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INTRODUCTION AND DMING UNDEAD

With a final sharp, splintering sound,
the door gave way. The warriors forced
it aside and peered into the dimness
beyond, blades drawn.

They beheld a dark, littered chamber,
silent and dead. Dust lay thick every-
where. Though there were no traces of
anyone having come there, an old man
sat in its midst, sucking a pipe and hum-
ming into his beard as he regarded
them levelly.

“And who are you, graybeard?”
demanded the foremost man-at-arms,
approaching warily. In reply, the old
man spoke a word of power that smote
their ears with a clap of thunder His
challenger staggered back as if dazed,
dropping blade and shield with a clang-
or.

“My name, despoilers of tombs,” he
said in a deep, rolling voice, “is Elmin-
ster. I sit in this crypt to be with my
friends. You will leave them, and you
will leave me—NOW.” And he rose, eyes
flashing. The men turned and, with one
accord, fled.

The old man chuckled, sighed, and
sat down again. “You were saying?” he
prompted the darkness. And the dark-
ness answered. . .

Undead are among the most vividly
chilling monsters in AD&D® game cam-
paigns, from awesome vampires to
silent, purposeful skeletons. Many
adventurers have battled wraiths and
cut their way through zombies; DMs
wanting to give players more such
excitement will find adventures aplenty
here. Everyone has fears and gruesome
images of the undead; may you find
more in these pages.

This sourcebook begins with intro-
ductory notes on the nature and han-
dling of undead. “Tales From Beyond
the Grave” then presents 10 complete
adventures. Each highlights a “classic”
undead type, with the challenges rising
as one proceeds to the later scenarios.
DMs should modify these as necessary
to better integrate them into campaign
play.

“Creature Notes” accompany each
adventure. These studies of the fea-
tured undead are particularly useful to

DMs devising their own undead adven-
tures.

“The Night Gallery” details the main
character or creature of each adven-
ture and is useful in planning a series of
encounters.

It is followed by “A Mundane Guide to
Wards vs. Undead, Spirits, and Other
Entities,” which explores the magic and
lore of dealing with undead. Some lore
will be “common knowledge” (readable
to players), and more can be revealed
by consulting veteran adventurers,
sages, or crumbling tomes. Much
should be learned only by trial and
error, during combat.

“The Lords of Darkness” section
presents new spells for “necromancers”
(those mages who specialize in working
with undead). They are fully compati-
ble with the spells in other AD&D®
game rulebooks, and are recommended
as rare and mysterious magics, not
spells widely known and available. Cler-
ical equivalents may be devised in
accordance with the deities of individ-
ual campaigns.

Undead in The
ForgoTlen Realms

Although this sourcebook is set in the
FORGOTTEN REALMS" fantasy world,
DMs need not have other Realmslore
(such as the campaign set) if they wish
to set these adventures in different fan-
tasy campaign settings. For those
whose campaigns are set in the Realms,
a few notes will help in planning fur-
ther undead adventures.

Many types of undead are known in
the Realms, including sorts not in the
official AD&D game rules; boars,
horses, wolverines, and even owlbears
have been reported. There are also
undead animated by mages, such as
crawling claws and dracoliches (see
DRAGON® Magazine issue Nos. 32 and
110), little known in other worlds.
Undead are a recognized fact of exist-
ence in the Realms, much feared and lit-
tle understood. Many gory tavern tales
about liches and vampires and armies

of shuffling zombies chill farmers and
merchants alike late at night around
dying hearth fires.

Some undead are clearly evil,
directed or created by or allied to dark
powers. Others are just as clearly neu-
tral, and the intelligent undead have
proven time and again that they are
capable of all the emotions and align-
ments of their living counterparts:
treachery, suspicion, friendship, honor,
and even kindness. There are benign
undead who warn or aid travelers as
well as those who kill the living. What-
ever causes undead to come into exist-
ence (spell, natural process, divine
deed, or unknowable mystery) are
strong in the Realms; there are a LOT of
undead.

DMing Undead

Most DMs use undead for their memo-
rable, fearsome nature and their
unique powers, which can sorely test
low-level player characters. How
undead are handled in battle is of para-
mount importance; while the mindless
nature of lesser undead allows a DM to
rescue foolish PCs from battlefield folly,
too often, more powerful undead are
handled in as mindless a manner.

Consider a lich, for example: a mage
or cleric so thirsty for immortality as to
try to cheat death, and already power-
ful at magic. All too often a lich is played
by the DM as a being who suddenly
throws a paramount instinct for surviv-
al beyond death away, to stand and
trade spells with a band of adventurers.
Liches should be cunning and elusive—
why be destroyed when one can slip
away to strike again another night?
What's the hurry, what's time, to a lich?

The DM should always have a clear
idea of what encountered undead are
trying to accomplish, from skeletons or
zombies mindlessly seeking to slay, to a
vampire or lich defending a trap-filled
lair. Why defend such a lair?

The lich’s lair presented in this book
has a purpose: Alokkair is trying to
strip greedy adventurers of all the mag-
ic (and valuables which can buy more



magic) he can. A vampire or spectre
may try to separate individuals from a
party with pit traps and the like, so as to
drain them at leisure, and gain undead
followers.

All intelligent undead will have aims
(even if they are insane ones, or whim-
sies to entertain them). The “natural”
creation of greater undead seems
related to strength of purpose and
character, so thinking undead without
something to do (beyond exulting in kill-
ing and mayhem) should be rare.

A vampire or lich that clashes with
player characters many times to
become a behind-the-scenes personal
foe is far more memorable, frightening,
and satisfying to defeat than an undead
menace seen for only an instant before
PCs let fly with all their firepower. All
too often, undead are defeated with
boring ease, when a wily vampire
would become gaseous and escape,
only to ambush PCs later when asleep,
separated, or battling another monster.
If DMs play undead as energetically as
PCs, players will soon have their own
chilling tales of undead and hard battles
in the dark.

ALTernaTives To
Energy Draining

Many DMs are reluctant to use undead
as much as the vivid descriptions of
these monsters tempt them to; it seems
unfair to DMs and players alike to lose
10 years of life (in a campaign where
time is largely ignored, the loss is mean-
ingless; in a roleplaying campaign, the
loss seems horribly steep) at the mere
sight of a ghost, or have a single undead
attack drain one or even two levels of
hard-won experience, robbing a player
of the game benefits of what might be
literally years of AD&D® game play.
The horror and might of undead
must be preserved: to merely turn a
level-draining ability into so many dice
of physical damage seems a poor solu-
tion. DMs may well devise their own
solutions, but here are some alterna-
tives to an attack that would normally

result in a loss of character experience.

e Temporary paralysis with no sav-
ing throw, either complete or partial,
thereby preventing spell-casting, climb-
ing, picking locks, and giving a -2 pen-
alty to AC and attacks, for 1d12 + 10
rounds; curable.

o Loss of all experience gained back
to the minimum required for the char-
acter’s current level.

o Immediate loss of consciousness,
loss of 2d6 hit points, plus a permanent
loss of 1 hit point per drain attack, plus
possible loss of currently memorized
spells.

e Loss of ability points at random;
character must save vs. poison to see if
each loss is permanent.

e Permanent withering of touched
limb (limited wish or wish notwith-
standing), or bestowal of a disease of
severe, chronic nature.

e DBestowal of minor permanent
curse (see “Curses!”, DRAGON® Maga-
zine, issue No. 77).

e Character stricken with insanity
(refer to DMG for types), or, if the char-
acter is a spell-caster, the PC perma-
nently loses knowledge of how to cast a
certain spell at random or perform a
type of a magic.

e Alignment shift of character, one
step per attack, toward that of the
attacking undead. Note that this could
cause back-and-forth alignment shifts
as a character with a long career
encounters undead of different align-
ments.

e Immediate feeblemindedness plus
a permanent loss of 1 ability point tran-
dom choice, save vs. poison to avoid).

Non-Evil. Undead

The arts of creating and controlling
undead are Evil-and, as many have
learned to their detriment, very dan-
gerous.

But undead themselves are not
always evil. In the Realms, and many
other real and fictional lands, there are
tales of apparitions that warn the living
of hazards such as washed-out bridges
and impending disaster. Others provide

silent, non-attacking grim reminders of
long-ago battle valor, or guard family
crypts and the resting places of heroes.

Other undead are of the sorts
described in the AD&D® game rules:
dangerous monsters that must be
fought. There are vampires in the
Realms who command small armies of
undead, and liches who rule entire cit-
ies or underground realms.

But vampires have helped travelers
and battlefield survivors. Liches have
trained, advised, or chatted amiably
with adventurers. Skeletons have
marched out of crypts in besieged cities
to snatch up children-their
descendants-and bear them to safety.

The great paladin Ralgorax, the
“Sword of Tyr,” in the dead of night
roused the sleeping northern village
where he had been born, riding his
charger down its streets and banging
his great sword against his shield. He
warned of an oncoming orc horde—
and slew its boldest scouts as the vil-
lagers scrambled to gather their
belongings and flee.

The next day, after the paladin’s blade
had slain many an orc, the full light of
day revealed that Ralgorax’s flesh was
withered. He bore old death wounds,
and the horse beneath him was also car-
rion. He smiled sadly at their revulsion,
saluted, and rode away-into the
horde.

DMs should keep players on their
toes by occasionally using monsters
that vary from their official versions:
intelligent, unturnable skeletons are
frequent undead examples. Why not
helpful undead? Or neutral undead
who do not even know they have died,
such as merchants caught encamped
and asleep by a long-ago blizzard?
Undead need not always have malicious
personalities.

That is how easy it is to create non-
evil undead. Such variety in an AD&D®
game campaign will give its participants
glowing memories of exciting, vivid
play ... and isn't that what gaming is
for?



SKELETONS

Monster: Skeletons (12)

Terrain: Village

Party Levels: 6 (Average 1st)

Gold X.P.: 800

Treasure X.P.: 1,000

Monster X.P.:
Kill: 744
Retreat: 186

Defeat: 558

SetTup

e Several churchyards in local villag-
es have been desecrated. Grave robbers
are suspected of unearthing the tombs
and strewing bones about the ceme-
tery. Only one cemetery in the area
remains untouched. PCs are asked by
the local temple to guard the church-
yard and prevent this sacrilege.

o The village temple’s sexton runs
screaming to the tavern about the dead
rising from their tombs in the vaults
beneath the temple. Villagers who dare
investigate are attacked by moldering
skeletons. The PCs are rousted from
their sleep at the inn and pressed into
service against this menace.

DM Background

Village cemeteries in the area are being
disturbed, not by grave robbers, but
rather by the odd magical powers of
Kendra, a madwoman with the ability
to animate the skeletal dead (see “The
Night Gallery”). Recently, she has wan-
dered into the village of Daufin. A few
days before, a caretaker chased the
filthy vagabond woman away from the
temple grounds. Now, at the dark of the
moon, Kendra visits the cemetery,
raises the dead at midnight, and turns
their wrath against the temple staff
who live in nearby outbuildings. Joined
by the dead of the mausoleum vaults
within the temple, the skeletons will
slay the living and desecrate the temple
unless heroic actions prevent them
from doing so.

If PCs have agreed to guard the ceme-
tery from what is thought to be grave
robbers, they are in on all the action of
this adventure. If they are roused from

sleep to aid the villagers, they come into
the scenario when novices are
besieged, under the heading “The
Siege”, below.

The AdvenTure

Daugin Temple and
Cemelery

The temple in Daufin is small but well-
supported by farmers and villagers.
The curate is Hannes, a third-level cler-
ic. His assistant is the first-level cleric
Jilla, and they have accepted three vil-
lage youths into service as acolytes.

Hannes (first-level cleric): AC 8§;
MV 9”; hp 14; # AT 1, Dmg 1d8
(mace); AL CG.

Spells: Chant, hold person, bless,
cure light wounds.

Hannes is fat and jovial, thoroughly
content to be a rural cleric. He lives in a
fine house at the edge of town. He does
not think clearly in an emergency and is
rather cowardly. Hannes is the one who
suggests that the PCs help if PCs are not
already on the scene. He stays in the
background of any action.

Jilla (first-level cleric): AC 10;

MV 127; hp 6; #AT 1; Dmg 1d6 (quar-
terstaff); AL CG.
Spells: Cure light wounds.

The night Kendra raises the skele-
tons, Jilla has been carousing late into
the night at the local tavern. She may or
may not aid the characters, as the DM
sees fit. If the PCs acquit themselves
well, she asks to join them when they
depart.

Acolytes (3 zero-level clerics):
AC 10; MV 127; hp 3 each; #AT 1,
Dmg 1d2 (fists); AL CG.

Petrus, Davic, and Lauren are obedi-
ent and hard-working teen-agers, easily
awed by things and people beyond nor-
mal village experience. They believe
Hannes is a very wise man, and follow

his orders without question.

The temple is a tall and spacious
building of whitewashed stone with a
red-tiled roof. Although the exterior is
simple, the interior is decorated with
gold leaf, frescoes, and richly carved
woodwork. Below ground, in the foun-
dation walls, are crypts, the final rest-
ing place of leading clerics and some
distinguished villagers. Each crypt is
plugged with a slab of marble carved
with the name, dates, and accomplish-
ments of the deceased concealed
behind it. The temple mausoleum is
almost completely filled, and is all but
ignored under Hannes’ administration.

Along the hill behind the temple are a
few outbuildings, including the aco-
lytes” quarters. The cemetery occupies
the sunny hillside below and behind the
temple. Surrounded by shady trees and
planted with flowers, the place is rest-
fully beautiful by day. Folk often pay
their respects to the graves of the
departed; there is little local history of
active undead, and the cemetery is not
considered to be a fearful place.

A Graveyard Vigil

The cemetery is located in an area
approximately 200" long by 100" wide.
Trees grow on every side of the grave-
yard. The temple and outbuildings are
visible 300" away near the top of the
hill.

Once the PCs have posted themselves
around this area for guard purposes, a
quiet and boring vigil begins. This
cloudy and overcast night is also the
night of the new moon. It is completely
dark in the cemetery and the surround-
ing woods. The only light that can be
seen comes from a lamp over the dis-
tant temple door, which burns all night.
The village is out of sight beyond the
hill, and any light from there fails to illu-
minate the graveyard.

Night birds sing for a time after sun-
set, then settle down for the evening.
Near midnight, a breeze springs up
which rustles the tree leaves and
obscures small noises -such as Ken-
dra’s approach through the woods, and



her quiet muttering as she draws near.
The madwoman’s 30’-infravision helps
her in the darkness, and she is almost
animal-like in her ability to move
through undergrowth and slip between
nearly unseen trees.

Kendra: AC 10 (7 if enraged); MV
12”; hp 5 (stays conscious to -5 hp);
#AT 1; Dmg 1d2 (teeth and claws,
attempts to bite victim’s throat); AL
CE; XP 1,000; ST 10 (18 if enraged);
IN 16; WI 5; DX 9; CO 12;CH 7.
Spells: animate deadWears a ring
of invisibility Infravision, 30’; 30%

immune to sleep, charm.

To see if PCs or Kendra encounter
each other before she can do her magic,
roll 1d6. On a result of 1, 2, or 6, go to
“Running Into Kendra,” below.

Otherwise, Kendra strolls out into the
middle of the graveyard, constantly
humming and muttering under her
breath. Her sounds are hidden by the
wind in the trees, unless a character is
using magic or has exceptionally acute
hearing. As the madwoman walks
around this open expanse, there is a
25% chance that she may pass within
the range of sight of characters with
infravision. PCs may respond however
they wish when they discover her in
the cemetery-at any rate, her magic
has already done its work, and the skel-

etons will soon be rising from their
graves. Go to “Enough to Raise the
Dead!

Running INTo Kendra

On a die roll of 1, Kendra passes close
enough to a PC that the player charac-
ter becomes aware of her presence. If
the PC wins an initiative roll, he is close
enough to make a leap or grab for her.

If the PC is successful in this, Kendra
fights and shrieks, calling skeletons to
her aid. 1d4 rounds later, 1d4 skeletons
rise out of the closest graves and come
to her assistance, attacking her assail-
ant or captors. If the undead free her,
she flees into the woods and comes
back the next night to try this all again.
Otherwise, go to “Rewards.”

If the PC fails to catch Kendra right
away, she runs into the cemetery and
dashes in frantic circles, singing and
calling out to her grave-bound friends.
Regardless of PC actions, the entire
skeleton crew of the graveyard is about
to rise up and assist Kendra. Go to
“Enough to Raise the Dead” and alter
events as necessary to reflect the mad-
woman’s circumstances.

On a die roll of 2, a PC with infravis-
ion glimpses a human-shaped figure
moving through the edge of the trees,
but is not close enough to tackle it
immediately. Oblivious to this attention,
Kendra continues on into the cemetery.

If she is free to walk around there for at
least one round, her magic takes effect,
and play continues with “Enough to
Raise the Dead.”

