in the
service of the paladin Elrick Vandread, but
hoped by completing this mission he would
be able to earn the title of paladin himself.
Sir Elrick had said he was ready to accept the
mantle and title, yet the Captain of the
Order said Mantarok needed to prove
himself still.
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Approaching the small town of Kalter, he
saw with dismay smoke rising from the small
buildings that made up the town. The hope
this would be a small stop for food and to
let the horse to rest was ruined as he heard
the shouting of men calling for aid. Most of
the town looked safe; there only one
building was on fire. A large group of men
by the stables outside of the inn were
passing buckets of water along to be tossed
on the small fire. His hopes renewed,
Mantarok slowed down and approached the
activity.

Mantarok smiled broadly and nodded his
head. Smiling nicely was one of the ways he
ensured people accepted him and liked him
from the start. His shoulder-length blonde
hair was tied back by a thin blue bland of
cloth that kept it out of his eyes. His eyes
were a glittering blue, and his skin fair and
smooth. Women rarely complained of his
appearance, and he took great care to
groom himself to perfection. He wore a
simple chain shirt, though it had clearly seen
better days. His cloak was a light blue, his
pants a heavy brown linen. His shirt was a
sturdy white and his boots were a heavy
dark brown leather.
At his side, a longsword rested, pitted and
well used in appearance, and strapped to his
back was a large two-handed mace.
Strapped to his saddle was a large iron
shield. If ever there was a emblem or symbol
displayed on the front, it had long since
been worn off. His horse stood tall and
proud, an animal trained for combat and to
carry his rider through a storm of violence
without reaction. The horse had been a
present from Sir Elrick on Mantarok's last
birthday, to celebrate him coming of age.
Proudly attached to his shoulder was the
holy symbol of the church of Mithrious, a
stylized sunburst etched in silver and gold.
"Well met, good sir." Mantarok called out in
greeting. "I see you had some trouble with a
fire. A horse get a bit too skittish?" he asked
as he dismounted gracefully from his steed.
The man shook his head gravely and said, "I
wish it was naught but a matter of ill-trained
beast." Taking a rag out of his pocket, the
man wiped some soot and sweat off of his
face. He was a broad man with gray and
white peppering his dark hair and a large
beard sprouting wildly from his face. Like
most of the people Mantarok saw in this
town, the clothes he wore were clearly

homespun fabrics, coarse and made for
utility rather than aesthetics. "We have been
garnering the attention of the wee green
men. Nasty little creatures, they apparently
hate horses." The man grimaced and
gestured to the burnt stables. "Hence the
damage to our stables. They think it is some
sort of spawning place for horses, the stupid
creatures."
Mantarok nodded. Goblins, also known
colloquially as 'the wee green men,' were
notoriously stupid. Violent, small and
voracious summed them up nicely.
Mantarok had run into a few of the
creatures in the past, as squire to Sir Elrick. It
had certainly not been an enjoyable
experience; he still had a scar on his left shin
from one of their makeshift daggers. "I'm
surprised they made it this far into town
without attracting attention," he
commented lightly as he took off his riding
gloves and stuck them in his belt. "I would
think the patrols would be able to take care
of this."
Spitting on the ground, the man laughed
bitterly. "Those bastards can't be bothered
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with a small town like ours. We are simple
farmers, we just hide in our homes when
they come and hope they don't decide to
spread mischief past the stables."
Mantarok looked at the small crowd of men
cleaning out the burned straw from the
stables. He could see in their faces the
effects of the fear, worry and stress from
constant goblin attacks. Looking around, he
could see mothers holding children to their
skirts, children looking up at their mothers
and wondering why they looked so scared.
They came like lightning...with no warning,
no chance of escaping...
Mantarok shook his head, banishing the
thoughts that threatened to pass into dark
memories. Looking at this town, he knew
exactly what Sir Elrick would do. Before he
could think about it further, he said the
words that placed him in this forest, "My
name is Mantarok Kandrick, squire of
Mithrious. And I think I can help."

Chapter 2
The journey through the forest so far had
been quiet, with no sign of life except for
the occasional bird flitting through the trees
or a deer bounding through the underbrush.
Mantarok hoped the road gave him some
semblance of protection from the various
beasts that inhabited old forests like this. A
soft breeze played through the branches
above, causing the light to dance across his
face. 'If it wasn't for the goblins I'm after,
this would be a rather pleasant ride.'
Grinning to himself at the thought, he
slowed the horse to a halt.
Looking around, he could see the signs of
goblins nearby. Trees with gashes wildly
hacked into them, bushes ripped out of the
ground and tossed carelessly aside, piles of
filth that smelled worse then one would
expect, a few scattered small animal
carcasses; all signs of a goblin village nearby.
'How I expect to take care of an entire
goblin encampment by myself is quite
beyond me.' Mantarok thought as he looked
for any sign of a trail. Off the road, he saw a
small trail that headed off into the forest, a
small animal left rotting at the front of it.
Loosening his sword in its scabbard,
Mantarok turned his horse off the road and
headed onto the trail.
After a few moments, it became clear his
horse was going to be too big to follow the
trail, so Mantarok dismounted quickly with a
soft clanking of his armor. He pulled his
shield off of the horse and tied its reins
loosely to a branch. The horse was trained to
stay until Mantarok approached, and if
anyone else attempted to grab the reigns he
would attack the would-be thief. Mantarok
patted the horse on the head and whispered
"Don't worry, I'll be right back."
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Moving through the brush, Mantarok kept a
close eye on the trail. It faded from view,
only to reappear clearly a few feet away
heading off in a different direction. After

following the trail for almost ten minutes,
he began to worry. There had been no clear
sign of the goblins, and he was thoroughly
lost. Under his breath, he muttered the
prayer to Mithrious for calm. It was an
exercise Sir Elrick had taught him. Thinking
back, he could remember the knight's gruff
voice barking out orders while training.
"A paladin's path is fraught with danger and
chaos! We are to be a shining beacon of
calm to our companions, to the people of
the world. Mithrious' light shines through
our actions and our deeds. Never forget that
if you cannot remain calm in the face of
danger other, lesser men may break!"
Grinning at the memory, Mantarok felt
himself growing calmer, the panic at being
lost subsiding. 'After all,' he reminded
himself, 'This is a small forest, I should come
out of it eventually, if I truly am lost.'
Feeling at ease, he kept his eyes on the trail.
He did not notice the cobwebs thickening in
the treetops, or the thick strands of web
stretching from one branch to another.
Which is why it was with no small amount of
panic and fear that he suddenly found
himself stuck in midair after taking a step.
His eyes snapped into focus on the thin,
clear strands strung carefully across the
path. Looking around, he began to say the
prayer for calm faster and louder as he could
hear a skittering noise descending from the
trees above. Thrashing wildly, he attempted
to free himself from the web, knowing it
was a hopeless endeavor. He was almost
able to get his sword arm free when he felt
something wet on his shoulder and hear the
soft dripping of a thick liquid onto the
shoulder of his armor. Then it all went black.
"Get the women! Where are you, Sally?"
"Mantarok, gather the children; run, get
away!"
"Father, no!"
"You think you can challenge me, boy? You
will die in this fight just like your family. Just
like all the children. The empire comes and
none can stand against us!"

Laughter...harsh and cruel dancing through
his head, mixes into hissing and the clacking
of mandibles. Light webbing growing
thicker, he knew he should struggle but he
felt so tired, so sleepy...
The spider stood over its new catch and
hissed in pleasure to itself. A human!
Imagining all the tasty meals a full-grown
human would provide over the usual meager
catch of a small woodland animal or stupid
goblin caused the monstrously sized
creature to shiver in anticipation. Standing
the size of a small horse, the spider was able
to easily wrap the Mantarok in webbing,
making it easier to carry off to its lair. It was
just about to grab the poisoned human and
head back into the trees when an arrow shot
out from the trees and lodged itself firmly in
its abdomen.
Screaming in pain, the spider dropped the
cocooned Mantarok with a dull thud and
tried to skitter up the trees. Panicking, it just
wanted to get someplace away from the
sharp pain stabbing into its middle. It didn't
even notice when the arrow fell out of the
wound and fell to the floor. It' mind was
focusing only on getting away as quickly as
possible. Stepping out of the cover of a
nearby bush, a man stepped out and pulled
out his dagger.
The man was of average height, short brown
hair hidden by the hood of his cloak. His face
was covered by a green scarf, and most of
his clothing was a mixture of browns and
greens. He was wearing soft oiled-leather
armor, with thick hemp pants and sturdy
boots. On his back was a longbow and
quiver of arrows, and a large bastard sword
strapped there as well. His eyes looked with
concern on the cocooned man and he
quickly began cutting the webbing carefully
away from his face.
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Soon, the pale face of Mantarok was staring
blankly up at him. Reaching into his pack, he
pulled out a small vial. Removing the
stopper from it, he poured it gently into the

unconscious Mantarok's mouth. Some color
began to seep into Mantarok's face and
soon he began to cough and struggle to free
himself, looking up in panic at a strange
face. Allen let out a relieved sigh and pulled
his scarf free, revealing a human face. He
began to cut Mantarok free as he said,
"Relax, relax. I'll get you out of there. My
name is Allen, I live out in these woods and it
seems you ran afoul of one of the nastier
residents."
At the mention of the spider, Mantarok
looked about in worry and Allen simply
laughed. "No worries, after I shoot them,
they rarely come back for some time." In a
rough voice, Mantarok grimaced and said,
"Why didn't you kill it?" Allen said with a
smile, "They are a part of this forest, you are
the intruder. It is not the spider's fault you
fell into a trap even goblins are usually smart
enough to avoid." Mantarok glared at Allen
and was about to snap something when he
grabed Allen's arm and demanded "You
know where the goblins are?"

Chapter 3
Looking out over the goblin encampment,
Mantarok realized he was in trouble. It was
by no means a large village, even by goblin
standards. Three or four small hovels built to
hold ten or so goblins stood scattered about
the clearing. In the middle stood a small
bonfire, and roasting above it was a squirrel,
a pig and a rabbit. A fat goblin sat turning
the spit and slapping any others that got
near to try and sample the food. He had
counted ten so far, but that didn't account
for any patrols or goblins sleeping inside the
hovels.
Allen had agreed to show him where the
goblins lived, but refused to help him kill
them. Mantarok frowned at the mans words
concerning the situation with the village, "I
feel no pity or remorse for them. They
certainly show little for me and my family."
Mantarok had pleaded for the mans help,
but in the end Allen had melted into the
forest and Mantarok knew better then to try
to follow. It was unfortunate, but
unavoidable.
Which is why he know found himself
standing in the brush behind a tree and
trying to figure out how to do this and come
out alive. The situation, however, was not
content to allow him time to leisurely come
to a solution. A large deer suddenly
bounded out from behind his hiding place,
causing him to yell out in surprise as it
landed in the middle of the clearing. There
was a moment, a crystalline pure moment of
frozen time as the deer, goblins and man
stared at each other. The goblins were torn
for a split second, which was all the time the
deer needed to bound away to safety.
Which left the goblins only one target to
focus on, Mantarok.
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The words of Sir Elrick echoed in his mind,
"Be brave, my lad." as he pulled his sword
and shield and stepped forward as the
goblins began screaming and pointing.

Already a few were drawing weapons and
running at him. He put his sword up in a
salute and said a prayer to Mithrious, "I will
never back down from the darkness of this
world. No matter the danger, I will break
through it as the sun pierces the shadows!"
With a roar he charged the goblins. Bringing
his sword down full force, he quickly lopped
the arm off of the first one that approached
him. The creature fell, clutching it's arm and
screaming in pain. Black ichor oozed down
the blade and Mantarok thought to himself,
'One...that is one'.
Chaos ensued. He swung his sword and fell
into the blanket of training. Barely
considering his actions, his arm rose and fell
again and again. The goblins fell before him,
first one then two then three, all dead on
the ground. The goblins stabbed with their
knives and makeshift weapons. Most of the
attacks glanced off of his chain mail or
shield, but some still stabbed through flesh.
Blood began to flow from his wounds but he
barely notice. He took a step back and
swung his sword in an arc, thick black ichor
flying off as he looked at the opponents he
had left.
Three of the goblins still stood, and
Mantarok was beginning to feel his wounds.
This fight could not go on much longer, at
least not for him. "By the light of Mithrious, I
shall not falter!" he yelled as the goblins
moved forward. But before any of them
took a step, three arrows neatly appeared in
their heads. Their eyes rolled back and they
collapsed as Mantarok turned and saw Allen
step out from the cover of the trees. The
ranger had his scarf drawn and his eyes were
full of sorrow. Mantarok staggered and fell
to a knee, using his sword to help support
himself. Panting, out of breath and feeling
the pain of his wounds acutely, Mantarok
asked out of breath, "What brought you
back?"
Allen stepped up to him and extended a
hand. Grabbing it, Mantarok pulled himself
up as Allen said, "You impressed me. You

care about a village of people you don't
know. People like you should not die alone
by the hands of goblins." Allen pulled the
scarf down and smiled. "Let me dress your
wounds." he said as he began to help
Mantarok take off his armour. Mantarok sat
back and let the ranger apply bandage and
poultice to the many slashes up and down
his body. After a moment, the squire let out
a laugh. Allen looked at him in confusion and
Mantarok said, "Look, all the wounds are
from the thighs down!"
Allen joined in and finished applying first aid
to the cuts. "You'll be fine. With those herbs
I applied there won't be any infection. So,
what brings you out here?" he asked as he
put away his healing kit. Mantarok sighed
and began to pull his armour back on. "Well,
I'm trying to become a paladin of Mithrious.
The head of my order wants me to deliver a
small statue of our goddess to another
captain of the order." He paused and looked
up at the dwindling sunlight. "I was
supposed to do it in three days. Today was
the second day, I'll never be able to make it
in time now. I suppose I'll have to wait
another year to become a full paladin."
Allen looked at Mantarok, placed his hand
upon the man's shoulder and said, "If it was
my choice, I would knight you for your
deeds this day. You showed all the virtue of
a paladin in my eyes." Mantarok's face
coloured at the man's compliment and he
coughed lightly as he began cleaning the
blood off of his sword. "You saved my life,
Allen. I owe you a debt." he said as he
looked out at the remnants of the goblin
camp.
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"I'm still amazed I lasted as long as I did
though." Allen shrugged and said, "You are a
good fighter." Mantarok nodded, "I was
trained by the best. I suppose I should try to
get back to the village before nightfall. I'd
rather not be out in the forest alone in the
dark." Allen nods and shoulders his pack.
"Wise choice. I can get you back to your
horse quickly, let's go." With one last look at
the remains of the camp, Mantarok followed
Allen into the forest.