If the PC grapples with Kendra in the
course of that round, she calls out and
summons 1d4 skeletons which come to
her aid in the next Id4 rounds. If the
undead free her, she flees into the
woods and returns the next night to try
this all again. Otherwise, go to
“Rewards.”

If the PC fails to catch Kendra right
away, and she is alerted to danger, she
flees and runs around the cemetery,
calling skeletons to her aid. In this case,
continue with “Enough to Raise the
Dead.”

On a die roll of 6, Kendra becomes
aware of the PCs before they notice her.
She changes her course and then heads
for the temple mausoleum. Slipping
inside, she raises the skeletons from the
mausoleum crypts. The sexton, alerted
by the thudding of marble slabs onto
the floor, investigates -and sees the
blood-chilling sight of walking bones
and grinning skulls. He screams in ter-
ror and flees to the village to give the
alarm.

If Kendra is diverted in this way,
there is only a 2% chance for PCs
guarding the cemetery to notice her
slipping into the temple. At their dis-
tance from the temple, they notice only
a furtively moving figure. However, the



sexton’s screaming exit some minutes
later should draw their undivided
attention. If PCs investigate, their
encounter is described under “The
Mausoleum.”

Enough To Raise The Dead

Once Kendra has summoned the grave-
yard skeletons, they begin to rise from
the grave two rounds later. It takes one
round for a skeleton to become ani-
mated, and one additional round for it
to claw its way out of the ground (see
“Ecology of the Skeleton,” elsewhere in
this book). In the next four minutes, all
undead that are going to will have
responded to her summons. If PCs are
present, the skeletons attack characters
immediately after emerging from the
ground.

suit and is drawn unerringly to the mau-
soleum by her affinity for the dead.

In either case, she summons the skel-
etons from their crypts in the mausole-
um. If adventurers arrive within one
turn to investigate the disturbance,
they are confronted inside the temple
by skeletons.

Skeletons (2): AC5; MV 12”; hp 10;
#AT 1, Dmg 1d8 + 1; AL CE.
One wears a ring of feather falling.
Skeletons (3): AC 7, MV 127; hp
6; #AT 1; Dmg 1d6 (claws); AL CE.

Skeletons (7): AC 7, MV 12; hp 7
each; #AT 1, Dmg 1d6 (claws); AL
CE.

One skeleton will appear in the sec-
ond round, four more in the third, and
the last two in the fourth.

If there were no PCs guarding the
graveyard, Kendra proceeds to the tem-
ple mausoleum, followed by her skele-
tons. There she “frees” more of her
friends, and the sexton escapes through
a side door to warn the village. Play con-
tinues with “The Siege,” below.

If Kendra has encountered PCs and is
captive or slain, the skeletons attack the
player characters. If PCs are victorious,
play concludes with “Rewards.” Other-
wise, Kendra runs to the temple mauso-
leum to “free” more of her “friends”
while the cemetery skeletons engage
the PCs.

The Mausoleum

Kendra may have noticed PCs guarding
the graveyard, and detoured instead to
the temple mausoleum. Alternately, she
may have escaped to the temple from the
melee in the graveyard. If Kendra knows
she is pursued by characters, she bars
the front door of the temple to slow pur-

These undead fight without reserva-
tion, and can only be stopped by
destroying or turning them. They do
not pursue fleeing characters far from
Kendra. The first two skeletons are the
remains of adventuring clerics. They
were buried in their armor and carry
+1 maces, hence are the most power-
ful fighters among these undead. One
of the other skeletons was buried with
a bag of 300 gp in the crypt at his feet; it
is clearly visible to anyone looking
directly into that tomb.

The Siege

When Kendra has marshaled her force
of skeletons-unless prevented by
PCs- she leads them directly to the aco-
lytes’ quarters, the largest outbuilding.
She has mistaken it for the caretaker’s
residence, and singled it out for her
revenge.

Awakened by the sexton’s screams,
the acolytes see the undead marching
toward their quarters. They bar the
door and stand inside, grasping chair
legs as improvised weapons. Kendra
stays concealed at a distance, watching
what the undead do. When the skele-
tons assault the building, they tear shut-
ters off the two windows and enter.
The acolytes can hold out for one turn
before they are overwhelmed by the
undead and slaughtered. If skeletons
are attacked from the rear (by PCs),
two-thirds of their number turns to the
new threat, and the others persist in
their siege of the house.

Rewards

If the PCs successfully guarded the
cemetery and/or saved the acolytes,
they are thanked by Hannes and
rewarded with 500 gp. If the acolytes
perish, the PCs receive only 100 gp for
their efforts. If Kendra is captured,
Hannes wants to keep her in hopes of
curing her insanity. The cleric doesn’t
expect PCs to loot the dead, but unscru-
pulous characters may acquire the ring
of feather falling, two +1 maces, and
the 300 gp in the crypt.

Ecology of The
SkeleTon

Hubert was blustering his way through
his third pitcher of ale at the The Empty
Tankard tavern. His audience was
mostly reduced to younger adventur-
ers who welcomed the blowhard’s tales
while Callis, the innkeep, readied the
evening meal.

“Last month Rado and I stumbled
across the tomb of Tynik the Robber
King, in the Gray Hills,” the big man
said. “You've all heard of it . . .” he paused
while heads nodded on cue in the lamp-
light, “. . . but they don’t tell you about
the carnivorous skeletons that guard it.
We fought them as long as we could,
but we were outnumbered. They crave
human blood, and when we ran, they
gave chase . . .”

After the past hour of similar yarns,
one listener wasn’t having any of it.
“That’s enough misinformation right
there, you ignoramus!” blurted a rough
voice.

Hubert blinked in surprise at the
unexpected interruption. A female
dwarf moved into the lamplight, and
put her empty mug down on Hubert’s
table with a definitive thunk.

“I'm Tarif Zag,” the dwarf introduced
herself,” and I fought skeletons before
you were born. Learned a lot about
them in the field. Then I retired, and
became a cleric,” she said, fingering a
medallion around her neck in the form
of a silver hammer, “and learned a lot
more. Any adventurer deserves to



know the truth about those creatures,
and not a lot of hogwash.

“Now, let’s get some of this straight,”
declared Zag, surveying the audience
she had so deftly stolen from Hubert.
“Skeletons are both more dangerous
and less fearsome than you've been led
to believe. Anyone who makes them out
to be worse than zombies or ghouls has
never fought zombies or ghouls.” She
took a long pull from her mug, and shot
a sideways glance at Hubert. “And any-
one who says they’re nothing but a pile
of bones, easy to beat, has never had a
close call with ‘em.”

“But I've seen the ones that want human
blood,” rejoined Hubert, not so easily
quelled. “They chased us, and brought my
friend down like a pack of dogs . . .”

“Sure,” Tarif cut him off. “That’s what
it looked like. But let me tell you a thing
or two about skeletons.

“When a skeleton is animated, the
enchantment accomplishes two things.
First, it knits the bones together magi-
cally, binding them with force drawn
from the Negative Energy Plane. Almost
all the bones have to be there-without
mostly complete remains, the spell is
almost impossible to hold together.

“Second, the spell binds energy called
the animus into the skeleton to animate
it. That’s not the same as the spirit or
soul of the deceased. It is only a frag-
ment of soul energy, the portion that
helped keep the soul in the living body.

In death, the animus lingers around the
remains until they turn to dust. This is
true no matter what the race of the
creature whose bones are animated.”

Tarif drained her mug and looked
squarely at Hubert. “Since skeletons
have no brain and no soul, they likewise
have no emotions and no desires—
much less ‘cravings for blood.”” The
dwarf snorted and refilled her mug
from Hubert’s pitcher.

Hubert peered unhappily into his
near-empty pitcher, and drained what
was left with one swallow. “Then how
do you explain those skeletons that
killed Rado?” The fighter belched, then
continued. “Once they caught sight of
us, they chased us forever. They were
bloodthirsty enough to do that!”

Tarif shook her head. “There’s only one
thing that motivates a skeleton: the
orders of the spell-caster that created it.
Once the animus is housed in the bones,
the spell-caster tells it, in a few words,
exactly what he wants it to do. Skeletons
follow those orders exactly-no more, no
less. They behave rather brainlessly, actu-
ally, taking those orders at their literal
face value. More than one necromancer
has been undone by wording skeleton
orders sloppily.”

A studious young man in robes put a
full pitcher on the table near the dwarf-
ish cleric, then asked a question as he
refilled her mug. “So you mean if a
spell-caster tells a skeleton to guard an
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Tarif studied him for a moment.
“Have thoughts of animating the dead
yourself, do you?” His blush was ade-
quate response. “Hmph.” Her disgust
was apparent, but she sampled the ale
anyway and mused out loud.

“No, an order like that wouldn’t be
good enough,” she said. “What does
‘guard’ mean? Stand at attention with a
halberd at port arms? Kill anyone in
sight? If the orders aren’t specific
enough, the skeleton either stands
there undecided, or takes a random
action that seems to fulfill the order.

“The best orders are simple and exact:
‘Stop anyone from leaving this room, kill-
ing them if necessary,” or, ‘Kill anyone who
enters this hallway.” ” Zag inclined her
head to Hubert. “I suspect that’s the kind
of order your skeletons had. As you
noticed, you can only stop them from car-
rying out their orders by destroying
them—or by evading them completely.”

Hubert returned her gaze. “Are skele-
tons always used as guards, or do they
have other purposes too?” he asked,
helping himself to the new pitcher.

Zag shrugged. “That’s their most com-
mon use, I'd say-either guarding a per-
son, or a place like Tynik’s tomb. They're
too brainless to do much else. But they
make tenacious and ever-alert guards.
Besides obeying their orders to the letter,
they are the easiest type of undead to
raise, and are relatively simple to create.



Of course, you only find them employed
by unscrupulous sorts who don’t mind
disturbing the remains of the dead. Then
again, they don’t even exist among people
that practice cremation!

The robed fellow spoke up again.
“Can a skeleton be raised if it's buried?
Or does it have to be uncovered first?”

Tarif frowned as she replied. “No,
skeletons can be raised right up out of
the ground. When the magic knits their
bones together, they're charged with
Negative Plane energy. This unnatural
force has an “unbinding’ effect on Prime
Material Plane matter, allowing the
skeleton to push and scramble its way
out of the ground like a worm through
sand. Or push the stone plug out of a
crypt. And so on. But that burst of
energy fades after a minute or so, and
then the skeleton is no more powerful
than a healthy man or dwarf!

The room fell quiet as listeners envi-
sioned skeletons rising from their
graves. A few shuddered.

“Is there no protection against a sacri-
lege like that?” grumbled Hubert, voic-
ing the thought of many.

“Well, in fact, there is:” said the cleric.
“Not many bother to have it done, but
the clerical ceremony, eternal rest,
drives the animus from one’s remains
and makes it impossible for the
deceased to be raised as any sort of
undead creature. It's a rather costly
ceremony, and one not too many con-
sider essential. But it can be done.”

Hubert nodded thoughtfully as a
youth in a ring-mail vest spoke up.

“How hard is it to fight and destroy
skeletons? I've heard they're pretty
easy to kill-if that’s the word for it.”

“They have a few quirks that are
important to know about:” replied Tarif.
“Holy water or fire are especially useful
against them. Holy water hurts skele-
tons because it undoes the Negative
Plane energy that binds them together.
Fire burns them like it does a person,
and you don’t have to worry about your
aim too much when you use it.

“Swords, axes, spears—all bladed
weapons, in fact, do only about half the
damage you’d expect them to. Slashing

a bone does a lot less damage than slash-
ing flesh would. Arrows and other mis-
siles are next to useless, since they
glance off bones and fly right through
the skeleton. Maces and blunt weapons
do wonders, though, smashing bones
into bits. They're the best hand weapon
to use against skeletons.”

“Why didn’t you just turn the skele-
ton instead?” asked Hubert.

“1 wasn't a cleric then!” Zag laughed.
“It's hard to turn undead if you're not.
But, just as skeletons are the easiest
undead to create, they’re also the easi-
est to turn. So you have a good chance if
you have a cleric along when you meet
a skeleton!

“I've heard there are potions that turn
undead as well.” It was the robed man
again.

Tarif shook her head. “Not to turn
undead, really, but to control them, as if
they were charmed!” The dwarf made a
face. “If there’s ever a disgusting thing
to drink, a potion of undead control is
it. The more powerful creature it’s
made to control, the more nauseating
the taste. Bleah.” She shuddered. “I've
known some people who couldn’t keep
one down, it’s that bad. At least a potion
of skeleton control isn’t as awful as the
rest. It's a gruesome brew to make, but
effective, if you can stand to swallow it.”

On that appetizing note, the innkeep
announced that the roast was done. As
thirsty customers ordered their meals,
their attention turned away from
Hubert and the dwarfish cleric. Tarif
turned to the adventurer, looking sadly
at his once-again empty pitcher.

“Don’t worry,” she said under her
breath. “At least the bones of your
friend Rado will never be animated as
undead. I suppose those were his
remains I blessed with eternal rest.”

“What?” Hubert looked at Tarif,
uncomprehending.

“And here,” said the cleric, placing a
gold coin on the table in front of
Hubert. “Have dinner, on me. If you
hadn’t reduced the number of skele-
tons guarding that tomb, I might not
have made it in and out again. Thanks.”

The coin was stamped with the mark

of Tynik, the Robber King. Zag was
gone before Hubert could think of a
response.

Crealure NoTes

1. Orders are given to a skeleton at
the time the skeleton is animated. Once
given, they cannot be revised unless the
animation spell is terminated and the
undead raised a second time.

2. A spell-caster’s orders cannot exceed
24 words in length. The shorter and
more precise the orders are, the better
chance there is for the skeleton to carry
them out without error. If there is ambi-
guity in a skeleton’s order when it is con-
fronted with a particular situation
(“Guard this room”), there is a 50%
chance that it will stand inactive and con-
fused. The remainder of the time, the
creature may interpret its order in any
way the DM may conceive as being in
accordance with the original wording.

3. After the appropriate spell is cast,
it takes one round for a skeleton’s ani-
mation to become complete. At the
DM'’s discretion, certain spell variations
may allow the skeleton to be raised
from its grave. In such a case, one addi-
tional round is required for it to free
itself if buried in the ground or sealed
in a crypt. At the DM’s discretion, this
may take longer due to unusual circum-
stances. In certain situations, the
undead cannot free itself at all (if, for
instance, it is sealed behind a brick wall
or buried beneath a landslide).

4. The important ingredients for a
potion of skeleton control are ground
bone (from the type of skeleton the
potion is to control); graveyard dirt;
mandrake root; hair from a cleric of
10th-level or greater; and a dash of holy
or unholy water (depending on align-
ment of user). This is the most palatable
of any potion of undead control.

5. Skeletons are immune to the
effects of charm, sleep, cold-based mag-
ic, and all spells which affect willpower.
Holy water inflicts 2d4 points of dam-
age on a skeleton, while sharp or bladed
weapons do only %2 normal damage
(round down).



ZOMBIES

Monster: Zombies

Terrain: Moor and castle

Party Levels: 6 (Average 1st)

Gold X.P.: 5,000 per member

Treasure XP.: 500

Monster X.P.:
Kill: 1920
Retreat: 480

Defeat: 1440

DM Note: This adventure is set up to
stress roleplaying and storytelling.
There’s combat and the like herein,
enough for anyone, but the focus is on
helping the players define their charac-
ters and build a link into the Forgotten
Realms world.

Setup

e Hard luck means hard choices. In
your case, your financial insolvency
means accepting positions as guards for
a caravan passing through the Lonely
Moor. You know there are safer routes,
but the merchant has been told that the
shipment (to avoid official scrutiny)
must pass through the Lonely Moor.
The only good things about this mission
are the pay and the fact that Zhentarim
raids in that area have been cut way
back. Of course, it is not reassuring to
dwell on the reasons why the raids
have been cut back, because the
rumors are dark and horrid. But, then,
they’re only rumors, right?

e Though seen as a clear sign that he
has gone utterly mad, a scholar con-
fides in you that he believes the con-
junction of the stars and planets points
to a revival of the Netherese sorcerers
and their power. As Aumvor the Undy-
ing (commonly believed to be a lich and
secreted away in a northern cave) is
perhaps the best known and roundly
infamous of the Netherese magickers,
this revival is not looked upon with
favor by anyone. The scholar, Bookman
Thomas, believes much could be
learned from the Netherese and com-
missions the group to survey the Lonely
Moor for signs of Netherese’s return to
power. (He’s hired a low-level party
because more experienced adventurers
have turned him down.)

e Food has become scarce, and
money even more so. In return for the
promise of a night’s lodging and a cou-
ple of meals, your crew agrees to dig a
well for the owner of the farmhouse
you've discovered in your travels. As
you take up the picks and shovels he
offers you, one person quips, “When
adventuring, we get to keep whatever
we find when digging.”

The farmer nods pleasantly. “What-
ever you find you may keep. The only
thing I want out of that hole is water.”

You all laugh and, as the day wears
on, you dice for the rights to the odd
gold coin recovered from the hole. As
the sun begins to set, you hear a yelp
from the person down in the well. He
tugs frantically on the rope, and you
haul him to the surface.

In his hands you see a glittering silver
sword that practically radiates magic.
Your companion looks at you, his hands
wrapped tightly around the pommel.
“Don’t ask me how I know this,” he says
in a mournful voice, “But the sword’s
name is Cleaveheart and its master,
who is in the middle of the Lonely Moor,
needs it badly.” He swallows hard. “If we
don't get the sword there in time, I will
die!’

These openers can bridge into the
first, second, and third parts of this sce-
nario. The lead setup ties into the sce-
nario from the start. The second and
third openers tie best into the second
section. Setup No. 4 goes best into the
third section of the scenario. Even so,
no matter what opener you wish to use,
the scenario can be played straight out
with very little modification.

ParT I: NighT Camp

As deserts go, the Lonely Moor has a
great advantage over Anauroch—it has
enough scrub brush to fuel a fire when
night falls. It falls fast, and with it goes
the heat of the day. Jackels and hyenas
greet the night with enthusiastic yowls.
All too quickly, it seems to those gath-
ered at your camp, the howling beasts
seem to have focused their serenade on

your fire.

The campsite is on a low expanse of
alkali flat in a narrow but long stream
bed. While it does not have the strategic
advantage of high ground, it does shield
the group from the chilly desert night
winds and will channel attackers to the
north or south approaches. The sand
dunes that form the valley walls are too
soft for horses to run through. There
are signs (most notably a fire ring) to
suggest others have found a haven here
and, by digging down about 5’, the par-
ty can create a seep well for water.

Zhentarim raiders will hit the party/
caravan in the wee hours of the morn-
ing. Approaching from the south, they
will ride through the camp in two
waves. The first wave will have war-
riors who are meant to occupy the cara-
van’s guards while the second wave
pauses long enough to gather up loot
and, most importantly, destroy or carry
off all freshwater supplies they can see.

Raiders (25 in each wave): AC §;
MYV 24”; HD 2 (mount), 4 (men); hp
10 (mount), 24 (men); # AT 2 (mount),
1 (men); Dmg 1-411-4 (mount), 2-8 or
2-7 (broad sword), 1-6 or 1-8 (lance);
AL CE; XP 354 per each raider and
mount.

The raiders will hit fast and try to get
away as quickly as possible. Certainly
let the players know, through the Zhen-
tarim leader’s cursing, that their com-
bat abilities (no matter how meager)
have forced him away sooner than
pleases him. The raiders will leave the
site to the north and, if the players don’t
think of this themselves, the merchant
will urge them to head out after the
raiders.

Carnage Knowledge

As quick as they might be, the adven-
turers do not catch the raiders. Instead
they come upon a scene that is some-
thing more than horrible. In another
sandy valley, they find the raiders dead,
or almost so. It looks, clearly, as though
the raiders were ambushed, but who-



ever attacked them did it with their
bare hands.

By easing the pain of one victim or
through Intelligence Ability rolls, the
following picture emerges. The
ambushers lay hidden beneath the val-
ley’s sandy walls, then attacked when
the raiders paused to split up the loot
and make it easier to carry off. From a
carcass or two with split spines, it is
obvious the attackers were zombies,
but the efficacy of their attack surpris-
es the players. Zombies, because of
their stupidity, could not normally coor-
dinate such an attack. Something con-
trolled them.

Their tracks lead off to the west
where, as it appears from the highest
point the adventurers can reach, a
hand has reached up from the Lonely
Moor to clutch at the moon.

ParT ll: House of
NighTmares.

The black basalt castle sits in a valley
into which sand has drifted and seem-
ingly choked off all life. In reality, about
10" beneath the sand, the ground is cov-
ered with the remnants of the moun-
tain from which the castle has been
carved. Its five spires stab toward the
sky like fingers, and the castle’s gate is
shaped like the muzzle and head of a
hyena skull. The whole structure has
an antiquity of design and warped qual-
ity to it that would send a shiver down
the spine of even the most jaded adven-
turer.

Created by Aumvor (now known as
Aumvor the Undying) the castle’s own-
ership has fallen to his great-
grandneice, Morasha. The manner and
attitude of the party will determine
how she greets their appearance at her
home. Having had a pack of hyenas
shadowing the party’s approach (con-
trolled by a living zombie hyena), she
will know if they are coming in a war-
like mood, or if they merely happened
upon her castle by accident in a search
for water or the Zhentarim captives.

If the party is hostile in its approach,

Morasha will use the hyenas to harry
the party while she summons up the
zombie defenders of her castle to
mount the walls. If the players over-
come the hyenas and zombies, they can
proceed directly to “Part III: Nuris
Elfward Walks Again.” If not, truncate
the next section (eliminating dinner)
and have the players languish in
Morasha’s clutches.

Hyenas (8): AC 7, MV 12”; HD 3; hp
10; # AT 1, Dmg 2-8; AL NE; XP 65
each.
Pelts are worth a 5 gp bounty.
Zombies (1d10 + 10)): AC 8 MV 6”;
HD 2; hp 6; # AT 1; Dmg 1-8; AL NE;
XP 32 each.

Players arriving without evil intent
will be greeted by Morasha as they
enter the castle’s courtyard. Morasha
will be standing at the top of the stair-
way leading into the castle’s keep and
will openly welcome the strangers. Her
attitude toward them will depend upon
their responses to her greeting -the
more gracious and educated they seem,
the more likely she is to play it straight
with them.

Morasha will lead them into a huge
banquet hall that has exquisite stone
carving beautiful enough to drive any
dwarves almost mad. The pillars arch-
ing up toward the ceiling are carved to
represent the arched spines of skele-
tons. Up toward the ceiling, the skele-
ton’s arms and hands spread out to
form the ribs upholding the vaulted
ceiling. Other details of the work
appear to be modeled after bones of
various creatures and, despite the
macabre source of inspiration, the hall
is a masterwork of the stonemason’s
art.

Complaining she is not often called
upon to entertain travelers from afar,
she invites the players to seat them-
selves at her long ebony table. Once
seated, five different servants come out
bearing platters of meat, dried fruits,
wine and other foods. The meat is prob-
ably horse, but is so well spiced that its
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real flavor (or that of anything else) is
virtually impossible to detect.

The servants do not appear unusual
except that they react to Morasha’s
unspoken commands. She is courteous
enough to thank them for some task
performed, but she never vocalizes an
order. In addition, they appear some-
what drawn and gray. Aside from
avoiding collisions with each other, the
servants appear to notice no one but
Morasha. Lastly, all the servants look to
you to be Zhentarim.

Small. Talk

Roleplaying will be very important dur-
ing the dinner section of this scenario
because Morasha will use it to solidify
her opinion of the characters. Because
necromancy (like surgery and game
design) makes for lousy dinner conver-
sation, Morasha will, through asking
questions about the party members,
eventually bring the discussion around
to love. She will not be looking to
seduce any of the characters and will
be put off if any passes are made at her.
Her point is to determine how the play-
ers react to the statement, “Well, then,
would you say that any action taken in
the name of love is justified by its end?”

The answer to this question, whether
it’s positive or not as well as the depth of
sincerity of the response, will deter-
mine how the scenario plays itself out.
If the players roundly come down
against that attitude, Morasha will see
them as a threat. She will offer them
accommodations for the night and pro-
vide each with a pillow scented with
narcotic flowers. The flowers smell
very pleasant and will ensure the play-
ers sleep deeply-deeply enough to be
dragged into “Part III” of this adven-
ture.

If the players are sincere in answer-
ing the question positively, Morasha
will trust them. Depending upon how
the DM wishes to play her in terms of
mental balance, her actions will be
skewed. If the DM plays her as utterly
and irredeemably crazy, Morasha will
look upon the players as a source of



soft hands for a big man. I need your
hands . . .”) Morasha will immediately
order her living zombies to capture the
players and carry them down to the
vaults below.

Living zombies (7): AC 6, MV 97;
HD 3+ 12; hp 45; # AT 1; Dmg 3-12;
AL N; XP 240 each.

If the DM wishes to play Morasha as
somewhat more sane than evil, she will
invite the players to the vaults to view
her masterwork. This will usher them
into “Part III,” but only after she gets a
vision from one of her living zombie
jackals that some Zhentarim raiders (a
veritable army of them) are coming to
destroy her home. She asks the players
to help defend her castle as she takes
the last step in her experiment. She will
request one adventurer, the one who
has evidenced the most pure and brave
heart among the group, to accompany
her.

Possessing the sword Cleaveheart
will affect this outcome somewhat. If
Morasha is crackers, the sword will
urge the individual carrying it to search
out the vaults. Morasha and the living
zombies will oppose this move. If
Morasha is not nuts, the person pos-
sessing the sword will be asked to join
her in the vaults. The sword will be
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pointed out as a powerful artifact that
can help her attain her goal.

ParT lll: Nurjs
ELpward Walks Again

Playing out this final segment will
depend upon the personality the DM
has chosen for Morasha. The descrip-
tions below will largely remain the
same no matter what the case, but
should be made more sinister and
creepy if Morasha is played as mad. A
good technique for this is to include lots
of slime, spiders, snakes, and other
crawly things in the descriptions if one
or more of your players does not like
them in real life.

The VaulTs

While the pillars above were vertebrae,
these pillars have the form of warped
thigh bones. From the doorway, the
round room’s floor is down a set of 20
concentric circles of steps. The main
floor is 40’ in diameter and lies 20’
below the level of the doorway.
Rusting cages with skeletons in mold-
ering clothes hang from the ceiling and
ring the upper level. Below, on the main
floor, two tables contain alembics and
jars of ingredients commonly found in a
magician’s lab. The nearest table
includes a fat tome, bound in black
leather, with gold script worked on the
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cover. The lettering spells, “Death’s
Book,” and seems to shift and crawl
across the cover like fog creeping up
from the ocean. It's worth 50,000 gp,
provided a buyer can be found for it. In
a small pile, off to the left, you see a
whole host of weapons well suited to a
man of war.

Above the center of the floor, sus-
pended halfway between the floor and
ceiling, is the body of a man. Tall and
incredibly muscular, he would seem to
be sleeping except for the grayish pal-
lor of his flesh. Black basalt tendrils
spread from the center of the ceiling’s
lotus design and appear to be holding
him up, but they seem far too slender
for the job. In addition, he is not resting
upon them, but it appears they are sunk
into his flesh at the neck, chest, shoul-
ders, waist, thighs, and calves. The
body appears perfectly formed, unless
Morasha is mad, in which case the body
is a patchwork of flesh with more
stitching than a quilt to hold it together.
His golden blond hair will be a mangy
collection of scalps if Morasha is not
playing with a full deck, and his normal-
ly symmetrical muscles will look mis-
matched and lumpy.

If the characters are prisoners, they
will look on from the cages while
Morasha eyeballs them for a leg muscle
or a patch of flesh. She will become dis-
tracted by the Zhentarim raid and
leave. In this case, the players will have



to escape and destroy Nuris” body. That
will break Morasha’s mind, leaving her
open to death, or unable to control her
zombies, which will allow the party to
escape with whatever loot they can
find. (If the players kill Morasha, the liv-
ing zombies will have their minds
returned to them, and her corpse will
turn to dust right there in front of
them.)

The ZbhenTarim Raid

This raid should pose a threat to the
players only in the number of foes they
will face. For all intents and purposes,
the castle will be overrun by Zhentarim
sick and tired of their people being kid-
napped and turned into zombies. Com-
bat should be spiced with descriptions
of zombies attacking Zhentarim that
would have killed a player, or using
their own bodies to shield players when
stuff gets very nasty. This fight should
have killing enough for all, but it should
seem as though, in the end, the players
will be overwhelmed.

The Hero Awakens

Morasha wants to bring Nuris Elfward
to life. She would have infused the life
force from one of her zombies into him,
but none of the Zhentarim had the
courage and purity of heart the Nuris of
legend possessed. She wants to draw
enough life force from the player char-
acter to start Nuris up and recall his
spirit from wherever it is.

If the player accepts the challenge,
Morasha will ask him/her to strip off all
clothing, rings, or other stuff that could
interfere with the process. More stone
tendrils will grow from the ceiling at
her command and attach themselves to
the character’s neck, chest, shoulders,
waist, thighs, and calves. The stone will
feel cold, then those areas will go numb
as the tendrils retract and raise the
character into the air. (If the player had
Cleaveheart, the blade will be placed on
Nuris” chest.)

Two tendrils will grow from the ceil-
ing and touch both character and Nuris

in the forehead. Morasha will be chant-
ing out her spell, sending a tingling over
the character’s body, as she powers up
the transference. (This can be made
especially dramatic if the other players
are being backed through the castle
toward the vaults by the incredible
Zhentarim raider group. Alternating
between the two venues of play will
heighten the tension with the transfer-
ence (and the attendant display of pyro-
technics) finally taking place when the
player characters are backed into the
vaults themselves.)

As the transference ritual proceeds,
the player character will see Nuris’ life
flash before his eyes. The scenes will all
be heroic and most often feature Nuris
and his moon elf companion, Aranthor
Eliaoim, battling some evil or another.
While most of it goes by too fast to be
captured, and the views of the world
are easily 2,500 years old, enough infor-
mation could be slipped in to direct
players toward a future scenario. Hav-
ing “Nuris flashbacks” can provide
interesting color or data as the cam-
paign progresses (and can explain away
some amazing dice rolls later).

Muscles rippling and blue eyes flash-
ing with a keen light, Nuris drops to the
ground and lands on the balls of his
feet. With Cleaveheart in hand, or an ax
picked up from the pile on the floor, the
hero moves to help the players drive
back the Zhentarim horde.

ParT IV: WhaTl Do We
Do Nowf?

If the players have killed Morasha, her
living zombies will be released and will
help the adventurers get out of the
Lonely Moor. As they are Zhentarim,
acquaintance with them will have little
value, unless the players are forced, at
some point, onto the outlaw trail.

In gratitude for the players” help in
saving her castle and bringing Nuris
back, Morasha is more than willing to
release some of the zombies from
thralldom. If the players insist, she will
release all her living zombies, though
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she will protest that they are just Zhen-
tarim and will only get themselves
killed in some less productive way.

Morasha will bestow upon the person
of good heart who endured the trans-
ference a magical shield +2 that will
dispell possessions. She will also give
that individual and the others in the
party 5,000 gp for the risks they took
during the fight.

The implications of Nuris’ return
upon your campaign can be great or
small. If you wish him to have no influ-
ence whatsoever, have him head out for
Evereska to live with the elves until
again called from the earth. You could
also have him return Morasha’s love,
leaving the both of them in the middle
of the Lonely Moor. This latter solution
would make Nuris more accessible in
dire times, but would keep him out of
the way.

If you desire a more important role
for Nuris, he could report a desire to
see the world. Nuris remembers a
world 2,500 years gone. The players
would have to teach him about the new
world. Seeking out ruins long hidden,
but fresh in Nuris" mind can also be the
source of adventure.

CrealTure NoTes

I pressed my fingertips into the boot
print and felt the triangular lump that
matched the place Aranthor Eliaoim
had notched his heel, I looked down at
the track, availing myself of the silvery
moonlight the clouds let pass to light
my way. Time had not much eroded the
crisp edges of the track, but I did not
delude myself. I'm days behind him.
Black Bess must be laughing mightily at
me.

My left hand dropped to the hilt of
Cleaveheart, the weapon I'd favored
since Aranthor and I pried it from the
dead Pirate King’s own hands. Forged
from the metal of a rock hurled from
the sky by that new god, Tyr Grimjaws,
it was a weapon of which much would
be sung. Its heaviness pulling at my
sword belt reassured me, for only its
unearthly magic would win my way



through Aumvor’s zombie legions. I'll
free you, Aranthor, and I'll pay Aumvor
a most horrible ransom.

Barely a league further through the
darkened Netherese countryside, I
came to Aumvor’s castle. Ringed by hill-
sides and mountains that still grew
thick with green beauty, the keep fes-
tered like an obscene wound in its val-
ley. Strewn around it, mocking the
forests, the stone chaff blighted the
ground. Twisted dolmens stood like
limbless trees, while smaller rock
shards smothered all plant life.

His zombies are but fingers on his
hand, and now his castle reaches from
the earth to the sky Is he so bold as to
dare to claim divinity? I smiled grimly to
myself. Guide my hand, Tymora, and I
will give him his release.

The castle’s gate gaped open for, with
his command of zombies, Aumvor had
nothing to fear. The gate had been fash-
ioned after the skull of a hyena. As I
strode into its mouth, I waited for the
portcullis to crash down, but nothing
happened. If Aumvor anticipated my
visit, he knew I would not turn away, no
matter what he chose to do to me.

Once through the beast’s stone
throat, I slipped into the shadows to
skirt the courtyard. I quickly mounted
a set of steps hacked into the western
wall. Half hidden in blackness, I froze as
murmured voices issued from a pas-
sageway that opened beneath the
stairs.