Chapter 4
Mantarok's horse was standing in the same
spot he left him, calmly chewing some stray
strands of grass. As he approached, the
horse lifted his head and neighed softly at
the approach of his master. Mantarok smiled
and patted the horse's head. "Good boy,
good boy." he murmured as he turned to
Allen. "I cannot thank you enough, Allen. I
owe you my life and if our paths ever cross
again, you have my blade." he said with a
bow. Allen simply laughed and said, "If you
are ever in my little woods again with more
time, you'll have to come meet my family."
Mantarok and Allen firmly clasped and
shook hands firmly.
Allen once again disappeared into the
darkness and Mantarok began following the
road back to town. The trip was again, quiet
and peaceful, though the sounds of bird and
beast had lessened as most settled down to
sleep for the night. The occasionally grunt of
a boar and screech of an owl split the night,
but after a short amount of time he was able
to see the lights glow of the village. He
could hear the sound of music coming from
the tavern and he smiled to think of the
villagers celebrating the arrival of a hero. As
he approached the tavern, a young stable
came running out to take his horse. The boy
looked up at Mantarok and asked, "I
remember you! You said you were going to
kill the goblins. Did you?" Mantarok nodded
and smiled.
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With an excited yell, the boy forgot about
his job and ran into the tavern. Silence soon
fell as he breathlessly told the townspeople
the news. Mantarok turned and stabled the
horse himself, smiling and chuckling lightly
as the tavern erupted in cheers. Soon the
man who had spoken to him in the morning
came out and said, "Amazing. Simply
amazing. You really killed all of the goblins?"
Mantarok nodded and took the saddle off of
his horse. "It wasn't easy. I had help from a
ranger, Allen." The man's face darkens and

says, "That good for nothing ranger. I'm
surprised he didn't leave you to die. We
begged him to kill off those goblins for us,
but he refused. Said that it was what we
deserved for driving his family out into the
forest."
Mantarok raised an eyebrow. His curiosity
raced, barely kept in check by the
knowledge that whatever happened
between this town and Allen's family was
certainly a volatile subject. The man sighed
and ran his hand over his face, "It's not
important now, the wee green men are
dead! Come in and have a drink with us, sir."
Mantarok nodded and followed the man
into the tavern.
Inside, the tavern was brightly lit. Several
solid oak tables and benches filled the
middle of the main room, with a bar off to
the left and a stage in a corner on the right.
Several private booths ranged the walls and
stairs led up to the second floor where the
rooms are. The man behind the bar was
large, wearing a stained shirt and apron that
barely contained his ponderous bulk. Up on
the stage stood a young gnome, holding a
lute and dressed in garish colours. As he
entered, everyone turned and looked at him.
With a resounding crash, they all yelled in
joy. Congratulations and hurrahs filled the
main room with an explosion of excitement.
Older women weeping in joy came up and
hugged him and men shook his hand and
clapped him on the back. Young girls winked
and flirted with him as he was seated at the
head of one of the tables. A large steaming
plate of food was placed before him and a
large frosted mug of ale next to that.
As Mantarok began to eat his dinner and
explain what had happened, he felt a soft
plucking at his sleeve. Looking down, he saw
the gnome grabbing at his sleeve. Having
gotten his attention the gnome said, "Hey,
what is your name, goblin slayer?".
Mantarok gave him his name and the gnome
said, "Thanks!" before dashing back up on
stage and starting to sing a rousing song

about the brave and courageous Mantarok,
slayer of the goblin army about to descend
upon the poor, unprotected village.
Laughing, Mantarok continued to eat his
meal as more and more townsfolk came by
to thank him and congratulate him. Many
offered silver and copper as reward, but
Mantarok simply shook his head and told
them that he couldn't dream of taking
money as a reward. Looking up at him in
awe, it simply added to the excitement and
conversation.
A young woman approached him and sat
herself down on his lap. "Hello, Goblin
Slayer." she said softly in his ear as her hand
traced its way down his chest. Mantarok
coughed and spluttered on his ale as she
whispered into his ear. Grinning, she planted
a kiss on his lips and then went back over to
her friends, who were all giggling and
pointing at him as his face swiftly turned a
bright shade of red. So the night continued,
with Mantarok eventually being able to go
to sleep in the early hours of the morning,
after many more thanks and kisses had been
placed upon him.
The next day he arose quickly and quietly
before dawn. He had only gotten a few
hours of sleep, but the discipline of his order
required prayers every morning at dawn. He
also knew that if he had any hope of leaving
this town today, he needed to leave before
the townsfolk awoke from the nights
revelry. So he ordered a small meal of
porridge and goat milk, stepped outside for
his morning prayers and returned inside to
eat his simple meal. He left money for the
tavern owner, despite the man's protests,
and saddled up his horse. Soon he was once
again traveling down the road, then town
swiftly being reduced to a minor speck in the
horizon.
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By midday, he was riding into the city of
Harlinsbrook. As he approached the
glittering temple to Mithrious, he felt a
growing sense of dread. He had failed his
mission to the church and he knew had

failed his test to become a paladin. It was
with a heavy heart he allowed a squire to
lead his horse away to the stables. Pulling
the small statue out of his pack, he slowly
climbed the steps up to the main temple
building. Standing outside, he saw Sir Elrick
looking sternly down at him. The large man,
wearing ornate full plate ceremonial armour,
simply said, "You are late, boy."
Mantarok hung his head in shame and
handed him the statue. "I know sir. There
was..." Elrick cut him off with a simple wave
of his hand. "A paladin of Mithrious does not
make excuses. They do what must be done
and accept the consequences of the
actions." Elrick turned and opened the large
wooden door to the inner temple. Mantarok
followed, keeping a habitual step behind the
knight. As they proceeded down a hallway
decorated with various statues to Mithrious,
Elrick angrily barked out "Two days,
Mantarok! It was a simple enough ride and
you couldn't even do that. I trained you
better than that. You not only have shamed
yourself, but shamed me as well. Now you
will have to face the consequences of your
choices, boy."
With a growl, Elrick opened the door to the
office of the Ascended General. The man
behind the polished wood desk was the
most powerful man in the order, second
only to the High Priest of Mithrious. The man
looked up at Mantarok and said, "Ah...our
tardy squire has finally come." Mantarok,
feeling the shame inside, decided to refuse
to show it to this man. Elrick had the right to
lecture and scold him, but this man would
not see his shame. Standing proud and at
attention, he approached the desk and
knelt. "Yes, my lord. I offer no excuse, I
made my choices and would not change
them just for the title of paladin."
With an amused smile that Mantarok could
not see, the General looked to Elrick. Elrick's
grizzled face split into a grin, but it quickly
faded back to a stern mask as Mantarok
rose. The General looked to Mantarok and

said, "I want to tell you a story. It is about a
young squire, about your age. He was given
a task in order to become a paladin. Go to
the elven city of Elmina and take a branch
from the tree in the center of town. Return
with it in three days." The man paused and
rose. He went to one of the bookshelves
lining his walls and picked up a small, dried
branch. "The squire went there immediately.
The distance to the city was such that he
would need to spend exactly one day to get
there, a day to get the branch and another
day to get home. He wasted no time, and
rode like a man possessed."
The General seated himself and sighed,
"However, something the squire did not
expect happened. When he got to the town,
it was recovering from an attack. The elves
had been attacked by a band of human
bandits. They begged him for aid in stopping
these rogues from continuing to prey upon
them." The General paused again and looked
at the branch. Mantarok watched him
carefully, not sure what the point of this
story was. The General smiled and
continued.
"What could he do? He had been trained to
do what is right and to protect those that
needed the aid. He knew that by helping
them, he would never be able to return in
time with the branch, but he also knew that
any victory achieved in such a manner would
be empty, because he knew he would have
made mockery of Mithrious. So he attacked
the bandits. Won as well. He got his branch
and made his way back. Once there, he
turned in the branch and accepted the
consequences of the delay." Mantarok kept
his composure and said, "I assume the same
consequence I must now face." The General
nodded gravely.
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"Sir Elrick, will you approach please?" the
General said. Putting the branch aside, the
General said, "The consequence of your
actions proves that you understand the
meaning of Mithrious' teachings. You follow
not a rigid law of words, but the spirit of

light and protection that our church
preaches. By saving those villagers, you
made the same choice I made so many years
ago. The same choice that all paladins must
choose to become paladins. The way of the
people."
Elrick, unable to contain himself any longer,
grabbed Mantarok in a bear hug and
pounded him on the back. Mantarok, barely
able to understand what was going on
stammered out a barely audible, "What?"
The General laughed. "We purposely give all
squires this choice. We always hear rumours
that trickle through of towns needing aid.
We discreetly inquire into the matter and
then send out a squire with a time sensitive
mission. They must make a choice, follow
the letter of the law and ignore the people's
need for aid, or follow the spirit of Mithrious
and assist them. Very few ever choose
wrongly."
Finally, it started to click in Mantarok's mind.
"So...I passed?" he cautiously ventured out,
still unsure that he was hearing this
correctly. Elrick stepped back from him and
said, "You passed with flying colours lad.
Tonight will be the knighting by the High
Priest and then the commencement feast.
Wenches to be grabbed and ale flowing like
water! A proper party to celebrate your
success, my boy." Mantarok, smiling and
barely able to contain the tears of joy, simply
bowed deeply to the General and Elrick. He
was going to be a paladin.

Being a DM is something many players think
of at one time or another. The excitement of
controlling the monsters, the thrill of trying
to outwit your players, the satisfaction of
having people enjoy your game. It's all quite
enthralling, but is it right for you?
My name is RonarsCorruption, and I've been
a Dungeon Master for over ten years. I'm
here to give you some tips on how to make
a great game and how to run it smoothly.
Being a DM can be a glamorous job, but it's
not all fun and games. Okay, it is all games,
but it's not all fun. Before you become a DM,
you have to know the answers to a few very
important questions.
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encounter takes probably half an hour to
prepare, all things said. Less if you're using
mostly pre-rolled encounters from the
monster manual. Non-combat encounters,
especially ones with NPCs, can take vastly
longer. You have to plan what the NPC
might say, what they look like, what their
stats are in case the PCs turn it into a
combat encounter, and so on. It can take an
hour or more. So, let's say it'll take two
hours to prepare for a session. You're
already at six times the length it would take
you as a player to prepare for it. But that's
hardly all you need, time-wise.
As a DM, you're also responsible for the
maps. Whether you draw them yourself or
get them out of a pre-made adventure,
you've got to know where stuff is. Drawing
a map yourself might run you three hours if
you're detailed, and while pulling one out of
a book might only take a few minutes to
glance at it - more than once you'll have to
look things up in your reference book. Do
you have the time to be a DM?

The first, most important, and most often
overlooked one is: do I have enough time to
DM? Unlike playing, where you might spend
20 minutes a week outside of play-time
thinking about what class you should take
your next level in, DMing takes a lot of time
between sessions if your game is going to
run smoothly.

Even if you want to, do you know how to
design a good map? It takes practice, not to
mention creativity which is the next major
thing that you need if you're going to be a
DM. Nothing is stopping you from always
running sessions full of kick-in-the-door
fights, but your players will probably enjoy it
less than an adventure descending into the
dungeons of a deserted castle, even if the
core content is the same. Every group of PCs
will wind up leaping on a table for a high
ground advantage eventually.

To run an average four-hour session, you'll
need two or three full encounters. If the
encounters are just monster-in-a-room,
you're pretty lucky. You've got to know the
rules for the monster's powers, but little
else. If, on the other hand, there's a pool of
water, an enemy that grapples, a cliff, or
heaven forbid - an NPC, you're going to have
to familiarize yourself with at very minimum
where the rules on drowning/grappling/high
ground are in your books. A combat

You've also got to juggle inns, NPCs, sidequests, treasure, and a hundred other tiny
things. Setting aside the organization
nightmare this can become, you have to
think these things up in the first place. Some
players won't mind talking to the NPC 'Joe
the human' all the time, but most will prefer
to meet a differently named quest-giver in
each town. Small things can be a world of
difference here - an outfit, a name, an
accent. Most PCs will forget the less

important NPCs, but so long as they
remember that they are different you're
already winning. Do you have the creativity
to be a DM?
Regardless of how many hours you spend
on building dungeons, tweaking treasure,
and grooming NPCs until your adventure is
perfect, you still have one more thing you
need to contend with -- the players. Unless
you're playing with robots or you're
omniscient, there is nothing you can do to
prepare yourself for every factor your
players might introduce. You might not
expect the players to punch the king in the
face. You might not plan for them to jam the
trap's gears with the corpses of the enemies
they killed in the last room. You almost
certainly wouldn't expect them to use the
messenger as a human shield.
Unfortunately, players are creative, and
while that adds to the reward of DMing
successfully, it also increases the difficulty of
it. There are a myriad of things you need to
understand and prepare for as a DM, but
unless you can react well to a changing
situation, even the most laborious
preparation can be made useless. A DM has
to be able to think on his feet and be
proactive, instead of just being reactive like
a player has the luxury of. Do you have the
cunning to be a DM?
When all is said and done, even if you don't
have the time, creativity, or cunning to be a
'perfect' DM, all that's stopping you is
yourself. Do you want to be a DM? Then go
for it! Try it out! You're probably going to be
playing with your friends, and if it doesn't
work out, then someone else can take a
shot. D&D is at its core a group game, and
when you're hanging out with the guys with
a few drinks, you're bound to have a good
time... whether you remember the rules for
aerial combat or not.
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What’s in a Name?

Perfecting Your Posts as a Player
We all want to be understood. That is the
nature of social animals like us humans (If
you are a lich, then not so much.).
Participating in role playing games is a highly
social activity requiring a good deal of
communication. Play-by-post games such as
those found on DnDOG require specialized
skills, since the written word is all we have
available as a communication tool.
What this article will NOT do: Teach you how
to make Tarrasque soup. What this article
WILL do: Share tips that will help you be a
better understood player in DnDOG games.
Note: Correct spelling, punctuation and
grammar are essential to good
communication. Using bold for spoken bits,
italics for thoughts, etc. are standard.
However, those are common suggestions. I
am going to concentrate on lesser-known
tips.
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Make sure your character’s name is always
near the top of EVERY post you write. You
can do this by making sure your character
name is included in the first two sentences
of your IC (in-character) writing in every
post. Another option is putting your
character name at the top of each post,
separate from your IC writing. Optionally,
you can include your race and class next to
your character name, as a helpful reminder.
Reason
Most DnDOG members play in multiple
games. If I play in five games, that’s around
25 player characters I have to remember, not
to mention any NPCs. I don’t have the best
memory. Further, some of us see the same
players in more than one game. If Toby plays
in three of the same games that I do, I might
accidentally confuse one of his characters
for another. I’ve done it before and I’ll
probably do it again. And what happens if
Toby posts for multiple characters in the
same game, either because he plays more
than one character or he is substituting for
another player who is unavailable? I can’t
just look at Toby’s player name on the post
and automatically know which character is
starring in that post. And what
about people who casually
read other people’s games?
The courtesy of including the
character name near the top
of every post saves everyone
the time and trouble of trying
to remember or figure out
which character is the star of
that post. If you include the
actions of two separate
characters in the same post,
then please, for the love of
[pick your deity], make sure it
is clear who is doing what.

Pretty as a Pixie

Reason

Use formatting to improve your
communication of events. That includes size,
color, bold, italics and sectioning tags such
as fieldset.

Your fellow players need to know your
health and condition in the event they can
help you. How will the cleric know the best
time to heal you unless they see your
current hit points? How will the paladin
know to give you his anti-venom unless he
can see your condition is poisoned? You
can’t assume other players have read all of
the IC, OOC and dice roll posts to learn what
all has happened. Even if players read it all,
they might have missed something.
Additionally, the DM could have used a
private message or secret text to convey
extra information. Displaying your character
stats provides the fastest, most
comprehensive method for other players to
know if you are in need of help. Including
the defenses and counters can help the DM
save the time required to reference the
information.

Formatting expresses emotion.
Example: The minotaur growled, “You will

DIE!!!”
Formatting conveys useful information, like
showing that a 4E power is at-will,
encounter, or daily.
Example: I use Healing Word on Corbin
before attacking the goblin leader with
Lance of Faith.
Formatting helps organize a long post for
easier reading and understanding.
Example: “You are attacked by three golems
colored red, blue, and black.”
FIELDSET : Option=Red golem : Text=Red description and actions
FIELDSET : Option=Blue golem : Text=Blue description and actions
FIELDSET : Option=Black golem : Text=Black
- description and actions
Character Stats
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Include character statistics whenever
posting their combat actions. If you roll your
dice in a separate dice rolling thread, include
character stats at the top of that post. If you
describe your combat actions at the bottom
of your game thread, post using an OOC
(out-of-character) or spoilerbutton section,
then include your character stats within that
section. The most important character stats
to include are hit points, temporary hit
points, healing surges (4E), conditions
(poisoned, bloodied, immobile,
regenerating, taking ongoing damage, etc.)
and any other information related to your
well-being. You can optionally include your
defenses (armor class, reflex, etc.) and
counters (action points, healings available,
etc.) if you, the players or the DM find it
useful.

Roll Them Bones

Combat Template

In combat, roll your attack and your damage
at the same time. If you roll a possible
critical hit or miss and your game system
requires confirmation of a critical hit or miss,
then immediately post again by rolling your
critical confirmation, critical damage or any
other required critical die roll at the same
time. For characters with a higher chance of
critical hits due to a wider critical hit range,
you might want to always roll the critical hit
confirmation rolls at the same time as the
original attack roll.

“Posting my character stats, combat rolls,
and backup rolls every time is a lot of work,”
you might say. On the contrary, I say. Create
a combat template that you can copy, paste
and update as needed. I have included a
sample combat template at the end of this
article.