The stench of decay confirmed what
my eyes told me about one of them.
Human, or what had once been human,
it shambled forward mindlessly. Flesh
hung limply from its gaunt frame, and
the filthy rags wound round its middle
seemed there more to hold it together
than out of any sense of modesty.

The other creature sniffed the air,
then spun with an agility only a
Netherese living zombie could muster.
The ogre-thing pointed a taloned finger
at me, its eyes blazing with an unholy
intelligence. “Take him, take him!” The
words, croaked through a throat not
shaped for higher speech, turned the
zombie and drove it at me.

Cleaveheart slid from the scabbard in
a circular draw that flashed moonlight
from its razored edge. I wrapped both
my battle-scarred hands around its
warm hilt, then leaped down into the
courtyard. I rolled to absorb the shock
of impact, then gained my feet and
engaged my foes.

The human zombie still focused upon
where I had been. Taking a half step for-
ward, I swept Cleaveheart around in a
crosscut that cut through the zombie’s
back and out its chest. The once-man
staggered, its bony hands clutching at
its split chest, then crashed to the
ground.

Believing it finished, I turned to face
the ogre-thing, for I knew it to be the
greater danger. The human zombie
lunged at me, dragging its lifeless legs
behind it. Its fleshless fingers raked
through my leather breeches and
traced bloody furrows on my shin. Pain
flashed like lightning up to my hip. I
stumbled back yet managed to swipe
Cleaveheart through the creature’s
neck, severing its spine for the second
and final time.

The ogre’s backhanded blow explod-
ed stars before my eyes and sent me
sailing a dozen feet across the court-
yard. I landed hard, the jerkin beneath
my mail absorbing a bit of damage, and
rolled to a stop. Cleaveheart sprang
from my nerveless right hand when my
elbow slammed into the ground. Disori-
ented, I stood before I'd located the
gray-skinned monster or my blade.

I heard something behind me and piv-
oted just in time for the ogre-thing to
sink its fingers into my chest. Rings of
mail snapped in the creature’s grip and
agonies I'd not known since my battle
with the Blue Sword of Archendale
burned through my ribs. With laughter
little more than guttural grunts, the
ogre pulled me close to its face and
turned me so the moon could illuminate
my features.

Recognition flashed in those blood-
shot eyes, but I knew the intelligence
therein was not native to the ogre.
“Nuris Elfward! I am blessed!”

I spat in the monster’s face. “Tell that
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to Old Lord Skull!” I dropped my left
hand on the ogre’s jaw and sank the fin-
gers of my right through its greasy
black hair. Screaming as it sought to
crush my chest, I wrenched hard to the
left and heard a loud snap, though I
could not tell if the ogre’s neck or my
ribs had produced the sound.

The ogre-thing collapsed, dropping
me to the ground. My left leg gave way,
its urgent aching demanding attention
now that my ribs no longer found them-
selves in a vise. I massaged my leg until
it stopped hurting so much and then,
after wiping my bloody hands against
my thighs, found Cleaveheart and
homed the blade.

I levered myself up on my left knee
and bent toward the ogre. I pressed the
fingers of my right hand to its neck and
felt, right below the point of the break,
a small lump over the spine. Shaking
the dagger Wasp from the sheath on my
right forearm, I slit the lump and pulled
free a translucent white crescent.

It looked exactly like what it was: a
fingernail paring. Through an exacting
ritual, a necromancer like Aumvor
could insert the nail paring over the
creature’s spine and gain control over
it. It would still be alive, at least until its
life force had all been fed back into the
necromancer along this magical con-
nection between them, and would be
under the necromancer’s complete con-
trol. As long as they are fed and healed
of disease, they will live out a normal
life span as the necromancer’s slaves.

I narrowed my eyes. Another finger
on his hand. The number of zombies a
necromancer could control would
depend upon his abilities, but a half
dozen zombies in thrall to one man was
as many as I'd ever heard of. That is, of
the living zombies, because they still
have some will and require active con-
trol. Almost anyone can command
legions of the other kind.

Zombies that are actually dead often,
at least in the Netherese tradition, come
from once living zombies. As the body’s
spirit dies, rebellion goes with it. By
substituting the nail paring from the
necromancer for one from another

creature (including a living zombie),
undead zombies can be given to and
controlled by others. Of course, the fact
that they are dead and putrifying does
make them less than ideal servants.

My fingers felt the break in the ogre’s
neck. The pillar of life. That's what my
sword master had called the spine.
“Remember, Nuris, cut the spine and
you'll win the fight. Works on men,
beasts and them what should have died
long ago. Fire’s not bad either, or molten
silver, but the latter aren’t always avail-
able.”

The sound of clapping echoed from
the shadowy walls to fill the courtyard.
I turned, and my heart leaped to my
throat. Aumvor, short and stocky, with
moonlight glinting from his sweat-slick
pate, stood atop the wide staircase lead-
ing into the keep. Resting his fat hands
on the paunch supported by his black
robe’s sash, the necromancer smiled
almost graciously.

Below him, trying to hold his head
tall, stood Aranthor Eliaoim. On the
moon elf’s face I saw the struggle for
control of his body being waged with
Aumvor. “Go, Nuris, flee. My folly of
asking Aumvor to return my beloved
Marissa to life has trapped me. Let not
your friendship doom you as well.” His
voice strangled hoarsely to silence, but
the look in his eyes still begged me to
leave.

I looked up at Aumvor. “Release him
and I will let you live.”

Aumvor shook his head, then raised
his hands like a puppeteer. With a few
deft motions he forced Aranthor to
draw his blade, Bloodquick, and
descend to the courtyard floor. “Save
yourself, Nuris Elfward.”

A furious moan keening from his
throat, Aranthor charged me. By reflex
I drew Cleaveheart and barely man-
aged to turn my friend’s head cut. I
twisted my blade free of the parry and
almost slid into a riposte, but held
myself back.

“No!” screeched Aranthor, “You must
end this!” Aranthor abandoned himself
to Aumvor’s control and Bloodquick
blurred into a silver circle. I parried the
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attack, then bound Aranthor’s blade
against mine. Reaching up with my left
hand, I clawed at the back of his neck,
then drove my right knee into his stom-
ach. Aranthor caved in and fell at my
feet.

Aumvor smiled. “There, I forced the
great Nuris Elfward to break his vow
and kill one of the elder race. Wait until
the court at Evermeet hears . . . Ack!”

Wasp flew from my hand and pierced
the necromancer’s breast. He clutched
at it with pudgy fingers, then stumbled
backward into his keep. For a half sec-
ond I thought to follow and finish his
evil for all time, but a more important
mission stopped me. I slid Cleaveheart
into its scabbard, then homed the elf’s
blade, knelt and lifted Aranthor into my
arms.

Once clear of Aumvor’s demesne, 1
lay Aranthor down and cleansed the
wound on the back of his neck with the
brandy in my wineskin. The sting of it
shocked some life back into him. I
smiled down at him. “You were almost
done for, back there, you know?”

My elven companion nodded weakly.
“Once you ripped the nail out, I was
free of him. It probably relieved him
not to be fighting me so hard.”

I nodded. “Couldn’t have recovered
you had the wound fully healed over.” 1
glanced back toward the keep. “Some-
day, my friend, we’re going to have to
go back there and kill him.”

I smiled and helped Aranthor to his
feet. Suddenly the landscape shifted in
my sight. Sand covered everything I
could see and incredible heat bled up
through the ground into my boots.
Gone was all the greenery and life, only
jackals and other carrion beasts lived
within the land I saw. Glancing up into
the sky I saw that even the stars had
changed their positions.

In a second, everything shifted back
to what I knew of the world. Aranthor
studied me with concern in his green
eyes, but I shook my head. “I trust your
judgment, my friend. Let us return to
the land of the living.”



GHOULS AND

Monster: Ghouls, ghasts

Terrain: ruins, underground warren

Party Levels: 18 (Average 2)

Gold X.P.:

Treasure X.P.:

Monster X.P.:
Kill: 1373
Retreat: 343

Defeat: 1030

SetTup

e Prior Utrecht Bronagan, who tends
the village’s Lathander shrine, has
always suspected that ghouls dwelled
in the village graveyard, yet so long as
the “eaters of the dead” did not disturb
the living, there was little cause for
alarm. Now, a brash young villager has
entered the graveyard and not
returned.

o The villagers have recently begun
to cremate their dead, rather than bury
them, Now, several villagers have disap-
peared in the night, and the corpse of a
recently deceased man was stolen
directly from its bier during a wake, in
front of aghast family members and
friends.

o The local lord wants the mystery of
his missing tax money solved. His tax
collector died in a remote village with-
out revealing the whereabouts of the
collected taxes.

The Horror Faclor

There are things that men were not
meant to see and seeing them tends to
unhinge the mind, fray it a bit around
the edges. Generally, this does not
occur when a character sees a monster
for the first time. Adventurers expect
to see monsters. Horror engulfs those
who see the effects a monster has had
on their fellows, or realize the awful
truth about something, then begin to
fear what might happen to themselves.
When an encounter requests that a
character make a “Horror Check,” the
character must make a Wisdom Ability
Check with a d20. If the d20 roll is less
than or equal to the combined total of
the character’'s Wisdom attribute and
experience level, the check succeeds,

GHASTS

and the character is able to either deal
with, or rationalize what has been expe-
rienced.

If the check fails, the character is
horror-struck and suffers the following
effects: -4 penalty to all die rolls, the
character’s Wisdom is temporarily low-
ered by 1d6 points, he will have a pho-
bia (unreasoning fear) toward the
source of his horror, and he has a 10%
chance to develop a mild form of insani-
ty (roll a d20 and match the result
against the Types of Insanity Table on
page 83 of the DUNGEON MASTERS
GUIDE). If a character afflicted with
mild insanity is unable to separate him-
self from the source of horror, the
insanity becomes more severe.

Player characters may continue
onward, but horrified NPCs (including
hirelings and henchmen) must make a
Morale Check at a 35% penalty. NPCs
who fail this check will attempt to flee
in panic (as if struck by a reversed
remove fear spell).

The effects of a failed Horror Check
linger until the afflicted character is
treated with the clerical remove fear
spell. Even so, the effects of the horror
are lingering. Any subsequent Horror
Checks are made at a -1 penalty. Such
penalties are cumulative; that is, each
time the character fails a Horror Check,
the next check is more difficult.

The PloT

Rugen Phimister, a fat, evil man who
was the local duke’s tax collector, died
and became a ghast with an insatiable
appetite for flesh and gold. In order to
feed his hungers, the ghouls he leads
have kidnapped and imprisoned vic-
tims in their fetid warren. Occasionally,
a victim dies prematurely and joins
their number.

Running The Scenario

If the PCs avoid making loud noises,
they may enter the lair undetected
through either the mausoleum (area
No. 1) or the disturbed grave (area No.
2). The ghouls do not form an organized
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defense until one of their number has
been encountered and escaped to warn
Rugen Phimister in area No. 7. Lone
ghouls who encounter more than two
adventurers will attempt to flee and
join with the pack, otherwise they
attack. Ghoul tactics in the warren are
hit and run-leap from hiding, fight one
round, then flee into the small tunnels.
Ghouls also lead the chase away from
Rugen Phimister and across pit traps
whenever possible, never springing
their own traps.

If Phimister the ghast is encountered,
he may wish to bargain with the adven-
turers, either for their continued safety
or his own (see NPC description in “The
Night Gallery” chapter).

The Lair

The ghoul lair is extensive. Dozens of
passageways, most little more than nar-
row crawl spaces, form a complex war-
ren beneath the graveyard, and more
recently, the village itself. The passages
link graves, mausoleums and crypts,
private family burial plots, and a num-
ber of homes and businesses.

Mapping The Warren

The ghoul warren is designed to let
each DM customize it. Only the num-
bered encounter areas, enlarged tun-
nels, and tunnel intersections need be
marked on the map the DM draws. To
complete the map, the DM must draw
most of the smaller crawl ways. The
steepness and direction of the slope for
each passage must be marked (see map
symbols in the key-the arrow marks
on the tunnel lines indicate the direc-
tion of slope between tunnel intersec-
tions). The number for each encounter
area indicates its relative depth. The
higher the number, the deeper it is
located beneath the surface.

The DM should take care to vary the
slopes of the passageways, realizing
that steeper passages make travel more
difficult, and the adventure a bit more
deadly.
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MovemenT iIN The Warren

All the numbered encounter areas are
tall enough to allow a man to stand
upright. The small connecting tunnels
are different. Any character wearing
more than leather armor will be
reduced to a movement rate of 4”.
Ghouls and ghasts move at their normal
speed through the tunnels.

Random EncounTers

Check for random encounters once
every three turns. A roll of 1 or 2 on
1d8 indicates that an encounter takes
place. If an encounter is indicated, roll
1d8 again and use the corresponding
encounter number from the following
table:

1. The hunting pack. A single ghast
leads a pack of ghouls, yipping and
yammering through the warren. If the
ghast is destroyed here, it cannot be
met in Rugen Phimister’s lair.

Ghast (1): AC 4, MV 15”; HD 4; hp
20; # AT 3; Dmg 1d4/1d4/1d8; SA
nausea, paralyzation; SD immune to
sleep and charm; AL CE; XP 140.

Ghouls (1d4+2): AC 6; MV 97;
HD 4; hp variable; # AT 3; Dmg 1d31
1d3/1d6; SA paralyzation; SD
immune to sleep and charm; AL CE;
XP 109.

2-5. A ghoul.

Ghoul (1): AC 6; MV 9”; HD 4; hp
10; # AT 3; Dmg 1d3/1d3/1d6; SA par-
alyzation; SD immune to sleep and

Ochre jelly: AC 8§ MV 3”7 ; HD 6; hp
25; # AT 1; Dmg 1d10 +2; SD split by

lightning bolts; AL N; XP 300.

charm; AL CE; XP 125.

6. A grisly corpse, partially
devoured, falls out of a niche upon the
party member most likely to be fright-
ened by it (lowest wisdom). That char-
acter must make a Horror Check
(though the DM may have other charac-
ters make checks tool.

7. An ochre jelly.
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8. Pit of spikes, hidden by offal and
refuse. A character falling in takes 1d6
points of damage and has a 25% chance
to contract a disease.

Encounter Areas
1. The Mausoleum

The graveyard contains but a single
mausoleum, the final resting place of a
prominent local family. The tomb door
is closed and has an excellent key lock,
which is still fastened. The interior of
the mausoleum is in shambles; bones
and stone coffins lie strewn about like
gruesome, discarded toys. None of the
body pieces bears any finery. All has
been taken by the ghouls. The ghouls’
secret entrance is in the corner. Below
this hidden trapdoor is a narrow shaft,
about 20" deep. It connects with a ghoul
tunnel. However, the base of the shaft is




a pit trap with spikes, hidden by offal
and refuse. Anyone who falls in takes
1d6 points of damage and has a 25%
chance to contract a disease.

2. A Disturbed Grave

At first, this new-made grave appears
unmolested. Yet upon closer examina-
tion, the loose soil has settled in an
unnatural way, as if its support had col-
lapsed from below.

Any villager can lead the PCs to the
most recent burial plot in the grave-
yard. The mere concept of exhuming
the body, is abhorrent to the villagers. If
the grave is excavated, the lid of the cof-
fin is intact, yet the coffin is empty. The
coffin has been breached from below,
and the corpse removed. In its place is
the rotted body of a dead ghoul, crawl-
ing with maggots and giant white centi-
pedes (which attack anyone opening
the coffin). None of this is evident
unless the coffin is opened. Have the
coffin opener and any villagers present
make a Horror Check. Penalize the
check by -2 if the body is exhumed at
night by torchlight.
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3. AT a Dead Run

This is a long, curving, high-ceilinged pas-
sageway, large enough for adventurers to
walk upright in double file. It ends
abruptly at both ends. The many side pas-
sages afford the ghouls ample opportuni-
ty to ambush unwary PCs. The DM
should mark several passage intersec-
tions as coming from directly above the
passage, or at high, steep angles.

4. The Bone Yard

Every inch of the irregular floor of this
large cavern is deeply covered with
human bones. It is difficult, if not
impossible to cross this room without
crunching bones. Giant rats dwell here,
feasting on the leavings of the ghouls. If
the rats outnumber the PCs, they
attack. Bats on the ceiling are disturbed
by noises, and create a great enough
clamor to alert the ghouls.

Giant rats (11): AC 7, MV 127 /6”;
HD% hp2,2,1,2,4,1,4,1,2, 3,4 #AT
1; Dmg 1d3; SA disease; AL N; XP 9
each.

Giant centipedes (3): AC 9; MV
15”; HD Yy hp 1, 2, 2; # AT 1; Dmg nil;
SA poison; AL N; XP 32 each.