Some game mechanics allow you to re-roll a
die when the result is too high or low. For
example, DnD 4E Brutal weapons allow a
player to re-roll a damage die until the result
is higher than 2. When you make rolls that
allow for conditional re-rolls, I suggest
rolling three times for each die. For example,
if my 4E Brutal weapon deals 2d12 damage, I
will roll 1d12 six times and take the first two
results that are greater than 2.
Reason
Do you remember the last time you said,
“D’oh, if only I had noticed it was a critical
hit and rolled the extra damage!”? At some
point, most players have missed the fact
they made the critical hit or rolled sub-brutal
damage. Including backup dice rolls
increases the chance you, the DM or even
another player will catch your miss and
ensure your rolls are calculated correctly.
Also, including backup rolls minimizes the
number of separate posts you need to
complete your actions. Cluttering the
threads with multiple posts makes it more
difficult for people, especially the DM, to
read and understand what happened. This is
ESPECIALLY true if dice rolls are made in the
Game Thread instead of in a separate dice
rolling thread.
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Reason
Using the combat template will save you
significant time when posting. It will also
decrease your chances of making typing
errors or forgetting a game mechanic.
The Devil Is in the Details
Be more specific when writing your posts.
You can never include too much information
(unless you are Tolkien and use three
paragraphs to describe a mug of ale).
Good: Pinky fired his Magic Missile at the
skeleton.
Better: Pinky fired his Magic Missile at the
largest skeleton (S3).
Good: Bart moved to get a better look at the
castle.
Better: Bart snuck through the shadows of
the forest overgrowth until he reached the
spruce tree at the edge of the clearing (map
grid D14). From there, he spied on the
distant castle.
Good: Brother Bob blocked the bolt that
flew towards Bart’s back.
Better: Brother Bob blocked the bolt that
flew towards Bart’s back (Deflect Arrow
feat).

Reason

DICE THREAD

If the DM doesn’t know the target you want,
the DM either has to waste precious time
and ask you (which can take a while in playby-post) or pick the target for you (and it
may not be the target you wanted).

xXCharacterNameXx Dice Rolls

If the DM doesn’t know HOW you moved
(sneaky-like) or WHERE you moved (D14),
then the DM must ask (waste of time) or
make assumptions (with possible negative
results). Maybe you would have remained
hidden behind the tree at D14, but you didn’t
clarify your destination, so the DM sent you
to the edge of the clearing closest to your
character, and you got spotted.

GAME THREAD

If the DM doesn’t know you are using one of
your abilities, powers, feats, skills or
whatever, the results of your actions may
turn out differently than you expect. Then
you either have to waste time backtracking
or accept the DM’s ruling on the action.

xXInCharacterPostXx

Combat Template Sample

[B]Minor Action:[/B] Stand from prone with
[COLOR="Green"]Acrobat Boots[/COLOR]
[B]Move Action:[/B] Move through N7 to
O8.
[B]Standard Action:[/B]
[COLOR="Red"]Refocus Enmity[/COLOR]
targeting D3.
[B]Action Point:[/B]
[COLOR="Purple"]Aspect of Might[/COLOR]
attack targeting D3.
[FIELDSET=”Aspect of Might”]
… [URL="xXLinkToCombatDiceRollsXx"]37
vs xXDefenseTypeXx, 35 xXDamageTypeXx
damage (+4 if D3 is bloodied).[/URL]
... On critical: D3 gains 10 ongoing damage
(save to end) from
[COLOR="Green"]Jagged[/COLOR] weapon.
... On hit: D1 is immobilized until end of my
next turn.
[/FIELDSET][/spoilerbutton]
Edit/Delete Message

This sample makes use of all the tips I
included in this article. Keep a copy of the
template saved on every computer that you
use to post to DnDOG. Replace any words
surrounded by “X”s with the appropriate
information. Dice roll numbers and other
details should also be updated as necessary.
Your character stats should display the
current status of your character AFTER all of
the actions in your post take place. For
example, if you have regeneration 5 and you
started the round at 75, then the character's
stats list should show your HP as 80 instead
of 75.
The following sample is intended for D&D
4E, but you can apply the concept to any
role playing game.
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Aspect of Might attack (including flanking
+2)
[dice]1d20+18[/dice]
Oath of Enmity (extra attack roll)
[dice]1d20+18[/dice]
Damage (2d12+11)
//roll 6 times for brutal damage: take first 2
values above 2 and add 11//
[dice]1d12[/dice] [dice]1d12[/dice]
[dice]1d12[/dice] [dice]1d12[/dice]
[dice]1d12[/dice] [dice]1d12[/dice]

[spoilerbutton="OOC"]
[B]xXCharacterNameXx[/B] Temp HP 0. HP
80/90. Healing Surges 10/10. Conditions:
Regenerate 5 HP, Slowed.

from him. Much too close for the mage's
comfort, he had seen the beast kill before, if
the beast had wanted him, he would have
had him.
Hastaff lowered his hand “I told you not to
sneak up on me” he informed the Dragonet.
Crimson Eye slowly awoke, the day fire was
waning and soon it would be time to hunt.
The lithe Dragonet stretched to his full
length as he arose from his modest pile of
coins, jewels and various trophies taken
from his victims. Measuring 6 feet from nose
to tip of his tail, his ebony skin seemed to
drink in light rather than reflect it. As the sun
dipped behind the numerous towers that
ringed the city. Crimson Eye padded over to
the door of his present lair and nudged it
open with his blunt snout. His current
“employer” had thought he had done him a
favor by removing the handle, Crimson Eye
wasn't about to disabuse him of that notion.
The Dragonet moved down the hallway of
the tower that was his present abode. This
was not the first, nor likely the last, wizard
that Crimson Eye had been associated with.
The present one called himself something or
another “The Red”. Crimson Eye wasn't
horribly interested in what he chose to call
himself and thought of him simply as the
wizard. The wizard had said he had a target
for his hunt tonight, Crimson Eye knew that
meant it would be interesting.
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Hastaff The Red was a cruel man, his focus
was knowledge and he didn't care who he
hurt to gain that knowledge. Presently he
was hurting a sage, the old man was hiding
something from him, or maybe not, Hastaff
didn't really care, he just wanted to hear the
old man scream. Suddenly he became aware
of another presence in his lab, he spun
quickly, the words to a deadly spell on his
lips. Crimson Eye stood behind him looking
at him with head cocked and a quizzical
expression on his face. Much to Hastaff's
dismay the Dark Dragonet was only 3 feet

“Wasss not sssneaking” answered Crimson
Eye “not Crimsson Eye fault wizard no hear
Crimsson Eye, now what Crimsson Eye hunt
this evening? It iss time.”
Hastaff smiled thinly “yes indeed my friend,
it is time and past time for this hunt.” The
wizard proceeded to given his Draconian ally
what information he had on his target for
the evening.
Crimson Eye glided through the still night air
above the great city of Siel. He was careful
to avoid the area around the palace and the
adjacent temples. Siel was a city steeped in
goodly religion. On the one hand it made a
wonderful hunting ground, on the other, it
made it a very dangerous place for a
creature of evil such as himself. Shortly after
coming here Crimson Eye had learned to
avoid the air above the temples and the
temple grounds. The priests had some
powerful allies and Crimson Eye had no
interest in repeating the experience. His
target dwelt in one of the isolated towers
that dotted the city and he silently made his
way towards it.
A sole light shown from the white marble
tower. It came from a window on the upper
floor, as the wizard had predicted. Crimson
Eye circled the tower twice from a height.
He was able to pick out the two guards the
wizard had told him would be there. They
were humans, Crimson Eye knew that meant
they were basically blind. This was too easy.
Crimson Eye waited until one of the guards
looked away from the edge and then
swooped in silent as death itself and
grabbed a perch just below the parparet. He
waited until he heard the faint sound of the
man's boots shifting as he turned around.

He then very lightly scratched the side of the
tower with a claw tip. The footsteps
stopped, he waited a couple seconds and
scratched again. Now the footsteps
approached the edge. He scratched again
and then the head and shoulders of the
guard appeared framed in the starlight from
above. The human looked down the tower
and again Crimson Eye was amazed at the
blindness of humans. He was barely 2 feet
away but the human saw nothing. Crimson
Eye struck, like a snake, his coiled neck shot
forward his jaws filled with teeth like small
daggers clamped on his victims neck. He
tasted the sweet taste of blood. An
overwhelming sense of ecstasy filled him as
the man died, he could taste the goodness in
him, the smell of it always disgusted him,
but the taste, oh the taste. Crimson Eye
clamped down and held the man still, letting
the life drain from him silently. So swiftly
had he struck, that the man had made no
noise.
“Jon, what is it?” called his companion.
Crimson Eye let the dead man go and
swooped downward and around to where
the other guard could not see him, then
gained altitude. He watched the other guard
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discover his friends corpse and turn to give
an alarm. Then he folded his wings and
struck the man from behind, altitude
accomplishing what his small mass could not
alone and bowling the man over. The second
guard died with Crimson Eye's jaws clamped
to the back of his neck and strong rear claws
tearing his spine out from behind. The man
died as his companion had, without a sound.
Crimson Eye took only a token bite from his
prey, he had bigger game in mind.
The Dragonet made his way across the roof
and reached the entry to the tower proper.
He carefully sniffed the area around the
hatch without touching anything. He caught
the telltale stench of magic and snorted.
Wizards are so predictable, he went back to
the second corpse and dragged it to the
hatch. The latch mechanism was a simple
lever. Using his dexterous front hands, he
grabbed the dead guards arm and used the
mans rapidly cooling hand to manipulate the
latch. Once the hatch was open he let the
guards arm fall and silently slipped into the
tower. Sensing no danger on the other side
he closed the hatch and moved deeper into
the tower.

Miltus the Virtuous knelt in front of the small
altar. As usual he struggled to maintain his
focus, he was a devote man, but he spent
his life serving two masters. One he prayed
to now, his lord Falkar accepted only the
most pure as his clerics. His other master
was knowledge, Miltus was both a cleric and
mage. As always he struggled between the
two, his prayers were of the utmost
importance to him, but his mind raced with
his current studies into transmutation and
polymorph. He knew he was on the edge of
perfecting his new spell. He would never
regret the time he spent in prayer, but
sometimes it was hard to concentrate with
so many thoughts racing through his mind.
Crimson Eye moved silently through the
tower passageways. He was pleased to find
the passageways wide and well lit. Some
might find it strange that the stealthy hunter
was pleased with well lit areas. But Crimson
Eye was old for one of his kind, he was
experienced and wise in the ways of
humanoids. Well lit meant his prey saw
poorly in the dark, well lit meant his prey
feared the dark, well lit meant lots of
shadows. Shadows were Crimson Eye's
friend. He flitted from dark pool to
shadowed niche, the wide passageways
making it easy. The many side passages,
alcoves and doorways provided all the
shadows any being could want. He
encountered no one, never the less he
halted in the shadows after every flight.
When he did so he looked and listened, he
smelled and plotted his next move, always
with an alternate if a door should suddenly
open. Crimson Eye had not become old
among his kind by being careless. The very
AIR of this place stunk of good. On a
humans map if they did not know what lay
beyond the edge they stated, “Here be
Dragons”. On Crimson Eye's mental map the
whole tower was marked, “Here be Death.”
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Miltus knelt before the image of his Lord.
The image had been carved from a solid
block of blue glacier ice by a Dir craftsman,
Miltus had frozen it for all time with his own

magic and asked his Lord's blessing upon it.
The Dir, or “ice folk”, as some named them,
did not worship Falkar and his companion,
the dwarf Varse. They did however, honor
them. The two heroes figured in a portion of
the Dir history. Figures of their goddess
were not allowed, the Dir however excelled
at ice carving and had no problem carving
the figures of other dieties. The figures of
both Falkar and Varse were life sized and
occupied a place of supreme honor in both
Miltus's residence and his heart.
Crimson Eye could hear a being chanting,
the words made no sense at this distance
but none the less grated on his very being.
Prayers to a goodly god no doubt. Crimson
Eye knew the dangers of confronting a true
believer before the very altar of his god. He
decided it might be best to wait until his
prey left the chapel before making his move.
With that thought, he found a dark corner in
a niche containing some sort of statue of a
rotund humanoid and settled in to wait.
Miltus finished his evening devotions, for
some reason his prayers did not leave him
feeling relaxed and enlightened as they
usually did. Instead he felt a vague feeling of
uneasiness as if something evil lurked
nearby. However his mind quickly turned to
his research and he hurried from his
sanctuary heading for his workshop.
Crimson Eye tracked the human with his
eyes as he entered the passageway, this was
his prey, the man reeked of goodness. The
man hurried past Crimson Eye never
glancing in his direction. The Dragonet could
have struck them, but caution held him
back. He let the man move ahead then took
wing and glided silently after him, again
moving from shadow to shadow. He tracked
his prey through the passageways until the
man entered a chamber reeking of magic.
The door to this chamber, unlike many they
had passed, was a plain, sturdy, unadorned
wooden slab bound in iron. The man
entered the room closing the door behind
him. As he did Crimson Eye noticed that the

door didn't fit the opening exactly, there
was a small gap at the top that showed light
from the room. The lithe Dragonet perched
above the door and craning his neck, applied
his eye to the gap.

reactions were such that he had suffered no
real harm. He had yanked his head back at
the first touch of the spell and avoided any
real injury. The bad part was that he had
voiced his

Miltus entered his lab, cringing a little at the
crudeness of the temporary door that
currently closed the opening. The original
had been destroyed when one of his
experiments had gone awry and the
replacement was not yet ready. He made a
mental note to send a man around to the
craftsman that was carving the new one to
see if he couldn't rush the job a bit.

surprise and consternation and the human
was now aware that he was not alone in the
tower. His element of surprise was now
gone, and for a Dragonet that element was
one of the greatest tools of the hunt. He had
vacated his perch and immediately glided to
a back up spot down the hall.

Crimson Eye could see little from this angle,
but he could see the chamber was much like
any other mage workshop, littered with odd
items, random stains and odd smells. It was
reminiscent of a predators nest. His prey
moved rapidly around the room lighting
candles, checking various apparatus and
generally doing incomprehensible things.
The Dragonet knew he was not the only
being who found the actions of mages
confusing. Luckily, Crimson Eye didn't have
to understand the mage, he just had to kill
him.
Miltus lit some candles and checked a potion
he had simmering, he then crossed to his
spell book and reviewed his notes.
Confident he was ready to begin, he quickly
cast a “protection from Evil” spell over the
room. He was about to add another to
prevent scrying when an inhuman screech
erupted from outside his doorway. The door
glowed in a way that let him know
something of evil had touched the barrier of
his first spell. He grabbed out his wand and
quickly crossed to the door and threw it
open.
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Crimson Eye was in pain, and very angry,
mostly at himself. He had been so engrossed
in watching his prey he had failed to be
cautious when the human cast a spell and
the result was a badly burned eye and some
scorched skin. That he could deal with, his

Miltus was at the doorway within seconds,
but what ever had hit his shield had fled.
Stepping into the passageway he looked
quickly in both directions but saw nothing.
Tucking his wand in his sash he cast a hurried
“detect evil” spell, his voice and hands
rushing through the familiar spell.
Crimson Eye observed his prey burst into the
hallway with wand in hand. When the prey
went to spell casting he knew he had to act.
He couldn't know what the mage was
casting, but whatever it was would make
the hunt harder. His target was too far away
for guaranteed success with a physical
attack. The Dragonet, however, had other
weapons at his disposal. Turning his head
towards the mage he opened his mouth and
breathed a jet of fire at the mage. The jet of
fire struck the mage in the chest and more
importantly across his gesturing hands.
Miltus had barely begun his spell when a jet
of flame struck him, scorching his hands and
disrupting his spell. He ducked back into the
doorway and drew his wand. He wished he
had grabbed something more powerful. The
wand he held was one of his own devising
that threw balls of force. It was meant more
as a deterrent than as an actual weapon.
Miltus found it useful in certain situations,
this was not one of them. He had no idea
what he was facing, the jet of flame had
come from a high point in the passageway
and was not very strong, his hands and chest
hurt but he felt he could still cast with the

singed fingers.
Crimson Eye was gratified his flame had
stopped the mage's spell, but he was not
one to waste time gloating. When the mage
moved to duck back in the doorway,
Crimson Eye moved too. There was a reason
he was retained by the best, and he was
about to prove his worth.
Miltus extended his wand around the edge
of the alcove and triggered it several times.
The balls of force chipped cornices and
shattered statuary. He then quickly stuck his
head out and looked down in the direction
he had fired, searching for movement. If he
was lucky he had hit whatever it was and
stunned it. As he looked, he could see
nothing but broken statuary. Then a shadow
seemed to descend from directly above his
head.
A great weight seemed to slam his head to
the ground. He smelt brimstone, as teeth
like daggers gripped the back of his neck.

Hooked knives seemed to pierce his back,
searching for his spine. Then Miltus the
Virtuous knew no more.
Crimson Eye glided through the silent night.
The day fire would rise soon, it was time for
him to sleep, his belly was full, he was liable
to do so for several days. After that, he
would have time to think and consider his
next move. This city would become more
dangerous now that a prominent citizen had
fallen. Ever a long thinker, Crimson Eye had
planned for this moment. His modest
treasure pile would be moved as agreed to
his new lair, with a rather large addition. The
young mage who had approached Crimson
Eye had agreed to do this. He had wanted
only one thing in return. Crimson Eye would
wait until he hungered again, then a certain
wizard, something or another “the Red”
would fall and Crimson Eye would move on.
He doubted he would stay long with the
young mage. The youth had not the skills or
wealth to support such an alliance long.
Such a thing didn't bother Crimson Eye.
After all, they were all prey eventually.
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The Last Days is an adventure for four
characters of seventh level
Some DMs are looking for adventures for
players to breeze through and have fun,
some DMs are looking for adventures with
story. Other DMs are less kind, and are
looking for adventures to really challenge
their players, drive them to the limits of
what they are able to do, and threaten to kill
them with any mistake. This adventure is for
them, threatening the PCs with every
encounter and giving the villians as many
advantages as possible.
This adventure takes place in Lannati Jungle,
a harsh jungle in the south, full of
unexplored locales and undiscovered
creatures. There are some few natives,
though most of them are uncivilized and
afraid of strangers. Alternately, you can
replace any thick forest or jungle in your
campaign that reduces visibility and
movement off the beaten path, which their
opposition will make good use of.
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The red-eye slaving company has been a
plague on the surrounding lands for nearly a
decade now, although about seven months
ago their main center of operations was
ousted by a group of adventurers. The
group was quiet for about three months
after that, then reports began to come in of
the red-eye company here, halfway across
the countryside. Whether they are the
original leaders and members of the slaving
group attempting to reestablish themselves,
a splinter-cell, or another group using the
same name is not yet known. All that is
known is that two months ago, they were
tracked into the Lannati jungle, and every

group of scouts to go in after them have
gone missing. When the armed forces of
Lord Benti arrived to storm the forces, they
were repelled by guerrilla tactics, and have
been unable to proceed. The army has
gathered information, though and they
know the red-eye slavers have been
enslaving the uncivilized locals as well as any
nearby travelers they can, and selling them
for a number of unscrupulous purposes
including one caravan that was waylaid,
consigned to be food for a dragon.
Furthemore, a large red dragon has been
seen nearby, and such is a concern - though
it is considered very unlikely to be tied
directly to the slavers. The most recent, and
you soon find out - last attempt to delve into
the jungle has been to hire adventurers, as
this method has proven effective against
these slavers in the past. The call goes out
far and wide, with a sizable reward of 7000
gold crown. With such a large reward,
though, many people suspect the danger
that no doubt lies in wait deep within the
jungle.
The PCs can have a number of ties to this
adventure, including being a specialized unit
of Lord Benti's army, adventurers hungry for
cash, or simply a group of heroes looking to
right the wrong of people being sold for
food. Or, for a group of evil PCs, the ability
to wrest control of a feared orginization may
be enough of a hook.
Whatever means they are used to get there,
the PCs arrive at Lord Benti's outpost, Fort
Narsse, on the edge of the jungle, a place
hastily built and even more hastily found
itself upon hard times. In addition to the
slavers they are there to find and eliminate,
there are local monstrous creatures harrying
them, lizardmen for the most part, although
there have been kobolds also. While there
has been no proof that they are connected
to one another, or to the slavers, either, the
soldiers have become superstitious, and
believe any force that turns against them in
the jungle is another cause allied against
them. Needless to say, morale is shot.

In command of the fort is a Commander
Lars, an average looking man with a small
moustache and a bowl-metal cap. He is a
dedicated man, but is not one to push
forward with a lost cause, and it was him
who sent for adventurers to aid them. Still,
in the intervening time he has become more
desperate and as if already determining that
the PCs will fail has begun to gather supplies
to simply burn the forest down, and remove
the single advantage the slavers and beasts
have over them. He will tell the PCs they
have four days to return before he assumes
they are dead and burns down the forest - if
the matter is simply taking them much
longer, then he wishes them luck. If the PCs
press, he will be willing to give them two
extra days, but will not be dissuaded from
his plan. He takes more casualties each day,
and he will not suffer the loss of all his men
just because some adventurers *might* be
able to stop the slavers.

The fort has basic supplies, all of them
military grade, masterwork and such, as well
as potions of cure light wounds for sale
through the quartermaster, but is not
prepared to sell the PCs any significant
amount of resources.
When the PCs approach the jungle edge, a
search or survival check DC 15 will reveal a
number of narrow trails, as well as one more
heavily trodden trail leading into the depths
of the jungle. Should the PCs follow the
more heavily trodden trail, they proceed
without interruption to the Checkpoint
encounter. Otherwise, the party will come
across a lizardman hunting group before
they reach the checkpoint.

Fort Narsse (LN) Population: 1,200 (96% human, 2% halfling, 1% elf, 1% other)
GP limit: 3,000, GP total: 300,000
Authority: Military (Commander Lars), Primary Religion: St. Cuthbert (Father Glisome)
Shop-resources:
Fort Narsse has seen heavy casualties, the quartermaster is willing to sell what he has to the
PCs at normal market value.
All simple and martial weapons and armor are available at masterwork quality, though they do
not stock exotic weapons. There is a single +1 half-plate, and a +2 heavy steel shield also
available for sale.
Fort Narsse will purchase items PCs wish to sell off at selling prices for your campaign. Alcohol
is an exception, with morale so low, the fort will pay triple listed price for any alcoholic drinks.
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Lizardfolk Hunters ~CR 7
As the party pushes through the difficult
terrain of the jungle, stumbling over rocks
and vines, they step around a particularly
large rock, only to stumble into a group of
lizardmen hunters crossing the opposite
direction, returning from a hunt. Three
Lizardmen hunters are in front, fifteen feet
in front of the hunt leader, who on the first
round is carrying a pair of dead humans over
his shoulders. If the lizardmen win initiative,
they will back up as far as possible, then
launch thier javellins at whatever party
members are in front. The hunt leader will
drop the corpses and back away, on the
next round doing the same. If at all possible,
they will repeat the process on future turns.
If they are unable to move without
provoking AOOs, the whole group will close
in and whenever possible flank.
The hunt leader's animal companion will
stay hidden in the undergrowth and sneak
up around the back of the party, using his
poisonous bite on any dangerous
spellcasters or ranged PCs, before moving in
to help the other hunters with flanking.
Until he reveals himself, he is hidden
requiring a DC 22 spot to detect.
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Lizardfolk spearman x3 (Medium Humanoid
(Reptilian)) Fighter 4
Hit Dice: 2d8+2 + 4d10+4 (35 hp)
Initiative: +0
Speed: 30 ft. (6 squares)
Armor Class: 17 (+5 natural, +2 heavy shield), touch 10,
flat-footed 17
Base Attack/Grapple: +5/+6
Attack: Claw +6 melee (1d4+1) or javelin +5 ranged
(1d6+1)
Full Attack: 2 claws +6 melee (1d4+1) and bite +4
melee (1d4); or javelin +5 ranged (1d6+1)
Special Attacks: —
Special Qualities: Hold breath
Space/Reach: 5 ft./5 ft.
Saves: Fort +5, Ref +4, Will +1
Abilities: Str 13, Dex 10, Con 13, Int 9, Wis 10, Cha 10
Skills: Balance +4, Jump +5, Swim +2
Feats: Multiattack, Precise Shot, Power Attack, Cleave
Treasure (each): Thick fur outfits, Heavy wooden
shield, 8 Masterwork Javelins, 400gp in jewlery
Alignment: Chaotic Neutral

Hunt Leader (Medium Humanoid (Reptilian)) Ranger 4
Hit Dice: 6d8+6 (33 hp)
Initiative: +3
Speed: 30 ft. (6 squares)
Armor Class: 20 (+5 natural, +3 heavy shield +3 dex),
touch 13, flat-footed 17
Base Attack/Grapple: +5/+6
Attack: Claw +6 melee (1d4+1) or javelin +8 ranged
(1d6+1)
Full Attack: 2 claws +6 melee (1d4+1) and bite +4 melee
(1d4); or javelin +8 ranged (1d6+1)
Special Attacks: —
Special Qualities: Hold breath
Space/Reach: 5 ft./5 ft.
Saves: Fort +5, Ref +10, Will +1
Abilities: Str 13, Dex 16, Con 13, Int 9, Wis 10, Cha 10
Skills: Balance +4, Jump +5, Swim +2
Feats: Multiattack, Favored Enemy (Humans), Track,
Wild Empathy, Rapid Shot, Point Blank Shot, Precise
Shot, Endurance
Treasure: 8x Javelin +1, Heavy wooden shield +1,
800gp in jewelery
Alignment: Chaotic Neutral

Animal Companion, Cobra (medium animal)
Hit Dice: 2d8 (9 hp)
Initiative: +7
Speed: 30 ft. (6 squares)
Armor Class: 16 (+3 Dex, +3 natural), touch 13, flatfooted 13
Base Attack/Grapple: +1/+0
Attack: Bite +4 melee (1d4–1 plus poison)
Full Attack: Bite +4 melee (1d4–1 plus poison)
Special Attacks: Poison (primary DC 18 fort, Con 1d6,
secondary DC 14 fort, con 1d4)
Special Qualities: Scent
Space/Reach: 5 ft./5 ft.
Saves: Fort +3, Ref +6, Will +1
Abilities: Str 8, Dex 17, Con 11, Int 1, Wis 12, Cha 2
Skills: Balance +11, Climb +11, Hide +12, Listen +5, Spot
+5, Swim +7
Feats: Evasion, Improved Initiative, Weapon Finesse
Alignment: True Neutral

The further the party gets into the jungle,
the muggier and more unpleasant it gets.
Biting and stinging insects are a constant
bother, as well as prickly plants and uneven
ground, despite the trail gradually widening
as the multiple trails seen at the edge of the
forest slowly converge onto the main path.
Up ahead, the players can see the path
widen signifigantly, and shadows of
structures come forth from the treeline. The
players have reached the waypoint. Read
the following text to your players:
The path ahead widens abruptly, and on the
left side is a raised platform built to keep the
inhabitants off the uncomfortable ground,
the corners of which extend up seven feet to
a thatched roof to provide protection from
the elements as well. Across from the
structure are six well-worn wooden crates
thrown into the underbrush, covered by a
threadbare white sheet. Twenty feet beyond,
is slaver territory, clearly marked by a red eye
painted into the dirt.
Should the party approach the structure,
they will clearly see two lookouts standing
there, watching the path.

27

Madness Flower Extract:
Madness flowers, more officially known as
Churaua blossoms, are a subtropical flower
that when processed correctly has a
debilitating effect on a person's mind and
body. When struck with a weapon coated
with madness flower extract, the target
must make a DC 15 fort save or take 1d4 con
damage, and a DC 15 will save or take 1d3 int
and 1d3 wisdom damage. After five rounds,
the madness flower extract's full potency
takes effect requiring a DC 20 will save or go
berzerk, attacking the nearest creature,
friend or foe. This effect lasts for three
rounds, and is otherwise treated as
confusion. A negate posion spell during this
period will end the effect.

Slaver Lookouts ~CR 8
As the PCs approach, they will only see the
two deeply tanned spearman lookouts
sitting on the high ground of their structure.
They make spot checks every other round to
notice the PCs approach, scanning the
underbrush in all directions. Should one of
them spot the PCs before they make a
move, they will shout a word of warning to
the other (and the ambushers in the trees),
draw their weapons, and drink one of their
potions of barkskin. They will not relinquish
their high ground if at all possible, and will
switch between their long and short spears
whenever they can to gain an advantage,
favouring the longspears once the
ambushers have jumped down.
The lookout ambushers are hidden in the
trees directly over the pathway, with a hide
check of 15, and a move silently of 18. They
are also making spot checks for approaching
PCs, and if they spot them before a warning
is shouted one will drop a handful of fruit
onto the roof of the building, innocuously
warning the spearmen. The ambushers will
spend the first two rounds of the fight
hidden in the trees above the party, and
apply oil of magic weapon to each of their
daggers. These daggers are already coated
with madness flower extract, and the two
effects do not interfere with one another.
After the second round, the ambushers will
jump from the trees, onto the PCs if
possible. Leaping in such a way will grant
them charging bonuses on attacks, and they
will either sneak attack or bull rush the
members of the party (success when bullrushing will result in knocking the character
prone in the same square as the ambusher,
rather than backwards), whichever appears
to be more advantageous at the time.
On subsequent rounds, they will do
everything in their power to flank the party,
and make as much use of their sneak attack
damage as they can.

Spearman lookout x2 (human) warrior 5
Hit Dice: 5d8+10 (33)
Initiative: +1
Speed: 30 ft. (6 squares)
Armor Class: 15 (+1 dex, +3 armor, +1 shield), touch 11,
flat footed 14
Base Attack/Grapple: +5/+5
Attack: +9 Shortspear (1d6+2)
Full Attack: +9 Shortspear (1d6+2)
Special Attacks: —
Special Qualities: —
Space/Reach: 5 ft./5 ft.
Saves: Fort +6, Reflex +2, Will +0
Abilities: Str 14, Dex 12, Con 14, Int 8, Wis 8, Cha 8
Skills: Intimidate +6, Jump +8
Feats: Weapon Focus (spear), Power Attack, Quick
Draw, Endurance
Treasure (each): Studded Leather Armor, Masterwork
Shortspear, Masterwork Longspear, buckler, potion
of barkskin+3 x2
Treasure (one only): Hand of the mage, Elixir of vision
Alignment: Lawful Evil

Lookout Ambusher x4 (half-elf) warrior3, rogue 2
Hit Dice: 3d8+2d6+5 (25hp)
Initiative: +3
Speed: 30 ft. (6 squares)
Armor Class: 16 (+3 armor, +3 dex), touch 13, flat
footed 13
Base Attack/Grapple: +4/+4
Attack: +10 dagger (1d6+2) + sneak attack + poison
(madness flower extract)
Full Attack: +6/+6 dagger (1d6+2) + sneak attack +
poison (madness flower extract)
Special Attacks: Sneak Attack +1d6
Special Qualities: Evasion
Space/Reach: 5 ft./5 ft.
Saves: Fort +4 Reflex +7 Will +0
Abilities: Str 14, Dex 16, Con 12, Int 12, Wis 8, Cha 8
Skills: Hide +6, Move Silently +6, Tumble +6,
craft(poison) +5
Feats: Two Weapon Fighting, Weapon Finesse,
Weapon Focus (dagger)
Treasure(each): studded leather armor, masterwork
dagger, oil of magic weapon x4, madness flower
extract
Alignment: Neutral Evil

Dire Bear Trap CR ~6
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If the party continues to hold to the woods
as they search for the slavers, they will fall
into another pitfall, this one set by kobolds.
When they arrive at this area, read the
following text to your players.

The dense undergrowth of the forest
suddenly falls away, replaced by a small
clearing. The bushes and vines you had been
fighting through have been cut back here, and
instead a common grass rises to your knees in
this idyllic glade, where two massive trees
stand alone, their canopy merging seamlessly
with the jungle around them. Above, birdsong
compliments the thin rays of sunlight that
pierce through the trees.
Players may make a DC 26 spot check to
detect the trap and avoid stepping on it.
The first portion of the trap is a bear-trap,
which affects the first member of the party.
Failing the DC 20 reflex save does 2d6
damage to the front member of the party,
and immobilizes them in the square until a
DC 15 strength check (by anyone) is made to
open the trap. In addition, for each 5 points
of damage it does, the character's
movement speed is reduced by 10' until they
receive an equal amount of healing. The
bear trap however, is actually the trigger for
the larger portion of the trap, intended to
catch and kill dire bears. Two rounds after
the initial trap is triggered, the second
portion activates.
The second portion of the trap is a huge
swinging log that is released from the
adjacent tree, gaining momentum as it
swings. Once in motion, the log cannot be
stopped until it collides with the tree. The
log makes one attack roll targeting three
adjacent squares in a straight line between
the two trees, including the one containing
the original trap. Should the character
caught in the original trap remain caught, he
is flat footed against this attack.
+14 Swinging Log (3d8+10) damage
Should the PCs remain in this clearing for
two additional rounds after the second part
of the trap is triggered, an actual dire bear
(MM p63. CR 7) arrives in the clearing from
the opposite direction the PCs arrived in,
effectively blocking their escape, lest they
pass through him.