5. The PiTs

The ghouls keep their live victims here
as a sort of “larder” for use in hard
times. A wide, snake-filled trench fills
the passageway to the pits. The snakes

17

O

are difficult to spot in the rubbish filling
the trench (a 2 in 6 chance if the PCs
scan the pit for traps). The snakes are
normal sized, but deadly poisonous. A
character who enters the trench is
attacked by 1d4 snakes each round. If
bitten, a character must make a saving
throw vs. poison or take 3d6 damage.
Characters who make their saves take
Y, damage.

Each of the four pits is 15" deep,
carved into stone, and covered by flat,
heavy stones that were obviously once
tombstones. One is empty, two contain
living victims and the fourth contains a
starving ghoul, a former victim who has
just recently died. One victim is a local
farmer’s son, and the other is a traveler
who spent the night too near the grave-
yard. Both are sick, and the traveler is
gravely wounded.

The ghoul imitates the cries of the
sick victims. When its pit is opened, it
reaches out with surprise (3 in 6
chance) and grabs the closest character
by the neck (up to four attack chances)
and drags the character in. Anyone
who witnesses this must make a Horror
Check.

Ghoul (1): AC6; MV 9”; HD 4; hp 6;

# AT 3; Dmg 1d3/1d3/1d6; SA paraly-
zation; SD immune to sleep and

charm; AL CE; XP 109.




Victims (2): AC10; MV 6”; HD 0;
hp 2, 3; # AT 1; Dmg 1d3; AL N; XP 7
each.

Snakes (12): AC 6; MV 97; HD ¥5;
hp variable; # AT 1; Dmg 1d3; SA poi-
son; AL N; XP 8 each.

6. Ghoul. Goodjes

The ghouls have collected a modest
treasure apart from Rugen Phimister’s
hoard (area No. 7). They have buried it
under refuse in this chamber. However,
except for a path around the room’s
edge, the floor is loosely packed earth
and trash, hiding sharp stakes. Anyone
who walks here will sink down and do
themselves 1d4 damage on the spikes
and have a 25% chance to contract a
disease.

The treasure includes: 3,000 cp, 1,100
sp, 2,000 ep, two gems (50 gp each), and
an enameled box containing two darts
of homing.

7. The CrypTs of The Holy
FaThers

Silent skulls stare bleakly from wall
niches where priests of long ago were
laid to rest. Torchlight glitters upon pol-
ished gold and silver plates, candelabra,
and statuary set out on a huge trestle
table like a banquet for a king. Yet no
king sits here, only a grostesque mock-
ery of man, a grossly fat ghoul. And
what is set before him is a meal fit only
for madmen.

This is the ghast Rugen Phimister’s
lair. Here, he has collected his recent
treasures, taken from local graves, dis-
tant tombs, and other worlds. The
“food” on the table is corpse parts,
many quite fresh. Rugen the ghast will
be eating with gusto while his two
ghoul guards pounce upon his castoffs.
Looking at the “food” and feasting
requires a Horror Check.

Rugen’s description and those of his
two ghoul and one ghast guards are to
be found in “The Night Gallery” section.
If it looks like he can win a fight, Rugen
will fight, otherwise he will barter for

his life (or unlife).

Rugen’s treasure is large and quite
cumbersome (very little of it is coin). Six
golden candelabra at 500 gp each; three
golden place settings (dishes and flat-
ware) at 100 gp each; 10 ornamental
religious statues of gold, silver, and
gems worth a total of 8,000 gp; a leather
satchel containing 100 harbor moons (a
Waterdeep coin of platinum and elec-
trum worth 25 gp in Waterdeep, but
only 10 gp anywhere else); two 500 gp
gems; six pieces of jewelry 2 x 500 gp, 3
x 1,000 gp, 1 x 2,500 gp, an elixir of
madness, potion of speed, potion of
healing, scroll of protection: undead,
spell scroll: one third-level spell, spell
scroll: one second-level spell (all spells
DM'’s choice); and a map. The map
reveals a location where Rugen stored
his ill-gotten tax money when alive. He
can no longer remember where he hid
it or decipher the map. The treasure is
hidden in a cave near the village; sev-
eral mechanical and deadfall traps
guard the treasure, as do the fierce
grizzly bears who make the cave their
lair. The treasure is worth 3,000 gp,
mostly silver, copper, and jewelry.

8. Door iNTo Darkness

A pair of 20’-tall, intricately carved pil-
lars stand half buried in the chamber’s
center. Magical runes (if read) reveal
them as the plinths of a gate, a conduit
to another plane. The ultimate destina-
tion is up to the DM, but given Rugen
Phimister’s background, the Abyss or
Tarterus are likely end terminals.

Ecology of Ghouls
and GhasTs

The gnarled old priest stepped silently
through the high grass and tumbled
stones, picking out a path he knew well,
even in the near darkness. Edging
behind him like frightened children, a
trio of young novices gingerly stepped
around and over fallen grave markers
and statuary.

Abruptly, the old priest stopped and
the first of the novices collided with his
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teacher, apologetically stepping back
only to fall limbs askew into the cold
arms of a smiling marble cherub.

“Brother Felloman, why bring us to
this graveyard, and at this hour of the
night?” the irritated novice whispered,
disentangling himself from the statue’s
embrace. “Surely there is nothing here
that we cannot know from the scrolls in
the temple’s scriptorium.”

Felloman, gave the novice a stern
glance and tugged at his own ear, then
turned his attention to pouring water
from a flask in circle around them.
When the circle was complete, the
water glowed momentarily. Young
brother Amelior knew the look and the
gesture and remained quiet, though he
hoped the darkness hid the flush in his
cheeks.

“Watch,” Felloman mouthed silently
and crouched down into the tall grass.
Amelior and his two fellows, Vortigur
and Grendul, hunkered down into the
grass with their teacher and waited.

Something was with them in the
graveyard. The rising hairs on the back
of Amelior’s neck bespoke the super-
natural. As he peered across the moon-
dappled graves, a figure clambered
silently into sight, shaking off dirt and
grave mold like a dog sheds water, and
clutching some prize to its chest. The
thing (Amelior could not rightly call it a
man) trotted a short distance from its
hole and squatted. Red, feral eyes dart-
ed about, seeking any who would take
its prize.

“Grave robber,” Vortigur gasped
under his breath. Startled, the thing
jumped up and looked wildly about.
Dog-like, it sniffed the breeze, then
froze. Red eyes focused directly on
Amelior. He panicked, rose and tripped,
falling outside the circle of protection.
The thing was on him, smelling of
death. Its touch burned like ice and fire
together, and his limbs refused his call
to flee. Amelior shrieked as filthy claws
shredded his robe and raked his chest,
while snaggled teeth ripped away at his
shoulder. Old Felloman rose, shoving
Mystra’s encircled star before him, and
just as quickly, it was over. Amelior lay



gasping and bleeding in the tombstones
and the thing writhed spasmodically
beside him, still clutching its grisly
prize . . . a rotting human arm, gnawed
nearly to the bone.

The moon was higher now. They
retreated into an open mausoleum
where brother Felloman called light
into being.

“T knew that man,” Amelior said,
scratching at new-healed flesh on his
shoulder. “Well, I knew him when he
lived and was a man. He was Wexelar,
the moneylender. My father said he
cheated folk of their livelihood. I think
my father owed him a great deal of
money. Wexelar died suddenly of the
‘plexy. I remember watching as they
dumped his body in the earth. The old
tale must be true then, that ghouls were
once evil humans who preyed upon
others in life and who died unblessed.”

“Indeed,” said the old priest as he ban-
daged Amelior’s injured face. “It is
lucky for you, young brother, that you
did not die also. Victims who are killed
by ghouls become ghouls themselves if
they are not blessed before being bur-
ied.”

“It's not my place to pry, reverend
brother,” Amelior said as he glanced
toward the mausoleum entrance, “but
shouldn’t you renew your protection
spell? If ghouls beget other ghouls, I
fear Wexelar may not be alone here.”

“You will do it, young Amelior.”

“Uh...uh...I reverend one?” Amelior
choked, wishing he had heard wrong.
He had done it once before, but now
hoped that Mystra could fill in the gaps
in the prayers he only half remem-
bered. Hands shaking, he spilled the
holy water in a rough circle around
them, making sure to include the door.
Clutching his “star” he mouthed the
prayer. With a smiling sigh he collapsed
to the floor. No ghoul could cross that
magical barricade.

Amelior’s smile faded as glowing eyes
gathered beyond the door. One, two,
three pairs. He gagged, swallowing
back sour bile. While two stayed back,
one stepped casually into the light, a
crooked smile cracking the scabs on its

face as it hopped excitedly from leg to
leg.

t(’;’Circle—bright hurt frenzzz,” it hissed,
eyeing the damp stone. “Maybe it not
lassst forever? Maybe warm flesh
become cold soon, you think. Maybe we
feast very soon?”

Felloman stepped forward, present-
ing Mystra’s holy star as before, but the
ghoul-thing only cringed momentarily,
then smiled until its face seemed it
might crack under the strain. Stunned
by his failure, the old man staggered
backward.

“Maybe circle bright keep back
frenzzz, but not me, eh? What you
think?” And with that, the ghast
stepped through the ineffectual circle
of protection.

CrealTure NoTes

The ghoul is a human or demi-human
who has risen from the grave to feed on
human and other corpses. Some ghouls
are self-made. In life, they were human
predators who fed off the ill fortune of
their fellow men. Their lives ended, yet
their evil survived. Dying unblessed
and buried unsanctified, they are
cursed to continue feeding as ghouls.

Ghasts are ghouls who have wander-
ed or been taken into the Abyss and
gained superior powers due to expo-
sure to the intense evil there. Ghasts are
used as hunting “dogs” by demons, and
are often called the “Hounds of the
Abyss.” Occasionally, they are set free
and rejoin ghoul packs as leaders.

Still, most ghouls and ghasts are the
victims of other ghouls and ghasts, folk
who died of wounds inflicted by those
undead monsters. If victims are not
blessed, they rise again in three days as
ghouls, under the control of their slay-
er. Furthermore, unblessed victims
may neither be resurrected nor rein-
carnated.

The energy of the Negative Material
Plane imbues ghoul and ghast alike
with a chilling, paralyzing touch. The
effect of this touch is to disrupt the vic-
tim’s nerve synapses. Occasionally the
paralyzation affects only a limb,
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restricting movement, spell-casting,
and combat. More often than not, the
entire body is affected. Rather than
simple immobility, the victim suffers a
terrible seizure and may thrash about
for minutes before the muscles no long-
er respond and the victim is paralyzed.

The duration of the paralyzation
depends on the victim’s Constitution.
Subtract the victim’s Constitution from
20 and add 1d6 if the attacker is a ghoul
and 2d6 if the attacker is a ghast. The
result is the number of rounds that the
paralysis lasts. Once the paralysis
wears off, the victim’s dexterity is
reduced by 2d6 for an equal number of
turns (not rounds). DMs may wish to
make reduced dexterity a side effect
that continues until a special herbal
elixir is imbibed, made of rare healing
herbs.

Elves are immune to the ghoul’s
touch. The presumed reason stems
from the belief that elves are descen-
dants of the god Corellon Larethian.
Elven lore states that the purity of an
elf’s bloodline makes him heir to the
god’s gift of immunity, wrenched from
the demons defeated in the time of
myths and legends. As legend goes, the
gift once extended to an immunity to all
undead, but now only protects against
the lesser powers of the ghoul (ghasts,
with their greater power, can paralyze
even an elf who fails to make a saving
throw vs. paralyzation). Half-elves gain
no protection against either ghoul or
ghast.

Ghouls and ghasts exist only to eat. All
else is secondary to a hungry ghoul or
ghast. Ghouls and ghasts must have
human flesh to survive. They attack the
living only when corpses are not to be
had, or in self defense. They find animal
flesh unpalatable. The flesh they eat
maintains their physical bodies and
their energy connection with the Nega-
tive Material Plane.

It is possible for a ghoul or ghast to be
starved out of existence. It may go with-
out food for seven days before it feels
the effects of starvation. A starving
ghoul or ghast loses one hit point per
week, and ceases to exist when it has no



more hit points, its soul passing onto
torment in the Abyss.

In a similar vein, ghouls and ghasts
are not immortal. Because they are
physical beings, they are subject to
eventual decay. Most ghouls do not
exist for more than 200 years. Even so,
uncommon specimens have been found
over 1,000 years old. The evil enhance-
ment of the ghasts allows them to exist
for 500 years or more-though ghasts
who remain in the Abyss are nearly
immortal.

Ghouls are superb hunters and track-
ers’ (tracking as fifth-level rangers).
Ghasts are better still, and track like
seventh-level rangers (see UNEARTH-
ED ARCANA). They track by sight,
sound, and especially smell.

They prefer to hunt in packs, gibber-
ing and yammering as they relentlessly
pursue their prey. They never give up a
pursuit. Whether they are alone or in a
pack, ghouls and ghasts are fearless,
willing to chance all for a tasty treat.

Ghouls are burrowers and tunnelers.
It begins when they are “born’’-a bur-
ied ghoul must dig its way out of its
grave. Common ghoul tunnels are little
more than crawlways, letting the ghoul
creep its way to its next meal. Ghoul
warrens may form vast networks
beneath graveyards and nearby towns.
Many tunnels in these warrens are
enlarged to allow a upright stance.

The process which transforms a
man’s soul, mind, and body into a ghoul
leaves little left of what was once the

man. Its face takes on a canine aspect,
developing an extended muzzle full of
sharp, discolored teeth. Even so, those
who knew the victim well may still see
the the man within the monster.

Hands and feet become clawlike,
while rank, oozing sores erupt on the
body, scabbing over with scale-like
hardness. In the ghast, these scaly sores
exude an odious, nauseating, carrion
stench so powerful that it causes retch-
ing and nausea in those nearby (within
10" and failing a saving throw vs. poi-
son).

Likewise, the ghoul’s mind is warped
out of shape. A cunning, predatory
semi-sentience overrides the victim’s
personality, essentially replacing what
is lost by the horror of transformation.
Remnants of the creature’s mind
remain intact, but the ghoul (or even
the ghast) rarely realizes (nor accepts)
that it is dead-the last vestiges of the
mind cannot accept that it thrives upon
human carrion. The subsequent trans-
formation to ghast reawakens the crea-
ture’s intelligence. Some may actually
be personable, more prone to conversa-
tion than conflict (though they are still
undeniably evil and more than a little
insane) —so long as one avoids discus-
sing their ghoulishness or insisting that
they have died.

Bereft of sanity, ghouls and ghasts are
all afflicted with some form of mental
aberration (selected from the insanities
in the DUNGEON MASTERS GUIDE).
Common afflictions include paranoia,
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hallucinations, megalomania or delu-
sional insanity, monomania, and split
personalities.

Ghouls are kept back by a simple pro-
tection from evil spell. However, cold
iron must be used as a part of the spell if
a ghast is to be repelled-pure, unal-
loyed iron, as close to elemental iron as
possible.

Paralysis Hit Location Table

1d8 roll Hit Effect

location
1-2 Right armNo. 1 (see below)
3-4 Aleg No. 2 (see below)
5-6 Left arm No. 1 (see below)
7-8 Full body No. 3 (see below)

No. 1: Character may not cast spells
having somatic components. If this is
the character’s weapon arm, melee is
impossible (85% of all people are right-
handed). If this is the character’s “oppo-
site” hand, a shield may not be used.

No. 2: Each round, the character
must make a Dexterity Ability Check to
stay on his or her feet. Dexterity
bonuses to armor class are lost. DM
may wish to choose the affected leg.

No. 3: Character is fully paralyzed,
though subject to spasmodic seizures.
Movement and combat are impossible.
If the victim does not make a Constitu-
tion Ability Check, he does himself 1d3
points of damage.

(Special thanks to Vince Garcia for his
article, “A Touch of Evil,” in DRAGON®
Magazine, issue #126.



Monster: Wight

Terrain: ruins

Party Levels: 40 (Average 3-4)

Gold X.P.:

Treasure X.P.:

Monster X.P.:
Kill: 2071
Retreat: 518

Defeat: 1553

This adventure is set in the North of
the Forgotten Realms, where the tombs
of a long-dead culture have sat alone in
a hidden valley for centuries. The
adventure is meant for characters of
between third and fourth level and the
total number of levels of members of
the party should be between 36 and 48.
At least one character should be a
fourth-level, Good cleric.

HisTory

After the breakup of the Lost Kingdom,
a bandit culture took root in the moun-
tains between what is now Silverymoon
and Sundabar. Even then, these were
relatively large population centers
which traded between themselves, and
the Chieftains in Gold, as the bandits
called themselves, grew rich either
raiding the trading caravans or charg-
ing high tolls for their safe passage,
depending on how accommodating the
rulers of the trading lands were.

For eight generations these chieftains
led their people in this activity, but
eventually they were caught in the path
of an orc horde and are said, in ballads,
to have died fighting to the last man,
woman, and child.

The orcs looted the chieftains’ great
keep in the mountains, but no one has
ever discovered the tombs of the seven
chieftains who died before the orc inva-
sion.