Ultimately, the party will reach the slaver's
base, if only by following the more and more
prominent signs of activity. The path slowly
grows wider, spaces are cleared for beasts
of burden, and even a large discarded cage
containing a human skeleton, bones picked
clean. These signs lead the party ultimately
to the base of operations of the red-eye
slaving company. As they arrive, read the
following text to your players.
As you bend back the last tree and pull
through the brambles, you arrive at a large
clearing, the center of which has been your
recent goal, the base of operations for the
red-eye slavers guild. The ground ahead has
been cleared away, and burned black to
prevent anyone sneaking up on the camp
unnannounced, and it leads up to high
wooden walls, emblazoned with hangings of
the red-eye symbol of the guild. You can see
even from the treeline, at the center of the
camp there is a tall watchtower, inside of
which stands a man with skin as black as
night, tatooed with arcane sigils in red and
white stands watch, a horn in one hand, and
a staff in the other. His
eyes pierce down
towards the tree-line,
keeping watch for any
would-be assault.
Every round, the
watchman makes a spot
check to notice the party,
who if they remain at the
treeline and do not make
an action to hide
themselves, will be
noticed with on a spot
check of 14. If they move
into the open without
hiding, he sees them after
one full round. When he
spots them, he will sound
the horn on the first round,
and go into full defense.
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On the second round,

he will begin casting any spell the PCs are
within range of. If is reduced to half
hitpoints or below by ranged attacks, he will
climb back down into the camp to recover.
The gates to the camp are unlocked, and
unbarred, allowing the PCs easy access to
them when they approach. The two guards
inside the gate have their weapons drawn,
even if not alerted, but until the PCs are
spotted or enter the camp, none of the
other slavers do, and must spend their first
round drawing their weapons.
The central structure is the watch tower and
is 40ft high. The brown shapes are simple
shacks, each 10ft high and made of wood.
The grey squares are cages, all of which
contain at least one slave, except the one in
the bottom right marked (D), which is a cage
closed inside a large crate, inside of which is
a trapped digester. The red circle is a fire pit
burning low. PCs or slavers may move
through this square as two spaces of
movement, but ending a turn in it deals 1d6
fire damage per round.

Camp Encounter ~CR9
If the party does not attack the lookout
using ranged attacks, he will remain in the
tower, and provide what ranged support for
the fighters below that he can, first using his
spells, then his crossbow. If the PCs have
already attacked him, he will climb to the
ground and gather in the back of the camp
with the blasphemer and the leader, using
his spells as he can.
As soon as he is alerted by either the
Lookout or the PCs entrance, the Ambusher
will climb up the watchtower, and begin to
fire down at the PCs. If any PC attempts to
climb the tower after him, he will coat an
arrow with the madness flower extract on
his next turn, and fire it at them while they
are climbing the ladder (flat-footed). If more
than one PC attempts to climb the ladder
after him, he will instead throw an alchemists
fire at them, attempting to knock them off
the ladder entirely, and take whomever is
below them along.
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Red-eye Lookout (elf) Sorceror 5 (S)
Hit Dice: 5d4+5 (22hp)
Initiative: +6
Speed: 30 ft. (6 squares)
Armor Class: 13 (+2dex +1 armor), touch 12, flat-footed
11
Base Attack/Grapple: +2/+3
Attack: +6 light crossbow (1d6)
Full Attack: +6 light crossbow (1d6)
Special Attacks: Special Qualities: Empathic Link, Share Spells,
Familliar (raven)
Saves: Fort +1 / Reflex +3 / Will +5
Abilities: Str 8, Dex 14, Con 13, Int 10, Wis 12, Cha 16
Skills: Spot +8, Concentration +5, Listen +3
Feats: Alertness (granted by familliar), Improved
Initiative, Toughness
Treasure: Masterwork Light Crossbow, Bracers of
Armor +1, 30 bolts, spyglass
Alignment: Chaotic Evil
Spells: 6/7/5 (saves 13+ spell level)
0th – Flare, Light, Ray of Frost, Dancing Lights
1st – True Strike, Magic Missile, Feather Fall
2nd – See invisibility, Scorching Ray, Whispering Wind

Red-eye Ambusher (half-elf) Rogue 5 (A)
Hit Dice: 5d6+5 (25hp)
Initiative: +8
Speed: 30 ft. (6 squares)
Armor Class: 17 (+3 dex, +3 armor, +1 shield)
Base Attack/Grapple: +3/+4
Attack: +5 dagger (1d6+1/19-20) or +9 shortbow
(1d6/x3)
Full Attack: +5 dagger (1d6+1/19-20) or +9 shortbow
(1d6/x3)
Special Attacks: Sneak Attack +3d6
Special Qualities: Evasion, Trapfinding, Trapsense +1,
Uncanny Dodge
Saves: Fort +3 / Reflex +9 / Will +2
Abilities: Str 12, Dex 16, Con 13, Int 14, Wis 12, Cha 8
Skills: Balance +6, Hide +12, Jump +2, Listen +8, Move
Silently +12, Ride +8, Spot +8, Tumble +12, Use Magic
Device +8
Feats: Improved Initiative, Shield Proficency
Treasure: Masterwork studded leather, Masterwork
buckler, Masterwork dagger, Masterwork shortbow,
25 arrows, 5 silver arrows, potion CLW, madness
flower extract, alchemists fire x2
Alignment: Chaotic Neutral

For the first two rounds of battle, the
Blasphemers will buff the fighters, then on
the third round themselves while
approaching the line of fighters engaging
the PCs, and use cure spells on the fighters
to keep them in good shape, moving in to
fight the PCs with inflict spells and simple
melee combat if they run out, or the fighters
die.

Digester (MM p59, CR6) (D)

The fighters will, simply, charge the PCs though those near blasphemers may wait to
receive buffing spells before doing so. If
nessicarry, they will break off to attack
anyone attempting to penetrate deeper into
the camp. Once the first fighter casualty has
occured, another fighter will back away and
open the box containing the digester,
allowing it to attack the PCs, and the
remainder of the fighters will fall back just
far enough to be out of the digester's range,
forming a wall that will allow it to attack the
PCs.

Red-eye Blasphemer (human) Cleric 5 (C)
Hit Dice: 5d8+10 (36hp)
Initiative: -1
Speed: 20 ft. (4 squares)
Armor Class: 21 (+8 armor, +2shield, -1dex), 9 touch, 21
flat-footed
Base Attack/Grapple: +3/+4
Attack: +6 morningstar (1d8+1)
Full Attack: +6 morningstar (1d8+1)
Special Attacks: Rebuke Undead 4/day
Special Qualities: Saves: Fort +6 Reflex +2 Will +7
Abilities: Str 13, Dex 8, Con 14, Int 10, Wis 16, Cha 12
Skills: Concentration +10, Listen +11, Spellcraft +8
Feats: Brew Potion, Lightning Reflexes, Weapon
Focus (morningstar)
Treasure (each): Masterwork Morningstar, Full Plate,
Heavy Steel Shield, Unholy Symbol
Alignment: Neutral Evil
Spells: 5/5/4/3 (saves 13+ spell level)
0th – Cure Minor Wounds, Inflict Minor Wounds
1st – Bless, Entropic Shield, Magic Weapon
2nd – Aid, Cure Moderate Wounds, Sound Burst
3rd – Dispel Magic, Cure Serious Wounds

These fighters, instead of using shields, fight
using their versatile Bastard Swords, and
make good use of their feature to wield
eitherone or two handed, switching as
needed between the bonus damage from
attacking two handed, and the bonus AC
from the new feat Weapon Defense. (stats
assume fighting taking AC bonus)
On the second round, whoever is closest will
open the digester's cage, giving it full view
and ability to attack all squares below the
cage.
If the fighters feel they are losing the fight,
one or two will break off and move to run
up the watchtower, where they can use the
bottleneck of the ladder to more effectively
fight off the PCs.
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The Digester will attack anyone it is able to see once
it's box is opened, including the slavers. The open box
gives the digester range to hit any square south and
west of where it is. The bars of the cage it is in give
anyone attempting to attack the digester with a
melee weapon a 20% miss chance.

Red-eye Fighter (half-orc) Fighter 5 (A)
Hit Dice: 5d10+15 (47hp)
Initiative: +2
Speed: 20 ft. (4 squares)
Armor Class: 22, touch 11, flat-footed 20
Base Attack/Grapple: +5/+6
Attack: +10 Bastard sword (1d10+5/19-20)
Full Attack: +10 Bastard sword (1d10+5/19-20)
Special Attacks: Special Qualities: Saves: Fort +8 / Reflex +4 / Will +3
Abilities: Str 16, Dex 15, Con 16, Int 10, Wis 12, Cha 8
Skills: Climb +1, Jump +3
Feats: Exotic Weapon Proficency (Bastard Sword),
Power Attack, Weapon Focus (Bastard Sword),
Weapon Specialization (Bastard Sword), Weapon
Defense (ER 9)
Treasure (each): Full Plate, Masterwork Bastard
Sword, Potion of CMW
Alignment: Lawful Evil

The leader of the slavers, Joyro Rivell, is a
thin man with greasy hair and a pockmarked
face that belies his strong personality. His
glammered armor is most often disguised as
ragged clothing to surprise anyone who
would attack him. Before establishing
himself in the jungle here, he was the
second in command in the previous Red-Eye
slaver base. That base was destroyed by
adventurers, where he saved himself by
pretending to be one of the captured slaves.
When the battle begins, he will hide himself
in the back of his shack, only emerging when
PCs search it. He will make a bluff attempt to
convince the PCs that he was a slave himself,
and play at having a limp. If the PCs attack
him anyways, or believe him, he will run over
to the slave cages and kick embers onto
them, causing the hay at the bottom of the
cages to light on fire. With this distraction,
he will then drink his potion of invisibility
and attempt to escape. Only if he fails that,
will he fight.
Once the slavers have been defeated, the
PCs may search through their camp at their
lesure. In addition to the equipment the
slavers had on them, there are twenty slaves
who may reward the PCs if freed and
escorted home, as well as all of the supplies
for the slavers.
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Joyro Rivell, Red-eye Leader (human) Expert 9 (L)
Hit Dice: 9d6+12 (39)
Initiative: +3
Speed: 30 ft. (6 squares)
Armor Class: 13 (+4armor, -1dex),
Base Attack/Grapple: +6 / +7
Attack: +8 Dagger (1d6+2)
Full Attack: +8/+3 Dagger (1d6+2)
Special Attacks: Special Qualities: Saves: Fort +4/ Ref +2 / Will +8
Abilities: Str 11, Dex 8, Con 13, Int 17, Wis 14, Cha 16
Skills: Bluff +17, Diplomacy +15, Hide +10, Move
Silently +10
Feats: Improved Initiative, Toughness, Persuasive,
Quick Draw
Treasure (each): +2 dagger, +2 glammered leather
armor, potion of invisibility, ring of jumping, boots of
elvenkind
Alignment: Lawful Evil

The supplies inside the slaver's camp are:
-Keys to each of the cages (and the cages
themselves)
-2000gp in gold and silver coins
-Thirty days worth of trail rations, and twice
that in normal food
-6 flasks of alchemists fire
-10 vials of madness flower extract, and the
recipe to produce more. Should the players
desire to sell it, each vial can be sold for
300gp, and the recipe for 1000gp
-5 potions of CMW
-an efficent quiver containing 60 arrows, 18
masterwork javelins, and six masterwork
shortbows
The whole trip should have taken the PCs
one or two days, which gives them plenty of
time to make their way back to Fort Narsse
and claim their reward before the forest is
burned down. If the PCs took too long, the
DM is suggested to put a lake nearby to
allow them to survive the coming forest fire.
Forest Fires ~CR6:
A forest fire can be spotted by a DC 16 spot
check when it is 600 feet away. It advances
in the direction of the camp at 80 ft per
round. A square of fire burns for 2d4x10
minutes before burning out.
Characters caught in the fire take 1d6 fire
damage per round (no save) and must make
Fortitude saves (DC 15+ 1 per round) each
round to avoid coughing from smoke
inhalation. Coughing for more than one
consecutive round does an additional 1d6
nonlethal damage.
After the first round, characters must also
make DC 15 reflex saves every round to
avoid catching fire themselves, taking an
additional 1d6 points of damage per round.
Dousing oneself in a nearby body of water
protects against catching on fire and fire
damage, but PCs must still make a DC 15
Fortitude save each round versus coughing
and the subdual damage it causes.

Weapon Defence, by Maxxrox

DnDOG Sourcebook Feats: Weapon Defense
and Weapon Finesse Precision
article by cyranojoe, jj_wolven
submission balancing by the Sourcebook
Staff
The DnD Online Games Sourcebook Project
is a collection of original, custom features
for Dungeons & Dragons developed by our
community. Members of DnDOG submit
ideas, and the staff of the Sourcebook
discuss, debate, and balance the best of the
best. The Sourcebook covers many facets of
the game we love, including Base Classes,
PrCs, Races, Feats, Spells, Monsters, Traps,
Weapons, Armor, and Mundane and Magic
Items. The idea is to add to D&D, not change
it, so these are not intended to act as
alternate rules or world-changing concepts.
Consider the Sourcebook an optional "house
rules" text that you can use to spice up your
next campaign, whether at the tabletop or
online with us, at DnD Online Games! Visit
the Sourcebook at:
http://www.dndonlinegames.com/showthre
ad.php?t=54609.
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This month's Explosive Runes highlights two
character-driven feats: Weapon Defense and
Weapon Finesse Precision. Dexterity-based
melee fighters who prefer the style of onehanded weapons but want a little extra
security will enjoy the ability to protect
themselves with deft use of their sword,
mace, or what-have-you provided by
Weapon Defense. These same warriors will
also benefit from Weapon Finesse Precision,
which cranks up the damage-dealing
without demanding precious ability points
be spent on (*shudder*) Strength!

Weapon Defense
You have focused your martial training on
the arts of defense: your weapon becomes
your shield, your blade your protection. With
an agile hand, you deflect, block, and parry
your opponent's attacks, and leave the
lugging around of heavy, clumsy shields to
others.
Weapon Defense [General]
Prerequisites: Dex 15, Proficiency with the
one-handed weapon
Benefit: When wielding a one-handed
weapon (not including natural weapons or
unarmed strikes), you gain a +1 shield bonus
to your AC. When you are fighting
defensively or using the total defense
action, this shield bonus increases to +2.
Special: A fighter may select Weapon
Defense as one of his fighter bonus feats.
Improved Weapon Defense [General]
Prerequisites: Dex 17, Proficiency with the
one-handed weapon, Weapon Defense.
Benefit: When wielding a one-handed
weapon (not including natural weapons or
unarmed strikes), you gain a +2 shield bonus
to your AC. When you are fighting
defensively or using the total defense
action, this shield bonus increases to +4.
Special: A fighter may select Improved
Weapon Defense as one of his fighter bonus
feats.

Greater Weapon Defense [General]
Prerequisites: Dex 19, Proficiency with the
one-handed weapon, Improved Weapon
Defense.
Benefit: When wielding a one-handed
weapon (not including natural weapons or
unarmed strikes), you gain a +3 shield bonus
to your AC. When you are fighting
defensively or using the total defense
action, this shield bonus increases to +6.
Special: A fighter may select Greater
Weapon Defense as one of his fighter bonus
feats.
Feapon Finesse Precision, by djrackley
Weapon Finesse Precision
Make that one-handed blade strike like a
greatsword! With this feat, dexterous
swordsmen and wielders of the whip or
spiked chain spot an opponent's weakness
and drive their blow home with such
effectiveness, it seems like they are twice
their real size.
Weapon Finesse Precision
Prerequisites: Weapon Finesse, BAB +4.
Benefit: With a light weapon, rapier, whip or
spiked chain made for a creature of your size
category, the damage for this weapon
increases by one step, as if the creature’s
size had increased by one category: 1d2, 1d3,
1d4, 1d6, 1d8, 2d6, 3d6, 4d6, 6d6, 8d6, 12d6.
A weapon or attack that deals 1d10 points of
damage increases as follows: 1d10, 2d8, 3d8,
4d8, 6d8, 8d8, 12d8.
Natural weapons are always considered light
weapons.
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Special: A fighter may select Weapon
Finesse Precision as one of his fighter bonus
feats.
Special: Does not stack with Improved
Natural Attack feat.