The Ravaged Caravan.

Recently, a trading party, driven off its
trail by unseasonal storms, discovered
a hidden mountain valley containing
what looked like burial mounds. The
traders took refuge in the buildings
that guarded these tombs. During the

night, monsters attacked and dragged
three caravan workers away. The cara-
van leader and his men searched the
area the next morning but could find no
trace of monsters or victims.

They left the valley, but marked its
location on their maps and left a cairn
to mark its hidden entrance.

SetTup

e The simplest is to say that one of
the victims from the caravan is a rela-
tive or friend of one of the player char-
acters. The characters will seek
revenge, and/or an attempt to find the
victim before the monsters can destroy
him (unlikely, but perhaps worth the
try).

e Another method, meant for the
more avaricious, is to have someone
who hears the story (or some player
character doing some research) learn
that the valley is known in ancient leg-
ends as the Tombs of the Chieftains in
Gold. The ancient nation that used to
exist here was known to bury its chief-
tains in great state. The caravan leader
saw no sign of grave robbing-but the
place was covered with snow.

o Finally, the DM may just ignore the
previous story of the trading caravan.
Drive the adventurers into the valley
with a storm, and let them do their own
exploring and perhaps be attacked at
night by the ever-lurking wights.

The Valley

The Tombs of Deckon Thar (named
after the first of the royal line to be bur-
ied here) are nestled in a box canyon on
a western mountain slope. The
entrance to the valley is along a narrow,
twisted trail. The entrance is obscured
by brush, but it is marked by a cairn,
which was erected by the trading cara-
van. (If the party is not following up the
traders’ story, the cairn is still there.
The party just never heard the traders’
story.)
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THE TOMBS OF DECKON THAR

As you clear the brush away from
the entrance, you realize that it leads
to a defile going right into the cliff
face. You can only enter single file,
leading any animals you have
brought with you. You can see that
there are ledges and crevices above
you that might hold ambushers, but
it would take a good climber to reach

any of them from where you are.

The party may think that this narrow
defile looks perfect for an ambush.
However, there is no ambush, and they
can get through safely.

When you reach the other end of the
defile, you can see the valley dips
drastically away from you, then
starts to climb again toward the
mountain cliffs at the back. As you
look at the valley with the setting sun
at your backs, you can see two
ruined buildings that still have most
of their walls and some of their
roofs. Beyond the buildings are sev-
en large mounds, each of which
looks large enough to hold a small
raiding ship.

Six of the mounds are arranged in
three rows of two each, and the cen-
ter of this formation leads directly
from the sturdier of the two ruins
toward the seventh, and largest,
mound.

The closest edifice to your entry
point is the more ruined of the two

buildings.

The FirsT Building

This building is at the end of a twisty
trail that takes the party a hundred feet
or so down from the valley mouth to
the building. When the party arrives,
the sun is going down below the hills to
the west.

Looking at the building from the out-
side, you realize that its wooden roof
is just about gone, the wood and
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plaster walls are disintegrating.
From the outside, you see that it had
one wide door (no longer present) in
the middle of one long wall, and
normal-sized doors (also gone) at
each end. You can see the ruins of a
wooden fence that enclosed an area
outside the wide doors.

There is no sign of any life but the as-
sorted birds, rodents, lizards, and in-
sects you would expect to find in such a

place. The daylight is about gone.

If the party decides to camp outside,
ignore the following until they actually
do look inside the building.

Looking inside, you see that the cen-
ter portion was one large room. The
long walls were broken up into
smaller rooms about big enough to
hold a horse. In fact, you realize that
you are looking into the ruins of a
stable. At each end of the building is
a small room that was obviously a

tack room. Now they are the homes
of many different small animals,
most of which leave when you enter.
You can see that there are places
where the wall has broken down,
leaving holes, throughout the build-
ing. If this is a stable, then the for-
merly fenced-in area outside was
probably the paddock.

Players who make a very careful
examination (taking about an hour in
daylight) of the northernmost tack
room will find the remains of a silver bit
from a bridle that could fetch 20 gp for
its workmanship. Everything else is rot-
ted or rusted away.

If the party decides to settle down in
this building or in the relatively clear
area in front of the building (where the
paddock used to be) go to “First Night!”

If the party decides to continue and to
explore the second building, which is
about 300" away, remind them that the
night is closing in fast, and they should
set up camp.
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The Second Building

This rectangular building looks like a
great hall or mead hall. There is a
porch running around the building,
two doors in each long wall, and one
door in each short wall. Its walls are
wood and plaster, but reinforced
with rock; its roof is obviously of
higher quality than the barns. Nev-
ertheless, it, too, is falling apart.

As the player characters look at the
outside, add details of cracks in the
walls, rotted wood in the porch floor,
and a general feeling that the place will
probably last until the next storm, but
then all bets are off. Fortunately, no fur-
ther storms are expected for months.

If the party enters:

Whatever walls used to divide up the
central room of this building have

not lasted as well as the exterior. The

building is one large room with what




were obviously once closet beds
along the wall. Three of these are
still intact. If any of you desire pri-
vacy, you can throw out the debris
that had been the bed and lay out a
bedroll in the closet. There just is
enough room for two humans to
sleep side by side. There is plenty of
room for a score or more to sleep in
the central room. In the center of the
stone-paved floor is a large fire pit
with the remnants of a fire about a

month old.

If the party has been exploring this
building after the barn, the sun has
gone down. They can either camp here,
back at the barn, or in the paddock.
One assumes they will not decide to
sleep among the burial mounds.

In the fire pit are the remains of a fire
set by the trader caravan when it was
there. This is where the traders were
attacked by monsters.

Careful examination of the fire pit
reveals an opening hidden by a rock
that looks like it is part of the bedrock,
but isn’t. It is a tunnel big enough to
allow a man to crawl through like a
snake. If a party member wants to
crawl in, see “In the Tunnels.”

If this party consists entirely of elves,
half-elves, and dwarves-all capable of
seeing in the dark-remind them that
they have been traveling and climbing
all day. Perhaps it is time to rest.

FirsT NighT

Assuming the party settles down to
camp, it will probably set up guards and
the rest of the group will go to sleep.
About three hours before dawn, the
wights strike! They do nothing if the
party has continual light spells lighting
the area.

Use a group of wights that is half the
number of the adventurers. The
wights” purpose is to sneak into the
camp, find an isolated victim (anyone
sleeping in the remains of a stall or in
one of the great hall’s closet beds is an
excellent target, and the wights know

just how to enter these unobserved)
and eat his life energy until he is dead. If
it seems possible, they will attempt to
drag the body out of the camp so the
victim can turn into a half-wight undis-
turbed.

While wights can detect the presence
of life, they cannot tell the difference
between targets who are awake and
asleep. Thus, they may try to grab a
guard who is not moving, or a charac-
ter whose player has specified he is
staying awake. They are smart enough
not to grab someone apart from the
others (unless they are in a stall or
sleeping closet), because these are prob-
ably guards, no matter how still they
are. They also do not go after horses,
because horses don't have the right sort
of life energies.

If the victims put up a struggle and
alert the rest of the party, the wights
scatter, heading for their tunnels. If the
characters are foolish enough to follow
them in at night, see “In the Tunnels.”

In the dark, the wights look like rock-
hard, humanoid forms. A life drain vic-
tim who is not killed and/or carried
away can explain what has happened to
him. Unless the characters have seen
wights before, there is no need to name
them to the players. Be as vague as pos-
sible. Give them descriptions that could
just as easily cover ghouls or zombies or
trolls or really ugly hobgoblins.

If a cleric tries to turn the attackers
away and succeeds, he will know they
are undead. Don't tell him what roll he
needs, just watch his roll and tell him if
he is successful or not. Better yet, roll
the turn undead attempt yourself, so he
doesn’t know how successful he was.

Holes in The EarTh

When fleeing pursuit or a successful
turning, or taking off a victim, the
wights run to the holes leading to the
tunnels that intertwine throughout the
valley. There are holes beneath the fire
pit of the great hall, outside the walls of
the hall and outside the walls of the
barn. There are no holes to the tunnels
that lead directly into the paddock area.
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Each hole has a rock over it that looks
like a normal one, long since packed
into the surrounding earth. The stone
covers have been carefully shaped by
the wights to look like thick rocks bur-
ied deep in the earth.

When a wight leaves the hole to
attack someone on the surface, it leaves
the rock off of the hole so it can make a
quick getaway.

Each wight goes to a different hole if
possible, tossing any victims into the
hole first, then jumping in after them.
While these wights have no real vision,
they have long ago memorized the area
and know exactly where to throw and
where to jump. If they are not being
pursued, they carefully place the cap
back on the hole.

Each hole is a narrow shaft just big
enough for a person wearing nothing
but rags to fit in. Normal men and
dwarves wearing armor will have to
shed their protection or widen the
holes. Elves, gnomes, and halflings have
no trouble fitting.

The shaft goes down 10' to a connect-
ing tunnel. Read the following to any-
one jumping in a hole directly after a
wight.

You drop down a narrow shaft, your
clothes or armor scraping on the
sides. You hit the floor 15" down, but
the scrape of the walls obviously
slowed you down enough so that
you didn’t take any damage. You
seem to be in a pit, except for one
wall, which opens up into a narrow
tunnel. You think it runs roughly
east and west. You can hear the mon-
ster running away down the tunnel
to the east. Even as your eyes adjust
to the dark, you realize that the only
light illuminating the tunnel is the
reflected light from above you. Oth-
erwise the tunnel is totally dark.

The wight is not trying to be silent.
However, unless the character can see
in the dark or somehow managed to
bring a torch with him while chasing
the wight, he cannot see a thing.



If the character is going into the hole
cautiously following after a wight, or
just because the party found the hole
(same chance as for secret doors), use
the description above, but drop the
comments about the wight.

The NexT Day

If the party is not attacked the first
night because of how it is are set up or
having continual light spells illuminat-
ing it, the characters can explore the
whole valley easily. It is a pleasant place,
full of grass and copses of trees, still
enjoying the benefits of that recent
unseasonal storm which brought in lots
of water for the plants.

In fact, looking very carefully (druids,
rangers, and elves would be best for
this), party members can see (using the
same chance as for secret doors) what
seem like twisted lines running through
the grass. They can realize that this
phenomenon is caused by the stunted
nature of those plants that are along
these lines, and it doesn’t seem to have
any connection to the type of plant or
the soil directly under the plant. It's
almost as if there is something under
the topsoil (actually there is) that makes
the plants not grow as well as they
should under these conditions.

These lines are about 3" wide and do
not seem to follow any particular pat-
tern except that they avoid any large

rock outcroppings.

The Burial. Mounds

The seven large mounds seem to follow
the pattern of burial mounds elsewhere
in the Forgotten Realms. They are cov-
ered with grass and other shallow-
rooted plants and creepers, but seem
thoroughly intact. There is no immedi-
ate evidence of the grave robbing so
common elsewhere. Of course, this is
an isolated location, probably picked
because it was unlikely to attract grave
robbers.

However, closer examination reveals
that there is a tunnel dug into the west
side of the middle of the northern
mounds. Perhaps some grave robbers
have been here. The tunnel is over-
grown with brush and plants, but
hasn't filled in.

None of the other mounds show any
evidence of tampering.

General Descriplions—The
Floor PlLan

Each of the mounds is about 100
long, 45" wide, and built to the same
floor plan. The seventh mound is slight-
ly longer (about 140") and wider (about
60’), and its internal rooms are larger,
but the floor plan is the same.

Each room in the mound has a hard-
packed earthen floor, rocks lining the
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walls, and thick wooden beams holding
up the ceiling (the beams are only about
half rotted).

Entrance.

This is a passageway that has been filled
with rocks and earth. It is, in fact,
harder to get through this passageway
than it is to dig through the walls, if the
characters have digging tools. The pas-
sageway is 10' deep, the walls are all
about 10' thick but consist of a higher
ratio of earth to rock than found in the
passageway.

Strong men can move the rocks out of
the passageway at a rate of 1' per hour
for every 10 points of Strength over 10
applied. No more than three people can
fit into the passageway to work on it at
once.

Alternately, if the party has tools such
as shovels and picks, the party can dig
into a mound at a rate of 1' per 10
Strength applied per hour. No more
than three characters can work on one
tunnel at a time. Without the proper
tools, there is little the party can do to
dig through the walls, and they’re bet-
ter off clearing the passageway.

Offering Room.

This room holds items offered by the
chieftain’s followers to honor him in
death. Much of the stuff has rotted or
rusted away. Some items like chairs or



hangings look good as new, but crum-
ble at a touch.

Anything of value in any of these
rooms has been added to the treasure
in the Hall of the Mound King.

The Guard Room.

One thing this culture believed was that
a dead chieftain needed a proper honor
guard. This room holds earthen plat-
forms, about 2" off the ground, on
which two to four of the chieftain’s fol-
lowers laid themselves to die when
their chieftain died. Sometimes the
already slain bodies of followers were
put on these platforms when a leader
died in battle along with most of his
men.

There are no bodies on the platforms.
However, explorers can find the rusted
remnants of chain mail shirts and
swords on the platforms, as well as the
imprint of long-rotted leather under-
garments and fastening thongs.

There are earthenware jars holding
rotted offerings of grain and other
items meant to help the spirits of the
dead on their journey to the afterlife.

The Resting Place.

This is where the chieftain was laid on
another earthen platform. His resting
place was covered by a valuable fur
which has long since rotted away. Again
there is no body, but there are rem-
nants of the dead chieftain’s armor and
weapons. However, there is a 15%
chance in each resting place that the
wights missed some item of value that
the party could find in a corner. Use the
DUNGEON MASTERS GUIDE to deter-
mine the value of the item.

One of the mounds shows signs of a
break-in by grave robbers. Following
the tunnel dug into the side of the
mound, the party finds the shovels and
picks used for the grave robbing scat-
tered in the guard room of the mound
at the end of the tunnel. There are no
bodies, but there are some signs of a
struggle. The metal of the tools is long-
rusted-the grave robbers came by a
long time ago. They didn’t leave.

Running InTo WightTs

The wights prowl their old tombs on
occasion in groups of two to five. If they
detect the adventurers, they wait along
the wall of a room in the mound and
attack as the characters come next to
them. If they are losing, and have the
opportunity to run, they do so.

Use the following table to determine
if wights are encountered in any partic-
ular burial mound.

Location Roll 1d10*
First mound 1-2
Second mound 1-4
Third mound 1-5
Fourth mound 1-6
Fifth mound 1-7
Sixth mound 1-8

* If the wights win, the adventure is
over. If the adventurers win, killing all
the wights, they have the same chance
of running into a wight group in later
mounds. If wights get away, the party
finds no more wights in the mounds
until it gets to the last one (whichever
one it is), where it is attacked by all the
remaining wights. These wights use the
tunnels to split up into two groups and
attack simultaneously from two sides.

If this attack does not seem to be
working, the wights run back to the
tunnels and retreat, running to Vin-
jarek, the great wight, for his leader-
ship.

OTher Ways INTo The Tombs

Besides following the grave robber tun-
nel or digging into a tomb themselves,
the only way adventurers can get into a
tomb is by the tunnels. The warren of
tunnels dug by the wights has
entrances into each of the rooms of
each of the mounds. Like the outside
tunnels, the entrances are big enough
for a man to crawl through very care-
fully and are covered by one of the
rocks that line the walls of the mound
rooms.

Also like the outside tunnels, these
holes drop the person down a shaft for
about 10’, which leaves him in a hole
looking into a tunnel which winds off in

25

at least two directions. Occasionally
(see the map), the tunnel just leads
directly away from the shaft, which is
the end of the line.

These entrances to the tombs are
very obvious from the tunnels. There is
no attempt to hide them from the tun-
nel side.

As described before, there is no light
in these tunnels, since wights don’t
need it.

In The Tunnels

These tunnels have been dug by the
wights over the centuries since they
first came to this valley. The wights just
use their hands and their great
strength, attacking the softer pockets
of rock and earth and avoiding the
harder stone, so the tunnels are contin-
ually twisting without more than 10" of
straight passage.

You are in a snaky little tunnel with
very little walking space. Tall mem-
bers of the party (over 6’ tall) have to
bend over, and even humans of nor-
mal height feel a need to duck down
for fear of running into something in
the ceiling. The walls are irregular,
and the ceiling is barely supported
by occasional strategically placed
logs.

There are occasional open spots where
massed wights can ambush the party if
they have not already done so in one of
the burial mounds. The wight tactic is
to blend into the walls of the chamber
and let most of the party in before step-
ping out to attack.

They will only do this in chambers
with more than two exits, so they know
they have the chance to get away to
report back to Vinjarek.

The Topography of the Tunnels

The tunnels are continually changing
depth, rising and falling to match the
contours of the softer rock through
which they are dug and the harder rock
they avoid. Frequently one wall of the



tunnel is packed earth and the other is
hard rock that the wights found while
digging.

The chambers can be above or below
the level of the tunnel coming into
them. Some of the chambers have
streams running through them and/or
pools in their centers.

Hall of The Mound King

This is not in the king mound, but
underneath in a tunnel. Vinjarek, the
great wight, waits here, +3 frost-brand
broad sword in hand. He has assembled
all his remaining followers to help him
in this last fight.

You enter a large underground
cavern with no more light than any
other place you have been in among
these tunnels. The room is roughly
oblong, and set out from the far wall,
you see a chair made of stone that

looks like a rough throne.

If Vinjarek is waiting for them, read the
following:

A man-sized rock imbedded in the
far wall crashes forward, revealing
another tunnel beyond. Out of that
tunnel steps another wight. This one
is garbed in rotting chain mail armor
and carries a sword that reflects
your light like ice.

“Welcome,” rasps a voice that has
obviously not been used for centu-
ries. “Your strong souls will warm
me for years.” He swings his sword

up in both hands and attacks.

The chamber is small enough that
only one missile shot, or spell, can possi-
bly get off before Vinjarek is in the mid-
dle of the party, If a cleric without
sufficient levels attempts to turn him,
be sure to play up the ineffectiveness of
the attempt (especially if it does affect
the wights Vinjarek has accompanying
him) and Vinjarek’s delight in the
attempt. He should laugh hoarsely and
promise to take great delight in the soul
of the cleric.

The Enemies

There are 16 wights and Vinjarek, the
great wight. There are also three half-
wights who were members of the trad-
ing caravan killed and stolen by the
wights some months ago.

If the wights lose half their number
(not counting the half-wights) and
receive some warning of the coming of
the adventurers, they will retreat to the
throne room and prepare their defense
around their leader. He will not venture
out to find the adventurers. He knows
they want his treasure, and he intends
to catch them when they come for it.

Vinjarek: AC3, MV 12”; HD 7 + 3;
hp 60; # AT 2; Dmg 1d6 +2(fist)/
1d6 + 6*(sword); SA energy drain
with fist; SD only magic/silver, no
charm or hold spells; AL LE; XP
1250.

Wights (16): AC 5; MV 127; HD
4 + 3; hp 22; # AT 1; Dmg 1d4; SA
energy drain; SD only magic/silver,
no sleep, charm, or hold spells; AL
LE; XP 475 each.

Half-wights (3): AC 7, MV 127;
HD 2 + 3; hp 12; # AT 1; Dmg 1d3; SA
energy drain; SD only magic/silver,
no sleep, charm, or hold spells; AL

LE; XP 346 each.

Tactics: The wights have no missile
or ranged attacks, they have to get close
to an enemy to affect him. Thus, they
use the ambush techniques described
before, a stealthy approach to an
unaware foe, or a headlong rush if
there’s no alternative. Note that they
will not venture out of their tunnels
except to try to catch sleeping adven-
turers.

In the tunnels, ranged weapons and
mass destruction spells have definite
problems. There is no real way to use a
bow in the narrow tunnels, and the
chambers leave the adventurers facing
a determined foe with no real room for
arrow fire. The adventurers have to get
to close quarters, which is all to the
wights” advantage.

Wights will not attack any party using
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a continual light spell for illumination in
the outdoors. Light spells and torches
do not bother them at any time. If a par-
ty is using a continual light spell on a
staff or other item it is carrying under-
ground or in the mounds, the wights
attack the continual light holder first
and try to kill him and bury the light in
the hard-packed earth or earthen walls
or ceilings around them. Note that they
are not hurt or even affected in their
fighting ability by the continual light, it
just irritates them. If they are backed
up to the last chamber in which they
can fight, they ignore the light and just
fight.

The half-wights have no problem
with continual light at all, since their
eyes are normal.

The Mound King’s Treasure

The chamber beyond the throne cham-
ber of the tunnels is the treasure house
of Vinjarek. All of the wight treasure is
stored here.

Since the wights have never had pos-
session of an all-metal box, all of the
containers that held the various trea-
sure items rotted away long ago. The
treasure is just scattered on the floor.

Vinjarek’s greatest treasure is never
far from him. This is his sword.

Deepchill— + 3, + 6 vs. fire users
broadsword, INT 15, Lawful Neutral,
detect secret doors in %2” radius, detect
sloping passages in 1" radius, detect
elevator/shifting walls/rooms in 1”7 radi-
us, speaks Lawful Neutral and Dwarf.
Ego 13.

This sword is only really happy
underground. It used to belong to a
dwarven king, who lost it in battle to
the human king who was then buried in
one of the mounds. It is not particularly
happy with its current master, who
can’t even talk to it, but Vinjarek has
complete mastery of the sword.

Deepchill would rather belong to a
dwarf, but anyone who spends a lot of
time underground is all right. He pre-
fers to speak in dwarven. He only
speaks the alignment language if abso-
lutely necessary. And, of course, he has



nothing but disdain for anyone who
does not speak either language.

Also among the wights’ treasures is a
shield +2 that Vinjarek cannot use
because the arm and handholds have
rotted away, and a shiny spearhead. If
fastened to a spear shaft, the spearhead
becomes a spear +1. Its former shaft
has rotted away.

The fine leather scabbard that
sheathed Deepchill rotted away long
ago, but the treasure includes three
matched gems which are worth 55 gp
each, but 200 gp as a matched set. They
used to be inset in the scabbard.

There are also 47 other items of jew-
elry that have an average value of 150
gp each (a total of 7050 gp in value). One
of these items (worth 300 gp for the val-
ue as jewelry) is actually a ring of spell
turning. Another brooch, worth about
400 gp as jewelry, is actually a brooch of
shielding. There is also a long sword
+2, cursed berserking which had been
the proud possession of one of the more
warlike of the chieftains buried in these
mounds.

There is also 4,000 gp in gold ingots
and trade weights, 10,000 sp in silver
that used to be part of various items of
jewelry, and 2,000 ep in coins.

The Ecology of The
WighT

These notes on the wights of the For-
gotten Realms are taken from the writ-
ings of Jilda the Sage, a priestess of
Oghma who has taken as her specialty
the study of undead. When reading her
dissertations on undead, however, one
must remember that (11 all of her
knowledge is taken second-hand, as she
has never been an adventurer or seen
most of the creatures about which she
writes, and (2) being a daughter of roy-
alty, her social prejudices show in some
of her conclusions. From the Notebooks
of Jilda the Sage of Neverwinter:

. . Wights are formed from the
bodies of men and women of noble
birth who are buried in earthen tombs.

There, their bodies are sought out by
an evil spirit of power which has no
way of interacting with the Prime Mate-
rial Plane unless he inhabits such a
body.

When the spirit inhabits the body, it
halts the normal process of decay and
instead works its magic to partially pet-
rify the body. When the body has the
right balance of flesh and mineral, it
can move again under the spirit’s guid-
ance. The presence of the spirit also
causes the body to exist on both the
negative and normal planes of the mate-
rial plane, making it invulnerable to
damage by any but silver or magic
weapons.

Why the spirit wants to return to a
semi-fleshy form is unknown. Wights
lead a dank and cheerless existence.
They avoid sunlight or any bright light,
and spend their extremely long lives in
a maze of tunnels under the tombs that
originally encased their bodjies.

The only relief for this cheerless
existence is the occasional intrusion of
living beings. These they attack without
parlay or pity, trying to drain the life
energies of the victims and make them
into pale shadows of wights them-
selves.

These pitiful victims are doomed to a
long but not eternal existence with the
remnants of their spirits bound to their
slowly decaying bodies. They do not
gain the rock-like skin of their masters
because they are never petrified, and
eventually they become too decayed to
hold together and return to dust.

What becomes of their spirits is still a
matter of speculation. It is known that
slaying such a creature releases its spir-
it in normal fashion; this has been con-
firmed with speak fo dead spells. But
whether the spirits of those half-wights
(as they are known) that just finally dis-
solve are finally allowed to pass to other
pastures is still undetermined.

Entering a burial mound infested
with wights is a risky undertaking. No
matter how quietly a party moves, the
wights seem to know they are there.
Moreover, the wights themselves are
very quiet movers, and often surprise
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even the most alert of parties.

Many survivors of wight attacks
speak of the creatures “coming out of
the walls,” which would lead one to
believe they can tunnel through the
earth. However, while they do tunnel
out their mazes under the burial
mounds, this seems the work of many
months of painstaking labor, not the
sort of thing one can use to surprise an
adventuring party.

The approach of wights, when seen,
is a frightening sight indeed. They trav-
el hunched over, one hand on the wall
or on the body of one of their com-
rades. They look something like zom-
bies or ghouls, but their skin is more
rock-like in color and the colors can be
as varied as those found in a limestone
cavern; frequently, several colors are in
stripes in the same body.

Wights communicate in some fashion
that has nothing to do with normal
speaking. Many wights have been
heard to wheeze and gasp and moan in
the middle of combat or when they
thought they were unobserved, but this
does not seem to be a language. Indeed,
many wights have been seen whose
original bodies are such that they could
not possibly speak.

Sages theorize that the spirits com-
municate through interaction of their
life forces. As such, this must take place
at very close range, meaning that they
have no real way of making themselves
heard to other wights at long range.

CrealTure NoTes

1. Wights have eyes, but do not rely
on them for sight. In fact, their eyes are
so calcified that only a little light from a
strong source can penetrate to the
brain, which pains the spirit inhabiting
the body. This is why they avoid sun-
light and other strong lights.

However, wights have a strong sense
of touch and an ability gained through
the spirit inhabiting them to detect life
energies. Any living creatures within
120" of a wight immediately becomes
perceptible to the wight, no matter how
thick the walls might be between them



and their prey.

If wights are in their normal tunnels
and burial mounds (and they rarely
travel out of them), they have memo-
rized all the passages, and can pinpoint
just what route they must take to reach
the life energies they have detected.
Thus, no matter how quiet an adven-
turing band may be, the wights will
know they are present and move to
attack them.

A side effect of their ability to detect
life energies is their ability to detect the
aura that a living intelligent body gives
the valuables carried on the body.
These attract wights at a range of about
30" and the wights collect and hoard
such objects—apparently for their aes-
thetic value as auras.

They actually collect any such objects
of value, but usually only those made of
long-lasting, non-rusting substances,
such as gold and silver and most gems,
since wights do not maintain them.

2. Wights are very stealthy in their
movements. The chance of hearing
them creep up on a party is only the
same as the usual roll to find a secret
door.

They are also very adept at hiding in
shadows, so that sometimes they are
described as “coming out of the walls!’
when they actually simply blended
their earth-toned flesh into the walls
around them and held incredibly still.

3. Because of their undead nature,
wights do not show up well on infravis-
ion. Thus, elves and dwarves have little
better chance than humans of knowing
there are wights in the neighborhood,
unless the wights are in a warm room,
where their cold bodies will stand out
like statues against the warmed walls.

4. Despite their obvious intelligence,
most wights seem to have lost all ability
to use weapons. Their attacks are
smashing blows with their calcified
hands, which incidentally puts the
inhabiting spirit in contact with the
aura of the target and lets the wight
drain some of the soul energy of the vic-
tim.

5. The reason why wights and other
undead drain life energy from their vic-

tims is open to speculation. However,
one theory is that the life energy of
intelligent living creatures is what
allows these creatures of two planes to
move about in the Prime Material
Plane.

This would explain why such crea-
tures frequently seem almost statuelike
and totally dead until living creatures
are close enough to grab. The inhabit-
ing spirts are operating either on their
own reserves or a residue of energy
from their last victims.

Also, it seems clear that absorbing a
great deal of life energy allows a wight
to grow more powerful, and slightly
independent of its urges. A wight that
has absorbed 20 life energy levels in a
month gains in power and has a chance
to become a great wight- a wight lead-
er.

The number of energy levels that
need to be absorbed and the benefits
derived are shown in the Wight
Advancement Table.

Wight Advancement Table

Energy Levels Hit Dice
20 5+3

60 6+3
140 7+3%

e This is Vinjarek, the great wight
described in “The Night Gallery.”

Wights of higher-than-normal hit dice
are antagonistic to one another, but
unless one has attained the stature of
great wight, the rivals do not actually
fight one another. However, once a
wight has collected its 140th energy
level, he wages a war against all the cur-
rent 5 + 3 and 6 + 3 hit dice wights to
eliminate any competition. He also
attempts to slay any wights who prog-
ress to 5 + 3 dice after the great wight
has established his dominance.

6. The wight spirits are effectively
immortal. Slaying a wight with silver or
magic weapons or most destructive
spells simply sends the spirit off to find
another body to inhabit.

If a cleric destroys a wight by using
his turn undead ability, the spirit is ban-
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ished to the Negative Material Plane for
a century before it can come back, but
it is not killed.

These spirits can be killed only on the
Negative Material Plane or by a raise
dead spell.

7. A cleric can turn a half-wight with
the same chance he can turn ghouls.

The spirit of a half-wight that is slain
or dissolves without ever draining a life
energy level goes to whatever reward
to which he normally would have gone.
He can also be raised from the dead by a
cleric of sufficient level. However, once
the creature has stolen the life energy
of a victim, its spirit becomes that of a
wight. In effect, the creation of half-
wights is the wight reproduction sys-
tem. Raise dead will no longer work on
this victim, though it will destroy the
wight spirit.

The half-wight is described thusly:

FREQ uncommon; # APP 1-20; AC 7;
MV 12"; HD 2 + 3; % IN LAIR 80;
TREAS TYPE nil; # ATT 1; Dmg. 1d3;
SA energy drain; SD silver or magic
weapons to hit; MAGIC RES as
wights; AL LE; Size M; IN average;
PSI nil; ATT/DEF MODES nil.

Half-wights have to follow the orders
of their creators. Once they have
drained an energy level, they become
willing wights. If they strike a target,
they automatically drain energy. They
still have some command of their com-
munication facilities, but wights rarely
allow their half-wights who have not
drained energy to get to a position
where they might warn potential tar-
gets.



SHADOWS

Terrain: Ruins

Party Levels: 20 (Average fourth)

Gold X.P.: 1,000

Treasure X.P.: 2,000

Monster X.P.:
Kill: 2,790
Retreat: 698

Defeat: 2,092

SetTup

« A scholar approaches the PCs and
hires them to recover a rare book he
seeks. It is somewhere in the ruins of
the walled city of Tor Mak, and he has
provided them with a device which
should simplify locating the item.

o While traveling, PCs make camp at
the edge of extensive ruins. In the
morning they see several persons doing
something in the wide avenue in the
middle of the crumbled town. Sudden-
ly, the strangers are enveloped in a
shadowy cloud. Faint cries come to the
PCs" ears—and the cloud begins to move
toward them.

DM Backgrounod

AdvenTure Summary

The test of a modified cubic gate goes
slightly awry, and shadows from the
ruins of Tor Mak are drawn to the
energy they sense from the kindred
Demi-Plane of Shadow. The group then
seeks out the nearest life forms they
can drain of energy: the player charac-
ters.

The Transgorming Cubic
GaTe

Damien Nuren (see “The Night Gallery”)
has developed a device which will
transform the user into a shade or
shadow-person on the Demi-Plane of
Shadows. The device is similar to a
cubic gate, but is keyed only to the
Shadow Plane. When the cube is acti-
vated, it transforms those nearby and
opens a interplanar vortex to that place.

If the device works properly, Damien
will be able to continue his arcane
researches for an extended time on the
Plane of Shadow, and have a way of

returning to normal when he is done.
However, he wants an expendable per-
son or persons to field test the device.
Watching from a safe distance by
means of a wizard eye spell, Damien
can observe whether or not the vortex
appears and the device properly trans-
forms its users. He does not point this
out to those he dupes into testing the
cube for him.

The SetTup

The person who approaches the PCs in
the first setup situation is Damien
Nuren. He claims to be a scholar in
search of a rare philosophy book enti-
tled The Pathof Peace the last known
copy of which lies in Tor Mak. His cube,
he claims, is a direction-finding device
that he has used many times before.
The adventurers must go to the middle
of the ruins and stand in the plaza
there. Once the device is activated, it
cannot fail to lead the PCs directly to
the book. Damien will not accompany
the party because, he explains, he bare-
ly escaped a leucrotta in the ruins a day
or two ago, and fears to return. He
awaits the party at the gatehouse out-
side the ruins.

The wizard has chosen the center of
Tor Mak for this experiment because he
has calculated that the barrier between
planes is especially unstable there, and
it should be an easy matter to open the
planar vortex in that place. Damien
agrees to any kind of payment the party
asks for their services, but does not
intend to pay them after they have
assisted him.

Damien Nuren (12th-level
magic-user): AC 8§ MV 12”7; HD xx;
hp 28; # AT 1, Dmg 1d6 +2; AL NE;
XP 2,400; ST 13; IN 18; WI 10; DX 12;
CO 10; CH 14.