Improved Weapon Finesse Precision
Prerequisites: Weapon Finesse Precision,
BAB +8.
Benefit: With a light weapon, rapier, whip,
or spiked chain made for a creature of your
size category, the damage for this weapon
increases by one step more than Weapon
Finesse Precision, as if the creature’s size
had increased by one category: 1d2, 1d3, 1d4,
1d6, 1d8, 2d6, 3d6, 4d6, 6d6, 8d6, 12d6. A
weapon or attack that deals 1d10 points of
damage increases as follows: 1d10, 2d8, 3d8,
4d8, 6d8, 8d8, 12d8.
Special: A fighter may select Weapon
Finesse Precision as one of his fighter bonus
feats.
Special: Does not stack with Improved
Natural Attack feat.
Greater Weapon Finesse Precision
Prerequisites: Improved Weapon Finesse
Precision, BAB +12.
Benefit: With a light weapon, rapier, whip,
or spiked chain made for a creature of your
size category, the damage for this weapon
increases by one step more than Improved
Weapon Finesse Precision, as if the
creature’s size had increased by one
category: 1d2, 1d3, 1d4, 1d6, 1d8, 2d6, 3d6,
4d6, 6d6, 8d6, 12d6. A weapon or attack
that deals 1d10 points of damage increases
as follows: 1d10, 2d8, 3d8, 4d8, 6d8, 8d8,
12d8.
Special: A fighter may select Weapon
Finesse Precision as one of his fighter bonus
feats.
Special: Does not stack with Improved
Natural Attack feat.
All submitted material comes under close scrutiny of
the DNDOG Sourcebook Project staff. We, as the
Sourcebook staff, hold the right to edit, revise and
recast any submitted material. By submitting material,
you agree to allow dndonlinegames.com to publish
your submission, both in its original form, and as
edited by the Sourcebook Staff, on the website and in
print publications such as Explosive Runes.

The little Eysturlun girl, the elven looking
one with the green skin and large black eyes,
was first to speak to him and she was
straight to the point.

“Dead, they’re all dead.”
Those words kept going through his mind.
Edril had known it was a bad idea to let
himself get talked into helping those people.
Now they were all dead.
The caves were supposed to be mostly
abandoned. There were supposed to be a
few goblins and nothing more. They were
supposed to find evidence of an ancient
temple (find, hell Edril knew it was there,
but if you could charge a few ‘adventurers’ a
hundred gold to help them find it where was
the harm in that?).
He had been crawling through a dark and
wet cave for hours. The ceiling was high
here; he could probably stand up and walk,
but he also knew these caves well enough to
be careful. There were holes all around, and
places where the ground suddenly dropped
away and you could fall maybe only a few
feet or maybe a hundred feet into a brackish
pool or into the depths so deep you might
never find your way out again.
When he could finally stop thinking about
how he had led those poor fools to their
deaths he realized how tired he was getting.
The ground was soft, not like mud but more
like wet sand, and he decided to stop
crawling just for a moment and rolled onto
his back to rest. He wanted to sleep, but he
was too restless and the faces of those
people -- people only yesterday he had told
would have nothing to worry about if they
hired him -- would not get out of his head.
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“The name is Edril Wrode,” he remembered
saying the first time he introduced himself
to them.

“Are you the one the farmer said has been
to the islands at the far north end of the
lake?” she asked. Her accent was only
slightly noticeable to him.
“I am,” he said with a smile. Standing close
to the table under the oak tree near the
village marketplace, Edril took a moment to
look over the rest of them and size them up
if he could. Other than the Eysturlun, there
was a pair of humans, an elf and a dwarf. Of
the humans the first was a tall man with
long dark hair and a wide face, with a beard
cut close and large white teeth. He dressed
in fine wool, dyed a bright yellow, that set
him out as a man from Vologna, maybe. This
‘yellow’ man, as Edril began to think of him,
was sitting very close to the second human,
a woman with curly red hair poking out from
under a short brimmed blue hat. She had a
pretty face and wore a strange amulet
around her neck. The amulet, made from
some kind of silvery metal, was in the form
of a twisted pair of long cat-like animals
fashioned so their front legs were holding
what looked like a white marbled stone egg.
Edril had never seen any kind of imagery like
that before anywhere in his travels. The
human woman was dressed in good quality
loose-fitting garments, a dark brown blouse
and vest and black trousers tucked into high
leather boots. She didn’t dress like a spell
caster but something about the way she sat
close to the man beside her said either these
two were involved with each other or she
had come to rely on his protection. Across
the table from the human pair sat the two
others. The first was a dwarven woman. She
looked to be rather on in years. Her hair,
black and shiny like silk with streaks of
silvery gray started in the middle of the top
of her head. Edril couldn't tell if this dwarven
woman was going bald naturally or if she
shaved the front of her head. From the look
of her robe Edril assumed she was a

priestess of some kind. Next to the dwarven
woman was an elven man, a young elven
man who couldn’t be more than twenty
years old. He was a Drasbian and that was
certain. Edril knew these folk well. Drasbians
were pale-skinned folk usually with freckles
around their noses and eyes while they are
still young, and this fellow was plastered
with them. He was tall, even for a Drasbian,
and his slim shoulders were well above the
dwarven woman’s head just sitting at the
table. The four of them, the two humans,
the dwarf and the elf, sat back along the
benches next to the table and stayed quiet,
letting the Eysturlun girl speak for the
group. She mentioned they were looking for
a temple dedicated to a Naga Queen, or
some kind of goddess, and their research
had brought them here, to central
Beauvingia.
“You don’t look like much like a ranger to
me,” she said to him, looking him up and
down. This time her accent and difficulty
with the local language were more evident.
“I don’t really think of myself in that way to
be honest with you,” Edril said. “I’ve
traveled all over Eshia, I’ve been to the
Ibalnd Isle so I know a little bit about
Volognans and Drasbians,” he added,
pointing at the humans and the elf. “I’ve
also traveled into the heart of Emalia, been
to Torkistan, Kigier, Laskkrig and even
worked for a while on a boat along the Mi
Tan Coew river down into parts of Eysturlun.
I don’t claim to be much of a fighter, but I
can take care of myself in a pinch and I’m
pretty good with a knife. But the point is I’m
pretty good with a boat, can track across
just about any kind of ground you can think
of and more importantly I have been to this
island you folks have been asking about. I
know that island and its caves pretty well. If
this temple of T’Yat A’Tho is in those caves I
should be able to help you find it in just a
couple of days.”
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“An Eshian ranger just seems strange to me.
A halfling like you seems more suited to the
city than to the outside. You don’t even look
old enough to have done all these things
you say. Your hair is combed and you are
very handsome, no scars on your arms and
even your hands are fair,” she said, taking
the liberty of reaching out and lifting Edril’s
hand up to her large black eyes.
Edril had a feeling it was some kind of test of
his honesty. He had been around enough
Eysturluns to know they were not much like
other people. They were plain-talking,
sometimes outwardly rude people who
spoke their minds and had little respect for
other people’s personal space. And
Eysturluns were not the trusting type. You
had to get to know an Eysturlun well before
they ever started trusting you. They had a
different culture, and Edril had lived among
them long enough to know there were a few
things you could do that would set them
right off, make them dislike you instantly, or
there were things you could do that made
them feel comfortable around you. Another
one of the things he knew well about the
Eysturlun people was there was something
wrong with their eyes. Eysturluns could not
see well in daylight. They were a people who
spent most of their waking hours at night
(getting used to living in an Eysturlun city or
village took some effort). Edril leaned close
to her, peered into her large dark eyes and
smiled at her.
In a whisper Edril said to her, “I’m old
enough to know the difference between a
Palamere and a Doween.”
A Palamere, he knew, was a married woman,
a matriarch of an Eysturlun household and a
Doween was a single free-spirited Eysturlun
woman not bound to any house or family.
Doweens, in Eysturlun society were highly
regarded as brave adventure-seeking
women unafraid of the world at large. Edril
had taken a gamble on saying this to her, if
she were attached, engaged to be married
or widowed he would be insulting her.

The girl didn’t lean away from Edril and said
back in a husky almost taunting way, “Do
you now? We will have to be trying the
depths of this knowledge sometime.”
Edril nodded in agreement and leaned away
from her.
“My name is Sanderesys Fairinollap,” the
Eysturlun girl said. “My associates are,” she
pointed to the rest of the people at the
table one at a time starting with the yellow
dressed human man and going around in a
circle, “Audrian Dammoti, Lilia Sinzarri,
Dwaynrick MacTaddor, and Koanoghi
Matsyuke.”
“Songcaller Koanoghi, please,” the dwarven
woman said in an even thicker accent.
“I’m sorry,” Sanderesys said bowing her
head slightly. “Our dwarven companion
prefers to be called Songcaller Koanoghi if
you please. She understands very little of
the common tongue of you Eshians, but she
knows when she is being talked about.
Songcaller is the best translation of her title,
what they call her in her order. She has
learned this and it is important to her.”
That was how he had met them.
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Lying on the cold wet sand Edril went over
this scene again and again in his head. He
tried to tell himself he hadn’t pushed himself
on them too hard. They were planning on
going to the island anyway so that wasn’t
really his fault. He tried to convince himself if
they had come to the island without him
they would have found the cave on their
own, eventually. Their deaths were not his
fault. He tried to rest, and he wanted to stop
thinking about them.
“Help me.”
It was faint, coming from somewhere ahead
of him. It was a woman’s voice, but he did
not recognize it.
“Help me, please.”
He heard it again. It didn’t sound desperate,
or in pain.
“Please. You are so close. Help me. I know
you are there.”
He knew it was pointless to look around.
This far into the caves it was as pitch black
as it could be. Then it occurred to him,
maybe if whoever was calling out to him had
a light, he might be able to see that.

Edril got to his feet and turned around
slowly, in a circle. He couldn’t see a thing,
absolutely nothing in the darkness.

“Make sounds? I don’t think I can make
sounds when I am like this, but I can…” the
voice said.

“Can you come just a bit closer? Please, help
me,” the voice said, sounding louder.

“Wait a minute what do you mean by, ‘when
you are’…”

“Shhhh,” Edril called as softly as he could,
“There could be more of those creatures
around and they might hear you. I can’t find
you in the dark. Do you have a light?”

Suddenly Edril fell forward as his foot came
down in a place where there was nothing to
stand on and he frantically swung his arms
around trying to keep his balance. He
couldn’t. A panic filled him as he realized he
had walk right into his own death. He was
falling and he couldn’t stop himself.

“I can make a light,” the voice said. “Can you
see it?”
“Did you make a light? I still can’t see
anything,” Edril said.
“Yes I think I did. I’m pretty sure I did. It has
been a long time since anyone asked me to
do that. I’m really not sure. Let me try
again,” the voice said.
Edril didn’t understand what she meant by
that. In the vast darkness of the cave he was
sure if any light was made he would see
something, but he didn’t.
“I can’t see anything,” he said.
“Let me try something else,” she said.
There was a sound from off to Edril’s left. It
was muffled and sounded sort of like,
“KaChung”.
“Wait I just heard something was that you?”
he whispered moving slowly in that
direction.
“Was that me what?” the voice asked. “You
are coming closer I can tell keep going that
way.”
Edril kept walking very slowly toward where
the sound had come from. “Was that you
that made that sound like, KaChung?” he
asked.
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He did not fall to his death. He fell about five
feet and landed on something soft and
crunchy. After a few moments he stopped
panicking and regained his breath. Feeling
around below him he realized he had fallen
on a body.
Whoever it was had been dead for a very
long time. He could feel a chain mail shirt,
and what had to be bones where the sleeves
ended. He didn’t jump off right away, as
someone else might have, because he was
still remembering how dangerous this place
was and that sudden movements could lead
to another fall. He had been lucky this time,
and it occurred to him that maybe there was
something in those old stories about the
luck of Halflings after all. He reached out
with his feet and hands all around him and
checked to make sure there was solid
ground everywhere he could reach. When he
was sure it was safe he rolled off the corpse.
“I knew you would find me,” the voice said.
That was almost more than he could take.
Edril resisted the urge to slide quickly away
from the corpse; he had had many
encounters with dead things that behaved
like they were not dead – none of them
good.
“I found you?” he asked nervously.

“Yes, yes you did. I’m so happy. Thank you.
Thank you for ever and ever. Thank you,”
the voice seemed to grow a bit louder and
sounded genuinely excited.
“Shhhhh, I said don’t be so loud others
might hear you,” Edril hissed.
“Oh I don’t think so. I don’t remember how
it works, exactly, but I’m pretty sure only
you can hear me.”
“Are you some kind of ghost then?”
“Nope,” the voice said.
“You’re a wrath, a wraith or something like
that?”
“Nope,” the voice said.
“Then what are you?” Edril asked.
“Well I’m a girl, silly. And you have rescued
me. I’ve always wondered what that would
be like. I bet you are handsome. I bet you
have kind eyes and a good smile.”
“You can’t see me either, because it’s dark?
Or is there another reason? Maybe you can
reach out your hands and try to find me and
I’ll do the same,” Edril lied. He didn’t reach
out his hands right away. Instead, he
reached down to his left boot and took out
the small knife he kept hidden there.
“Noooooo,” the voice said in a silly way. “I
can’t see you because I don’t have eyes, and
I can’t reach out for you because I don’t
have arms, or hands, or any of those things
really.”
“What are you, exactly?” Edril asked holding
the knife low next to his foot, just in case.
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“Umm,” the voice hesitated. “I think right
now I’m an axe, but I might be a bracelet. I
think I was a bracelet before but then I was
an axe. Yes I’m sure I’m an axe. Right now,
right now I’m an axe.”

“Look,” he said and continued choosing to
speak slowly, hoping he was understood. “I
don’t understand what you just said. My
name is Edril Wrode and I’m an Eshian, from
Eshia, a halfling some call me. All I know
right now is there is a body here, a body
wearing armor. It’s dark and I can’t see
anything else. Are you the body? Are you a
spirit of any kind?”
“Rode as in you rode a horse on the road, or
road as in you rode a horse on the road?”
she said. “Wait, heheheheheheh,” her
laughter trilled though the silence. “That
was silly. Rode, you once went for a ride, or
road the place where you once went for a
ride?”
“Neither. It’s Wrode, double u, are, oh, dee,
ee,” he sounded it out. "Wait. You said you
don’t have eyes, or hands, or any of those
things. You have a mouth, you’re talking to
me.”
“I’m not talking to you. You are hearing me,
and that is so sweet of you because
normally it doesn’t work that way, but it’s
not because I’m talking. You are hearing me
in your head, I think. At least that’s how I
remember it’s supposed to work. You do
have a head don’t you Mister Edril Wrode,
halfling Eshian person?”
“What is going on?” Edril said becoming
more disturbed every moment gripping the
dagger in his hand ever more tightly.
“I don’t know. What is going on? I mean
beside the thing going on where you have
found me, and now I am rescued. Is there
something else going on?”
“You said earlier that you can make a light
but I didn’t see it. Can you do that again?”
Edril tried to keep his cool and think this
through. He had to figure this out one thing
at a time.
“Yes I will make a light again. There can you
see it?”

From beneath the body Edril had fallen on
there was a soft yellow glow. Edril could see
the body now, outlined by the faint light. It
had been a dwarf or Eshian. The body was
too small to be a human or elf. He slid
toward the body on his knees and rolled it
off of the glow.
On the ground, in front of him, lay a longhandled, beautifully crafted axe, glowing a
soft orange-yellow. The handle was dark
wood, smooth and showing no sign of wear.
At the pommel end of the handle there was
a short piece of metal crafted to look like a
drop of water that held a large blue stone in
the side. The axe head was not very large,
only about as big as both of Edril’s hands.
The head was only a single blade, polished
and gleaming in its own light and on the
opposite side of the blade was a curved
hook pointing back down toward the
handle.
“Is that you?” Edril asked.
“Is what you? I mean is what me?” the voice
said.
“The axe that was under the body, are you
the axe? Are you an enchanted axe?”
“I am Viviane. I am the axe, unless you are
looking at another axe. I hope you aren’t
looking at another axe.”
“Okay at least we have that sorted out. Now
what do I do next?” Edril said more to
himself than to anyone else.
“Now you pick me up and rescue me. Thank
you very much.”
Edril reached for the axe and stopped
himself. He was not going to be that
careless, again.
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“You’re afraid, aren’t you,” the voice said.
“They’re always afraid. You think I’m cursed,
or worse. You think I am sentient and evil
and I’m going to take over your will and

make you do all kinds of terrible things,
don’t you?”
“The dead body is not an encouraging sign,”
Edril said, folding his arms.
“I am not cursed,” she said, sounding hurt.
“And yes it is true that I am sentient, but in a
way you will have to take time to
understand. I cannot take over your mind, I
promise. What am I saying? No one ever
believes me. Look, I am begging you please
don’t leave me here. I have been here for I
don’t know how long and I am very scared
of being alone any longer. Could you at least
try and pick me up with a stick or something
and maybe put me in a sack? Just take me
with you, please.”
Edril had to admit it sounded like the thing
was sincere. He could try to pick it up and
put it in a sack. Using the light it gave off he
looked around and found no sticks. Then he
decided to use the leg bones of the body.
The bones were no longer attached and he
easily collected them. Holding them out in
front of him he used them to try and lift the
axe off of the ground.
He slid the bones under the handle and close
to the head, and then shifted his legs so that
they were under his rear. Just as he was
rising to his feet trying to balance the axe on
the bones the voice said, “Did you leave? It
got quiet all of a sudden and I got scared.”
The voice startled him and he lost the
balance he was keeping on the axe. It
slipped and began to fall right for his foot,
blade first. Instinctively he grabbed for the
handle.
As soon as his hand touched the handle his
mind was flooded with images. The axe
danced and flew around in his mind growing
smaller and larger. Then it exploded into a
glittering mass and reformed into a wide
silver bracelet. Then as the image in his mind
grew larger and brighter it changed again it
swelled out in all directions and took on the

form of a small Eshian woman with pale
white skin and long black hair. The Eshian
woman was dressed in a black and silver
gown with ruffled trimmings and wide
shoulder straps. She twirled and the dress
swung outward like it was caught on a
gentle breeze. After she twirled the Eshian
woman stopped and opened her arms wide
seeming to float right toward him and as the
image of the woman in his mind embraced
him the axe in his hand changed into the
same woman. Only there was a very
important difference. The axe that had
become a woman wasn’t wearing any
clothing at all.

slowly expanding her fingers to weave them
into his own and said, “Will me back to
being an axe, for now. We can talk about
how to deal with the other forms later.”

The glow from the axe had gone out and it
was dark once again. She was embracing
him with both of her arms around his heck,
and her cheek was pressed against the top
of his head. Her bosom was against his face,
not altogether an unpleasant feeling but the
suddenness of it all startled him enough to
cause him to fall backward and she fell on
top of him.

“That’s better,” her voice said in his head
again. “Now you can get on with the
rescuing.”

“Oh thank, thank, thank you,” she was
saying as she kissed his face all around,
apparently trying to find his lips in the
darkness. “Sometimes it takes days before
they will me to take one of my other forms.”

Moving slowly Edril again tried to get to his
feet. He held the axe down toward his side,
the head nearly touching the ground, and
thought, “Okay I’m going to try and set you
down on the ground, just checking is all, and
then I’ll pick you back up again.”
“I wish I could remember how we, he, got
here. I’m sorry he died in here. I can’t
remember how. I wish I was more helpful,”
the voice said in his mind.

Her voice, soft and husky, was coming from
her lips and now that Edril was hearing it
with his ears and not in his mind he was
immediately aware of the difference.

Edril paused a moment and thought, “Did
you hear what I said?”

“I willed you to change?” he asked. Edril was
confused but didn’t want to argue.

“That’s funny,” he said out loud.

“Yes you did. See it wasn’t very hard. Wow
it’s cold here,” she said and must have
realized that she was naked. “Oh darn I
forgot about that. This is a bad idea.”
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As her hand was taking hold of his, Edril’s
heart raced. She was soft, and fleshy, and he
remembered the image of her in his mind
and that she was very beautiful. But where
her bare skin touched his he could feel she
was chilled and he knew she would not last
long in these caves with nothing on. Closing
his eyes he tried to remember the form of
the axe, and he felt her hand become like
the wooden handle.

She fumbled around in the dark reaching for
his hand, the hand that was holding the
dagger which he dropped as soon as he felt
her hand on his wrist, and carefully, ever so
gently, she pushed her own hand into his,

She didn’t respond.

“What’s funny?” she asked.
“You can’t hear my thoughts,” he said.
“Naturally and you can’t hear mine either,
thank you very much for small favors. I think
that would make things very uncomfortable.
I have been calling out for such a long time
even though I always believed that no one
would hear me, it isn’t supposed to work
like that. I think only the one who holds me,

or wears me, can hear me, and so I don’t
know how you did,” she said.
“But I hear you in my head not with my ears.
Except when you were real and you were
talking I heard that in my ears. But when you
are like this I only hear you in my head and
you only hear me when I talk. That doesn’t
make a whole lot of sense.”
“Really?”
The way she said that sort of struck Edril as
very funny, after all she was an enchanted
axe that could take on the form of a
beautiful woman. How odd was that?
Suddenly something else occurred to him.
“Are you an axe that can become a woman,
or are you a woman who can become an
axe?”
“I’m pretty sure I started out as a bracelet.
Yes that seems to be what I was at first.
Then there was this little toy axe and this
little wooden doll, Oh!” she exclaimed,
“There was this wizard named Castimeer, or
Casminair or something like that and he
made me. He made me as a bracelet first,
and then he gave me the forms of an axe
and a girl, but I cannot change forms on my
own. I have to belong to someone. Now I
belong to you. I am yours.”
“You are mine? Really?” he said out loud.
“Yes Edril,” she said in his mind. “I am your
bracelet now. I am your axe, and I am your
girl.”
As soon as the words came into his mind,
Edril had an altogether odd feeling that he
was going to have to take a long time
getting used to that.
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He forgot, completely, about setting down
the axe and instead lifted it high above his
head and said, “Can you make a light again?
Let’s see where we are, and how we are
going to get out of here.”

“Okay, one light coming up,” she replied.
With the glow of the axe spreading out all
around him Edril felt a bit better about his
situation. He just might get out of these
caves alive. He might check on the fate of
the others, and confirm just what became of
them after they were all separated by that
flash flood. He had a decent weapon now,
which was certain, even if it was more than
that.
Things were definitely improving.
Viviane, the axe that was also a girl, his girl,
his axe, was quiet as he slowly made his way
across the cave looking for the path that led
him here, looking for the tracks that he
could follow to take him back to where
things had gone wrong.
“Viviane?” he said quietly.
“Yes?” she replied.
“I’m glad we found each other.”
“I am too,” she said. “But I think I should tell
you something.”
Edril froze in place and suddenly fought a
growing feeling of apprehension. Had he,
after all, made another catastrophic
mistake?
She went on after a brief pause, “You need a
bath. You smell.”
Edril laughed, and started walking again.

inauspicious on its own and can be found
parked outside of the most popular inn the
current city has to offer.

Coming to a Consensus
Not everything in an adventure needs to be
a combat encounter for your players. There
should always be a town to retreat to, NPCs
to talk to and objects to find. In this column,
I will explore a number of these things,
allowing you to add a little more flavor to
any area you feel lacking in zest. Don't
expect to find many monsters about; this is
for the role player in all of us.
Gnomes have always been fascinated with
names. This can be seen in almost every
setting you come across. Players of gnomes
often come up with a half dozen names,
each ten syllables long, just to stay in
character. Anwao "Annie" Dethe Oharo and
his traveling census are no exception.
Anwao's group is currently being paid by the
local lords (Lord and Lady Savannah, if none
have been introduced) to conduct a census
of population in the local cities. They've
taken advantage of this to create a detailed
study of names in the nearby area, recording
their results in two separate sets of tomes.
One set contains the painstakingly accurate
details requested by the local lord. The other
is a list of the name, race and gender of each
person in each city they've passed.
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They work primarily out of a covered wagon,
pulled by a team of four horses. Inside is a
single desk, bolted to the floor at the end of
a narrow passage. The passage is lined with
open-topped crates filled with stacks of
books. To the left, the books are labeled
with town names, dates and more. To the
right, everything is blank. The caravan is

Anwao's group is an ideal source of
information and, just as importantly, a
source of quests for parties of any level.
They have with them large amounts of
information about the nearby areas and
people and they are more than willing to sell
this information or trade for other new
information or stories -- such as tales of the
party's latest exploits. While not recorded
directly in any of the plethora of books,
Anwao keeps mental track of all the local
areas where the guards are strained,
whether by bandits or monsters, and will
provide these as hooks to the PCs: after all,
happy guards are talkative ones. If the PCs
ask for payment, he will write out chits of
payment for the PCs to cash at the local
government, authorized by the local lord.
Since his job is to talk with as many people
as possible, Anwao is also an ideal source of
hooks for future adventures. He's heard
everything, after all.
Anwao "Annie" Dethe Oharo,
Gnome, Expert 4 / Bard 3
Skills: Diplomacy +10, Bluff + 4, Sense Motive
+4, Spot +4, Listen +4, Knowledge: Local +18
Languages Spoken: Common, Gnome,
Orcish, Elvish, Dwarvish, Halfling, and Sylvan
Anwao is sharply dressed and clean-shaven.
His hair is dark brown, and his bright yellow
eyes almost seem to glow when he smiles,
which is often. Anwao is a quick-witted,
quick-tongued gnome in charge of
conducting regular censuses, specifically the
current one. He works all across the
kingdom to ensure taxes are being properly
collected and that monsters and other
issues remain in check within the different
lands governed by the king. Starting with
the lowest denominator -- beggars on the
streets -- and working up to any nobility
about, he will collect names and numbers
while gauging the overall well-being of each
city and its inhabitants. When he is not on

duty, he can be found carousing the local
nightlife or trading stories with local children
and innkeepers. If asked, he would say he
loves his job and wouldn't trade it for the
world. Well, maybe for the entire world, but
nothing short of that. If the PCs are looking
for work or information, Anwao will make a
Knowledge:Local check to determine the
most pressing need in the immediate area.
Arcalyr Lescueicr, Ledgerkeeper,
Gnome, Expert 2, Aristocrat 1
Languages Spoken: Common, Gnome, Elven,
Orcish, Infernal, and Aquan
Arcalyr might be of average height and build
for a gnome, but the enormous book he
carries about with him at nearly all times
makes him appear much smaller than he
actually is. Whenever he stops moving for
even a moment, his assistant Wale slips a
stand underneath the large book, which is
more often than not already open, and
Arcalyr begins to write. Most of his book, as
with all the books he pens, is filled with
names of the men and women they
interview. In his cramped yet tidy writing,
the rest of the pages are filled with the
accounts of taxes paid, recent raider attacks
and so on. If the players are mulling about or
looking for work, Arcalyr is more than willing
to go through his books to
find reports of locations that
have had recent bandit
activity outside the ordinary
and request the PCs give the
guard patrols some relief by
handling it themselves.
Wale, the assistant,
Halfling, Commoner 1
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Wale is a young halfling,
perhaps twelve, and is
already starting to show the
weight one gains by being
unrestrained in a well-paid
position. He has short brown
hair and beady brown eyes,
and he carries with him
Whenever he is on duty

a folding wooden stand and a small stool for
Arcalyr and his book. He doesn't have many
aspirations yet, but he knows he doesn't
want to be a glorified porter for his life, and
will quickly take inspiration from the PCs. If
the PCs encounter this group multiple times,
he will eventually take a level in a class of
one of the PCs.
Gonchu, the bodyguard,
Gnome, Fighter 2, Warrior 3
It's hard to imagine a gnome being imposing
and burly, but this gnome, despite his
diminutive stature, manages it. His bright
red beard flares out to both sides and is
often dyed with streaks of yellow and black
to give it the impression of fire. His heavy
armor and twin axes make him seem less
like a boy playing dress-up than a reduced
version of a ferocious orc. He has no sense
of humor, and is more than willing to armwrestle the PCs if they mock him (Grapple
Modifier +6, Strength Modifier +3). He takes
his job seriously. To ensure his group's
safety, he will routinely sleep in the small
cart the group uses to store their results
instead of spending his nights in an inn. He
has a family in the capitol city of the
kingdom, a long way away, and he misses
them. Still, his position pays more than well
enough for them to have a good life, and
he's proud of that fact.

flames. Belbe blinked for a few moments as
her eyes adjusted to the light and then back
to the darkness.

Belbe stood on the edge of a riverbank. The
water lapped up around her ankles. It was
pitch black, but that didn’t bother Belbe in
the least, her heritage granted sight even in
the blackest of nights. From behind her
came a quiet call. “pissh, Belbe what the hell
is taking so long? This has to be the lamest
job we have ever been on. How long we
going to be sittin’ here in the dark like
possums?”
Belbe looked behind her to a man standing
in the middle of a raft floating in the river.
“Grimlore if you don’t shut up I will turn you
into a possum. Smuggling china dolls may
not be your thing, but it is paying very well.”
Grimlore just shrugged and went back to
sitting on a crate in the corner of the raft.
Under his breath he mumbled “You ain’t
going to possumife me.” Belbe’s keen ears
of course pick up Grimlore’s grumbling; she
simply smiled, in a way he was right.
In the distance Belbe saw a twinkle of light.
'That must be our contact,' she thought to
herself. She also briefly wondered if he was
trying to get them caught. Several moments
of teeth grinding passed before the wagon
came into view over the horizon. Behind her
Belbe could hear Grimlore groan as he
realized that their contact was a moron.
Belbe waited for the wagon to get a little
closer then she sprung into action. She ran
into the night and quickly closed the gap
between her in the wagon. Once she was in
range she leaped into the passenger seat
next to the driver.

45

“Quash your lights fool. Are you trying to
get more attention then we need?” The
driver stared blankly for a moment then
quickly capped his lights, extinguishing the

Once it looked like Belbe was no longer
preoccupied, the driver began to babble, his
voice almost ear-splitting in the silence of
night. “I am so glad you guys are willing to
help me out. The taxes on my merchandise
have been killing me. It is hard to make a
profit now a day." Belbe rolled her eyes then
shot the little fat gnomish drive a glare. “If
you don’t talk a little quieter taxes is
something you won’t have to worry about.
We are not doing you a favor this is a job for
us. Getting caught has a direct negative
effect on our profit.” The gnome shrunk
back in his seat a little more and was quiet
the few minutes it took to reach the river.
Once at the river Grimlore hopped off the
boat and began to unload the wagon. With
an armload of crates in hand Grimlore
waded through knee-deep water and not so
gently dropped them onto the deck of the
raft. From the shore the gnome whimpered
a little but didn’t say anything. Belbe looked
over her shoulder at her partner. “Grim they
have to get there in one piece for us to get
full pay.” Grim shrugged and went back to
the wagon, grabbed more crates and this
time placed them softly on the raft.
Belbe then diverted her attention back to
the gnome. “Do you have the amount we
discussed?” The gnome startled slightly then
reached into his pocket and grabbed a bag
of gold. “Yes yes, as we discussed this is half
of your pay. Jethrow has the other half for
you when you deliver the dolls." Belbe
nodded. "Farewell good gnome Peesezzly.
Nice doing business with you.” Belbe then
waded through the water and climbed onto
the raft. Grimlore hopped onto the raft soon
after, grabbed a pole and shoved off using
the pole to propel the raft. Belbe on the
other hand went to work casting a spell.
Using the ends of wing like structures on
each side of the raft as the anchor, Belbe
cast a ball of darkness on each. From shore

in the dark of night the raft almost
disappeared. The globes were far enough
away from the raft to not obscure Belbe and
Grimlore’s view and once finished with the
castings Belbe picked up her own pole and
began to push the raft along. The rest of the
trip down the river was a quiet one.
After about an hour Grim and Belbe reached
the mouth of the river. They had managed
to sneak past the one or two watch towers
along the river. Once they were far enough
out in the bay Belbe dispelled the magical
darkness around them. Almost immediately
a quick flash of light shot from a ship waiting
out at sea, that was the signal. Belbe and
Grimlore picked up their pace and steered
their raft towards the much larger ship.
In few moments the “stern” of the raft
bumped into the side of the waiting boat.
Ropes were thrown down soon after and
Belbe and Grim went about securing the
ropes to the doll crates. Once finished Belbe
called up and the crates slowly began to
creep up the side of the boat. “Ladder?” was
the next thing Belbe called for. Seconds
later wooden rungs clanked down the side
of the boat. Belbe mounted the ladder first
and climbed to the top where a pale-faced
elf grabbed her hand and pulled her the rest
of the way aboard. “Glad to see you are
safe, Belbe.” Belbe smiled and was about to
reply when a dark-skinned human
interrupted her. Kirshank another of her
partners in crime placed his hand on her
shoulder. Belbe almost shuddered - his
hands were always so cold and clammy.
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"Boss, The captain’s getting nervous he
wants us to store the cargo on the move.
You want me to convince him otherwise?”
Kirshank cracked his knuckles to emphasize
his meaning. Belbe brushed his hand off her
shoulder. “Tell him to let us get the cargo
below deck before shipping out. If he has a
problem with that convince him but don’t
break his arms unless you can pilot this
boat.” Kirshank nodded then rushed to the
back of the boat to deal with the captain.

Once Kirshank was out of sight Belbe
returned her attention to the pale faced elf.
“Falas, are your people going to have any
issues with getting our cargo into town
under the nose of the harbormaster?” Falas
chuckled slightly. “Belbe we have been
friends for a while now and you know me
well enough to know that if I say I can do it I
can. So have no fears.” Belbe smiled back at
him. “Good, I just don’t want any unplanned
situations I have to deal with. Let's get this
stuff down below. “Sure thing Bel," Falas
said as he moved to help Grimlore guide the
crates down the cargo hatch.
Belbe moved below to help as well and as
soon as the crate touched floorbroad Belbe
cut the netting and freed the cargo from
their grasp. Grimlore and Falas then hopped
down the hatch and began moving the
crates to the smugglers’ hold. About
halfway through the process Kirshank
returned with a severed thumb in hand,
blood still dripping from its base. “Old cappy
is going to wait to ship out at least for a few
minutes.” Belbe rolled her eye at Kirshank’s
twisted smile of satisfaction at a job well
done, “Kirshank is that the captain’s
thumb?” Belbe asked. “It sure is boss. You
said don’t break his arms. Figured he could
steer just fine with only one thumb. You
think this would make a good necklace?”
Grimlore chuckled. Belbe snatched the digit
from Kirshank. “That is it; you are no longer
allowed to deal with the hired help.” Belbe
wrapped the grisly finger in some cloth.
“Now I have to go put out the bridge you
just set ablaze.” Falas had been listening in
on the conversation as he packed away the
last of the crates and placed the loose
boards back over the secret compartment.
“You know Belbe, I could have spoken with
him. It would have ended better. I have a
way with people you know.” Kirshank’s face
twisted with rage and he approached Falas
giving him a quick shove. “Listen here bard
you aren’t part of this crew. You’re never
going to be part of this crew. That makes
you hired help. So shut it before I deal with
you.” Belbe shouted at the top of her lungs.

“Stow it Kirshank if you are done acting like
a school child go take a break and leave the
help alone.” Falas brushed his shoulders off
and stepped around Kirshank. Kirshank
grunted then headed to his cabin in the back
of the ship. “Falas come with me.” Belbe
started back up the stair to the main deck.
Just as Belbe and Falas reached the upper
decks the ship lurched forward. The sun
started to peek over the horizon and for a
moment Belbe had to stop to let her eyes
adjust to the glare of the morning sun. It
was a painful experience every time. Falas
held her close to his chest as she squinted
for relief. Once her eyes had adjusted she
walked up to the helm and greeted the
captain. He was doing his best to steer the
ship one handed, a blood soaked banged
wrapped around his left hand. “Good
Mistress, I waited to ship out just like you
wanted.” Belbe frowned at the sight of the
captain’s hand. She held out the cloth
wrapped package she had brought with her.
“I would like to apologize for my comrade.
He tends to overreact, but you must
understand the importance of sticking to
the plan, yes?” The captain nodded. “This is
your thumb take it. I know a good healer
that may be able to reattach it. Until then
Falas here knows some healing and is going
to make sure you don’t get an infection and
die.” Belbe took the wheel and held it
steady as Falas worked on the captain.
Eventually Falas rewrapped the captain’s
hand with a clean bandage. “That should be
good enough,” Falas said as he dabbed
sweat from his forehead with some spare
cloth. The captain took the wheel back from
Belbe. “Good Mistress, we should be where
we are going in a few weeks, weather
permitting.”
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Over the course of the next few weeks Falas
entertained himself and others with songs
and stories of epic heroes long gone.
Grimlore entertained himself with games of
chance and quite possibly swindled a few
gold from the crew. Kirshank had taken to
hunting and torturing rats in the bowels of

the ship. Belbe for the most part just tried to
relax. This was the easy part of the job after
all.
It was just before dawn when the ship
slowly crept into the tiny bay of a small
inland. This was going to be the last stop
before their final destination. The captain
rang the ship's bell loudly and continuously
until Belbe and the whole of her gang were
on deck. “Good Mistress, we have arrived,
and we are bringing the ship into port as you
instructed.” Belbe nodded approval, and
then looked to Falas, “Your people going to
be on time. I want to set sail again by the
afternoon." Falas finished putting on his
boots before replying. “Sure thing Bel,” He
then looked towards the rising sun. “By my
accounts we may be a few minutes late.”
Belbe simple stated, “Good.” She had
become distracted by the sight of several
elves standing on a huge stack of crates
waving the ship in with their wide brim hats.
Belbe looked back at Falas with a glare.
“This is low key?’ Falas just shrugged and
shot Belbe a sideways smile.
Moments later the ship had been properly
moored and the port teamsters and Falas’
elven friends had begun to load the ship
with their dummy cargo. Just as the second
load had been properly stowed away one of
the elves running the crane slipped and lost
his grip for a second jolting the third load of
crates about. One crate even managed to
free itself from the netting securing the
load. It plunged to the deck of the ship
bursting open and spilling it contents at the
feet of Belbe and her gang. The smell was
mind numbingly foul, almost as bad a dead
troglodyte. Grimlore held his arm over his
mouth as he backed away. “What in the
hells is in those crates?” Falas gave a slight
chuckle as he flung some of the slimy cargo
from his boots. “These my friend are rotten
onions a main component of Resist Energy
Potions.” Grimlore frowned, “They put this
crap in potions?” Belbe knowing the truth
cracked a small smile. Falas chuckled as he
shook his head, “No, but I doubt the

harbormaster knows that. After cracking
open a few of these I doubt he will give the
cargo another look or thought.” Now it was
Grimlore’s turn to smile.
As Belbe had hoped the ship was ready to
set sail by high noon, and they did so
without any issue. It was now only a day
until arriving at Haven, which was both the
largest port city on the east coast and
Belbe’s home. Time went by fast and they
were soon docked and unloading cargo. As
Falas had predicted the harbor inspectors
only popped a handful of crates before
giving up and letting them be. They quickly
loaded most of the onions on one wagon,
the dolls on another covered by the rest of
the onion crates. Belbe and Grimlore took
the dolls to make to make the exchange and
Kirshank took the onions to dump them
where ever he saw fit.
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After a systematic drive through the city to
insure they weren’t being followed Grimlore
and Belbe arrived at the ramshackle
warehouse that was their meeting place.
Grimlore jumped out of the wagon and
opened a set of rickety doors before
climbing back into the wagon. Belbe pulled
the wagon inside. It was dark and it took a
few seconds for Belbe's eyes to adjust.
Before Grimlore or Belbe knew what was
going on the clicking of several crossbows
loading alerted them to the fact that they
weren’t alone. Grimlore pulled out his sword
and Belbe readied a spell. Before anything
could happen however a light flared to life in
front of them. Belbe winced a little and
Grimlore relaxed. Standing before them was
their contact Jethrow, apparently a distant
cousin of the Gnomish doll trader. Belbe
eventually relaxed as well. She stood up and
spoke, “We have the dolls as promised, have
you the coin promised to us?” The gnome
walked forward a little. “I do, but I think I
am going to hang onto it, and take the dolls.
My buddies with the crossbows think that’s
a great idea as well.” If a dark elf could get,
red Belbe would have been that color as she
angrily barked. “Do you know how you are

dealing with? We came to get paid, and we
plan to get paid!” The gnome smugly
replied, “I don’t know who you think you are
but right now you are outnumbered and in
danger of becoming a pin cushion.” Belbe
just shook her head. “Fine we’ll leave, but
we aren’t going to forget this.” Grimlore had
been calculating his plan of attack, and
broken his silence with a surprised, “What!?”
Belbe gave him the “look” and he knew
right then to drop it. They backed out of the
warehouse with their hands above their
head. “I hate cocky gnomes," Grimlore said
as they headed back down the street.
Through clenched teeth Belbe replied,
“Don’t worry this isn’t over.”
The gang met up at their favorite tavern
later that day. Kirshank was enraged at
being doublecrossed by a gnome of all
things and broke several mugs as he drank
away his anger. Belbe had sent Falas off
early to gather information on the gnome,
and he had just returned. He had found out
the gnome lived in a mansion on the
outskirts of town as well as other things that
would be helpful to anyone wanting to
infiltrate the place. After a few minutes of
planning Belbe finished off her wine and
gave the order to move out. Falas jumped
up too with rapier in hand. Belbe stopped
and looked at him. “Where do you think you
are going?” “With you”, replied Falas. Belbe
frowned, “You are done here. Go home we
can handle this ourselves.” She turned and
left Falas standing dumbstruck in the bar.
Once at the gnomish mansion Grimlore
slowly crept in and slit the throats of the
two gate guards. Getting Kirchank and Belbe
inside after that was a breeze. They
encountered minimal resistance once inside
the manor. What they did meet quickly and
quietly died. In less then a half an hour they
managed to locate Jethrow’s bed chambers.
Jethrow was startled out of a peaceful
dream by the singsong voice of a female elf.
“How does one sleep so soundly after
cheating someone out of so much coin?”

Much to his fright standing over him were
Belbe, Grim and Kirshank. Kirshank
answered, “That won’t be a problem for
him much longer, no sir.” He pulled out a
long knife to punctuate his answer.
Jethrow tried to call for help but was
greeted with Grimlore’s fist in his face
instead. Belbe got in the gnome face.
“We want you to listen, and we will even
help you with that.” Belbe held out her
hand and Kirshank passed her a familiar
half-rotten onion. Belbe crammed it in the
gnome’s mouth. “We do a job we get
paid. That is how it works, and this is
what happens when you try to mess with
how it works. We are getting what we are
owed, so kindly tell us where we can find
it.” The gnome pointed to an extravagant
picture of himself hanging of the wall.
Grimlore quickly tore it down to reveal a
safe. In a few seconds he picked the safe
and retrieved a sack of gold. “This should
cover it boss, plus a little extra for
recovery expenses.” Grimlore said with a
smile. Belbe nodded, “Good, and just so
you don’t forget who we are Kirshank
here is going to teach you a lesson."
Belbe turned to leave as Kirshank drew
his knife and closed in on the gnome.
Over her shoulder, Belbe told Kirshank to
keep him alive.
With a wicked smile Kirshank went to
work. “I hope you weren’t too
emotionally attached to your feet little
man.” From the other side of the
bedchamber doors Belbe and Grimlore
listened to muffled screams as they
waited for Kirshank to finish with his
lesson.
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There are many reasons an item might be buried away. It might be dangerous, or powerful, or simply too
valuable to otherwise protect. This item, The Genesis Gauntlet, was hidden away to keep from the hands of
Vireem. That much is known, but everything else has been lost and obscured by the sands of time.
What little else is known is myth. At the dawn of time, the gods created the world. But doing so was a great
deal of work. So, the gods created the Tools of The Genesis, and gifted them to their most trusted servants to
aid in the crafting of the world. In the millenia since, all but one of these tools have been recorded to be
destroyed, and that one is the Gauntlet of Genesis.
It's specific powers are as forgotten as it's location, but it is said that it had the power to move mountains, the
power to treat stone as sand and metal as clay, but the most legendary and critical power was the power to
grant the very essence of life to unliving things. For this reason, it is said Vireem searched for it. For the
entirety of his life, and for the entirety of his long unlife following it he searched. But he never found it.
The group that controlled the gauntlet knew it was being hunted, and buried it away somewhere, hidden
deep within the earth, or perhaps the sea. The group has been forgotten, the gauntlet has been lost, and it
exists only as legend.
But all legends are founded on a grain of truth. The gauntlet does exist, and there is a single clue to it's
supposed whereabouts. Even now, centuries after Vireem was destroyed, there is an obelisk that stands
proclaiming a secret of sorts regarding the gauntlet, and where it might be found. Power, enough to kindle
the fires of passion in all but the most meek of people, was there for the taking, if only they had the bravery
and cunning to find it.
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translations (including into other computer languages), potation, modification, correction, addition, extension, upgrade, improvement, compilation, abridgment or other form in which an existing work may be
recast, transformed or adapted; (c) “Distribute” means to reproduce, license, rent, lease, sell, broadcast, publicly display, transmit or otherwise distribute; (d)”Open Game Content” means the game mechanic and
includes the methods, procedures, processes and routines to the extent such content does not embody the Product Identity and is an enhancement over the prior art and any additional content clearly identified
as Open Game Content by the Contributor, and means any work covered by this License, including translations and derivative works under copyright law, but specifically excludes Product Identity. (e) “Product
Identity” means product and product line names, logos and identifying marks including trade dress; artifacts; creatures characters; stories, storylines, plots, thematic elements, dialogue, incidents, language,
artwork, symbols, designs, depictions, likenesses, formats, poses, concepts, themes and graphic, photographic and other visual or audio representations; names and descriptions of characters, spells,
enchantments, personalities, teams, personas, likenesses and special abilities; places, locations, environments, creatures, equipment, magical or supernatural abilities or effects, logos, symbols, or graphic designs;
and any other trademark or registered trademark clearly identified as Product identity by the owner of the Product Identity, and which specifically excludes the Open Game Content; (f) “Trademark” means the
logos, names, mark, sign, motto, designs that are used by a Contributor to identify itself or its products or the associated products contributed to the Open Game License by the Contributor (g) “Use”, “Used” or
“Using” means to use, Distribute, copy, edit, format, modify, translate and otherwise create Derivative Material of Open Game Content. (h) “You” or “Your” means the licensee in terms of this agreement.
2. The License: This License applies to any Open Game Content that contains a notice indicating that the Open Game Content may only be Used under and in terms of this License. You must affix such a notice to any
Open Game Content that you Use. No terms may be added to or subtracted from this License except as described by the License itself. No other terms or conditions may be applied to any Open Game Content
distributed using this License.
3.Offer and Acceptance: By Using the Open Game Content You indicate Your acceptance of the terms of this License.
4. Grant and Consideration: In consideration for agreeing to use this License, the Contributors grant You a perpetual, worldwide, royalty-free, non-exclusive license with the exact terms of this License to Use, the
Open Game Content.
5.Representation of Authority to Contribute: If You are contributing original material as Open Game Content, You represent that Your Contributions are Your original creation and/or You have sufficient rights to
grant the rights conveyed by this License.
6.Notice of License Copyright: You must update the COPYRIGHT NOTICE portion of this License to include the exact text of the COPYRIGHT NOTICE of any Open Game Content You are copying, modifying or
distributing, and You must add the title, the copyright date, and the copyright holder’s name to the COPYRIGHT NOTICE of any original Open Game Content you Distribute.
7. Use of Product Identity: You agree not to Use any Product Identity, including as an indication as to compatibility, except as expressly licensed in another, independent Agreement with the owner of each element
of that Product Identity. You agree not to indicate compatibility or co-adaptability with any Trademark or Registered Trademark in conjunction with a work containing Open Game Content except as expressly
licensed in another, independent Agreement with the owner of such Trademark
or Registered Trademark. The use of any Product Identity in Open Game Content does not constitute a challenge to the ownership of that Product Identity. The owner of any Product Identity used in Open Game
Content shall retain all rights, title and interest in and to that Product Identity.
8. Identification: If you distribute Open Game Content You must clearly indicate which portions of the work that you are distributing are Open Game Content.
9. Updating the License: Wizards or its designated Agents may publish updated versions of this License. You may use any authorized version of this License to copy, modify and distribute any Open Game Content
originally distributed under any version of this License.
10 Copy of this License: You MUST include a copy of this License with every copy of the Open Game Content You Distribute.
11. Use of Contributor Credits: You may not market or advertise the Open Game Content using the name of any Contributor unless You have written permission from the Contributor to do so.
12 Inability to Comply: If it is impossible for You to comply with any of the terms of this License with respect to some or all of the Open Game Content due to statute, judicial order, or governmental regulation then
You may not Use any Open Game Material so affected.
13 Termination: This License will terminate automatically if You fail to comply with all terms herein and fail to cure such breach within 30 days of becoming aware of the breach. All sublicenses shall survive the
termination of this License.
14 Reformation: If any provision of this License is held to be unenforceable, such provision shall be reformed only to the extent necessary to make it enforceable.
15 COPYRIGHT NOTICEOpen Game License v 1.0 Copyright 2000, Wizards of the Coast, Inc.