Spells: charm person, feather fall,
light, protection from good, knock
x2, wizard lock x2, dispel magic x2,
fly, lightning bolt, confusion, dimen-
sion door, fear, wizard eye, hold
monster, teleportation, wall of force,
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globe of invulnerability The wizard
has a cloak of protection +2, a ring
of negative energy protection, a ring
of undead (shadow) control, and a
quarterstaff +2. For more details,
see “The Night Gallery.”

If the second setup is used, Damien
Las two NPCs conduct this test for him.
He observes their actions while out of
sight at the other side of the ruins. PCs
enter the action as described under
“The Attack of the Shadow,” below.

The AdvenTure
The Lay of The Land

Widden Valley is a broad expanse of
grassy fields and tree-lined hills. The
narrow Widden River bisects the valley.
To the south of it is the village of Meryn.
To the north is the ruined city of Tor
Mak.

Tor Mak was once a prosperous place,
a center of learning that was home to
scholars and wizards. But the walled
city was laid waste in the Goblin Wars,
now long past. The fields surrounding
it have long since reverted to wild
grasslands, in places barely concealing
a carpet of bones where goblins fell in
vast numbers. The city walls are crum-
bled and collapsed, overgrown with
young trees and clinging vines. The
gates no longer stand, but the broad
Avenue of Sages that once connected
them runs through the middle of town.
In the center of Tor Mak, the avenue
widens out into the Grand Plaza. This
square, like the rest of the avenue, is lit-
tered with scattered stonework, blown
leaves, and the detritus of years.
Throughout the city are piles of rubble
and buildings that are collapsed or
treacherously decayed.

Animals and other creatures lair in
Tor Mak. They are seldom seen during
the day, but emerge to hunt at night.
The threat of danger is real enough to
keep beggars and casual explorers out
of the ruined city.



Camping and ExploraTion

If the second setup is used, the PCs
must camp somewhere close Tor or
Mak. One likely place for them to do so
is in one of the old gatehouses. They are
fairly intact and weatherproof, and
wayfarers sometimes shelter in them.
The gatehouses are vacant when the
PCs arrive. If the PCs choose to camp
elsewhere, they should at least have a
view into the ruined city and down the
Avenue of the Sages in the morning.

Exploration of Tor Mak is not neces-
sary for the purposes of this scenario. If
characters wish to explore, DMs should
note that any easily found valuables
have long since been carried off. It
requires considerable searching in haz-
ardous ruins to find anything worth-
while in the city. If PCs poke around Tor
Mak in the course of this adventure,
they are likely to encounter one or
more of the following creatures: giant
rat, wererat, huge spider, giant centi-
pede, osquip, shadow, leucrotta, jerm-
laine. Experience points for such
encounters are not included in the
adventure total.

The Cube of LocaTion

PCs who agree to locate the valued
book for Damien the “scholar” receive
the cube of location from him. The cube
is 2” on each side. It is heavy, as if made
of stone or lead, but is enameled in
black on five faces and is made of silver
on the other. Characters are instructed
to press the silver face one time to acti-
vate the cube, and a second time to turn
it off. Damien claims that the device will
tug the holder toward the hiding place
of the book. The cube can withstand 20
points of damage before it is destroyed,
and is allowed to save as a hard metal
object vs. crushing blow. If the cube
takes enough damage to be destroyed,
it explodes in a 2d6 fireball affecting
everything within a 20" radius.

DisasTer inN The Grand
PLaza

When PCs start down the Avenue of the

Sages, Damien stands just out of sight
near one of the city gates and casts wiz-
ard eye to follow their progress.
Though he doesn’t want to risk his own
neck near the experimental vortex and
transformation, the wizard does want
to see first-hand exactly what tran-
spires when the cube is activated. If PCs
have insisted he remain in sight, he
does so grudgingly, since he doesn’t
want to arouse their suspicion with his
spell-casting.

When PCs reach the Grand Plaza,
about 400" from either gate, they are in
the proper place to activate the cube. In
fact, the cube functions in any location
in which it is set off. If for any reason
PCs decide not to use the cube, Damien
remedies their lapse in judgment with a
charm person spell.

When the cube is activated, the char-
acter holding it gets such a powerful
shock he is forced to drop it. The cube
flies from his hands and rolls to a stop
some distance from the party. Mean-
while, the party finds it is suddenly sur-
rounded by a large, roughly globular
shadow 40" across. It has no substance
and chills the PCs with its contact. Dim
shapes move within the murky cloud,
which swirls and roils around its center
(a few feet from where the cube lies).
Any characters entering the exact cen-
ter of the shadow-cloud step into the
heart of the vortex; they are drawn into
the Demi-Plane of Shadow and so exit
this scenario.

If PCs have camped at the ruins and
watched NPCs activate the cube, they
see the cloud form, the NPCs collapse,
then a hint of something moving out of
the cloud and in their direction.

The Sbhadow Plane

Though it may not be clear to the party,
Damien recognizes immediately what
has happened. His cube failed to trans-
form the adventurers into shadow-
creatures, but has succeeded in
opening a vortex that leads to the Demi-
Plane of Shadow (see page 21, MANUAL
OF THE PLANES and “Ecology of the
Shadow,” following).
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The ATlack of The Shadow

One shadow from the Demi-Plane of
Shadow attacks characters caught in
the cube effect. If NPCs used the device,
the shadow dispatches them quickly,
then, by itself, heads for the PCs, wher-
ever they are. The shadow pursues its
intended victim until it is destroyed,
turned, or has killed its target.

Shadow: AC 7; MV 12”; HD 3 + 3;
hp 10; # AT 1, Dmg 1d4 + 1; SA each
hit drains 1 ST point, victim becomes
shadow if his hp or ST reaches 0; SD
+ 1 or better weapon to hit, unaf-
fected by sleep, charm, or hold spells
and immune to cold-based attacks;
AL CE; XP 465.

The shadow chooses as its victim
either the character with the greatest
HP/Strength combination, or an NPC
the DM judges expendable. If the char-
acter is slain, he becomes a shadow and
returns to the vortex cloud with his
slayer.

If the shadow is killed or turned, PCs
have a chance to notice that more of
these undead are coming out of the
ruins and gathering around the vortex.
Shadows are very difficult to spot and
the DM should make it clear that the
PCs see only “hints” of movement, and
“what might be” a shadowy form,
unless the area is in bright enough light
to show the shadows clearly.

Damien, still posing as a scholar, seeks
the party out immediately. He is dis-
turbed by the partial failure of his
device, which he now wants to recover.
To mollify the PCs, he admits the cube
was an untested invention, but protests
he had no idea it would do this. He asks
the party to recover the cube from the
shadow cloud, insisting that it must be
used to deactivate the planar vortex
before something more awful than
shadows comes through it. As before,
he agrees to any price to accomplish
this, trusting to his own magic to get the
cube from the PCs and escape with it
later.



Ligel

The undead shadows of Tor Mak all
sense the planar rift in the Grand Plaza,
and the presence of a great amount of
both positive and negative energy
which has suddenly appeared there.
Drawn to investigate, the shadows
gather near the vortex-but find, to
their disappointment, that it does not
offer them a source of life energy upon
which they can feed. Yet the shadows
sense a large concentration of life
forces, more than have been near Tor
Mak for some time. In a few moments,
they realize that this force comes from
the party of player characters-and the
shadows of Tor Mak descend on the
adventurers.

Six shadows attack the party, minus
any that have been slain or turned
before. The shadows have 9, 10, 12, 15,
16, and 21 hit points; all other statistics
are as given above. If Damien is in the
area, he retreats from the shadows’
attack.

The shadows are unaffected by the
vortex, and their response does not
alter if a PC reaches and deactivates the
cube (thus closing the planar gate).
Most of these undead are tied to the
ruins of Tor Mak and cannot pursue
characters beyond a quarter mile from
the ruins. The exception is the first
shadow which came from the Demi-
Plane of Shadow; it is free to follow
characters any distance to drain their
life forces.

Shadow BoxiNng

If human characters are slain by the
shadows, they become shadows in the
ruins of Tor Mak. If the PCs are victori-
ous, they still have to deal with Damien
Nuren. The “scholar” attempts to get his
cubic gate back from the PCs. If PCs
refuse to cooperate, he uses his spells to
best effect. His most desperate measure
is to touch the cube and teleport away.
(His destination is described in “The
Night Gallery” character sketch.)

Pinal NoTe

Damien dupes the PCs, then skips out,
so no experience points are included in
this adventure for his death or defeat.
He returns for revenge if the PCs have
kept or destroyed his cubic gate.

The Ecology of The
Shadoow

The wizard, Damien Nuren, frowned in
thought. “I suppose I could help you
with that,” he said to Elegar, a young
cleric-in-training. “Always happy to
help the temple school, you know. But
this is apt to be an unpleasant scene.
May I ask if you wish to see it?”

Elegar shrugged modestly. “We're
studying the undead right now,” he
explained. “It is safer to observe in this
way-and since you are said to be an
authority . . .”

“Quite right,” agreed the wizard. “I do
know a bit about them. And I know just
the place to look for a suitable encoun-
ter. Let’s go to the study, shall we?”

Elegar followed the wizard to a
gloomy, cluttered chamber lit by a sin-
gle lamp. Damien pulled a crystal ball
out from under a pile of astrological cal-
culations. Dusting it off, he bade Elegar
sit down, and invited the youth to study
the ball closely. “Don’t be surprised if
you share their thoughts” the wizard
warned. “It’s the ESP in the crystal -the
only kind of crystal ball worth having,
really!” Elegar nodded his understand-
ing, and Damien closed his eyes in con-
centration. After a minute, a misty
scene took shape in the globe.

2

Laocoon held his blackwood staff
poised in one hand, a light spell shining
about one end of it. Pebbles tumbled
down the staircase he had just
descended, throwing small echoes
down the halls of the subterranean cor-
ridors.

Beside him stood tall Robin, her head
barely clearing the ancient stonework
of the passageway. A throwing dagger
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gripped in each hand, Robin looked
nervously behind them, then tried to
see past the darkness ahead.

“Where do you think they are?” she
asked the cleric, her voice low and
tense.

Laocoon shrugged. Though they
were just roommates, they knew each
other well enough to share the same
unspoken thought. Their three com-
panions had vanished one by one in this
underground maze, and the shadow-
hidden attackers that had struck down
their friends were after them next—
Robin, at least, was certain of it. “There
it is again!” she hissed, jabbing a knife to
point. “A stirring in the shadows-do
you see?”

Laocoon, frankly, did not. “Jumping
at shadows won't help,” admonished the
cleric. “Let’s be practical, now . ..”

The priest’s voice died away as he
realized something truly was hiding in
the shadows beyond the archway.
Thinking quickly, he pulled a short
piece of iron from his pouch and spoke
the words of a hold spell. At the same
time, Robin’s daggers sang through the
air-and flew into the darkness with no
effect at all.

The cleric’s spell was equally useless.
The darkness moved again-and a sin-
gle shadow moved forward, clearly
defined by the light from Laocoon’s
staff. It was close enough for the adven-
turers to feel the slight chill which radi-
ated from its form, and Laocoon’s
thoughts raced furiously.

From his training, the cleric knew
this must be one of the undead —either
a shadow or a wraith, to judge by its
shape. If it was a shadow, he had a good
chance of turning it. In either case, no
regular weapon was capable of injuring
it. “Your sword!” the cleric blurted to
Robin, as he began the complex motions
required to turn undead.

Though she favored throwing knives,
Robin did not need encouragement to
use the short sword at her hip. The
magical weapon should be effective
against the unearthly foe she faced. She
pulled the blade from its sheath, and
stood shoulder to shoulder with Laoco-



on as the undead thing drew closer.

Laocoon gripped the holy crystal
around his neck, symbol of his deity,
and challenged the shadow form with
it. But it swept on, unaffected by the
cleric’s efforts to turn it, and stretched
one arm towards the priest.

Robin’s blade flashed out, and sliced
through the arm of the insubstantial
creature. Soundlessly it recoiled, obvi-
ously hurt by the shining weapon.
“Hah!” exclaimed the fighter as she
leapt after it. Laocoon’s words of cau-
tion came too late. Robin’s next blow
missed, but the undead creature tagged
the fighter squarely on the swordarm.
A chilling numbness swept up Robin’s
arm, staggering her in midstride and
causing the limb to dangle uselessly by
her side. The short sword tumbled
from the fighter's deadened fingers,
and a wave of weakness washed over
her.

Laocoon fumbled urgently in his belt
pouch. He saw Robin blanch when the
shadowy form attacked, but he was not
yet certain what kind of undead they
faced. Whether shadow or wraith, it
could drain the life force from its
victim-but a shadow would deplete its
victim’s strength, which could be
restored later, while the more powerful
wraith drained entire levels of life
energy at a touch.

“But I suppose it doesn’t matter,”
thought the cleric. “I can’t turn it, and
I'll know soon enough what it is if it
touches me.” Pulling his only vial of holy
water from the pouch, Laocoon
uncorked it with his teeth. As the shad-
owy figure moved to grasp Robin once
more, the vial flew toward it, hurled
with dispatch by the cleric. The vial
itself tumbled harmlessly through its
form, but the fluid which sprayed from
its mouth spattered against the undead
figure as if it were a solid thing.

The thing shrank back, more injured
by the holy water than it had been by
Robin’s sword stroke. The fighter had
recovered her sword, and held it now
in her offhand; Laocoon stepped to her
side as they began a cautious retreat.

The wave of cold at their back

warned them. Laocoon glanced behind,
then whirled with a strangled cry.
Three more of the shadowy figures
floated behind them- figures bearing a
distinct resemblance to their recently
vanished companions. Frozen with hor-
ror, the foremost one struck the cleric
before he could respond.

Its numbing touch and the weakness
that followed told him, finally, what
they faced. “Shadows!” he croaked to
Robin in a pain-hoarsened voice.

“Tell me something new,” spat the
fighter. “Run for it, Laocoon—we can’t
fight them all!” Robin shoved the cleric
in the direction of the shadow they had
already fought and injured. The com-
panions ran, slashing wildly at the
shadow before them as the three at
their backs gave chase. Robin led the
way as Laocoon prayed intensely for
aid. He knew, though the fighter did
not, that his light spell would soon
expire. And when it did, they would be
blind as well as lost in these under-
ground passages, with only the dark-
ness and the shadows for company.
And shadows could track the living by
the life energy they radiated-energy
the shadows were eager to drain from
them.

Laocoon ran faster, and continued to

pray.

2]

Elegar leaned thoughtfully back in his
chair as the crystal vision faded. “I'll
offer a prayer for their safety,” he
thought out loud. “But how is it, sir, that
shadows are created in the first place?”

Damien smiled sadly. “You know, of
course, that some persons who die are
not yet ready to leave life. Others are
murdered or killed under traumatic
conditions.” The wizard tapped the
crystal ball to make his point. “When
that happens, the one who died may
leave behind a shadow-that part of a
spirit or soul that grasps greedily after
life. It is usually tied to a place of emo-
tional significance-the scene of its
death, for instance.

“The shadow is a pitiful sort of
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undead being. It has but a vestige of the
intelligence it had when alive. It is driv-
en only by a desire to recapture the life
it has lost. A shadow drains life essence
of its victim in a doomed effort to live
again. Sad beings, shadows.” The wiz-
ard shook his head.

Elegar pondered for a moment.
“Then why is it that the living can sur-
vive a shadow’s touch at all? I thought,
existing mostly on the Negative Energy
Plane as they do, that a single touch
would be enough to drain its victim of
all life.”

“No, no, no,” Damien shook his head
emphatically. “You've several miscon-
ceptions in one, there.

“Certainly shadows are undead, and
they are capable of draining life
energy-but only a little at a time. Once
it was thought that this showed a clear
connection to the Negative Energy
Plane, which sucks the vital energy
from material things. However, planar
travelers have discovered that nothing
can live on the Negative Energy Plane.
Nor is it connected to the Prime Materi-
al, so no entity can be on both planes
simultaneously.”

“Well, then,” asked Elegar, baffled,
“where do shadows exist, and where do
they get their powers from?”

“To the best of our knowledge,”
Damien replied, “shadows exist on two
planes at once. The ‘physical” part of
them is usually found on the Prime
Material Plane, taking form as the shad-
owy figure of a person. This shadow is
most human-looking shortly after
death, but soon loses detail of outline.
The shadow can be clearly seen in
bright light, and is impossible to pick
out of darkness. Sometimes this “physi-
cal” aspect is also encountered on the
Negative Quasi-Planes, which shadows
seem to like because of the closeness to
the Negative Energy Plane.

“At the same time, the shadow exists
partially on the Demi-Plane of Shadows.
That plane is made up of equal parts of
pure negative and positive energy, and
it is connected to the Prime Material
Plane and Negative Quasi-Plane. The
negative energy of that demi-plane



allows shadows to drain life force in the
form of the strength of their victims.
And the positive energy allows them to
manifest on the Prime Material Plane
and retain their forms even in sunlight.”

“Oh.” Elegar sat silently while he
absorbed the new information. “So
when a person is slain by a shadow and
becomes a shadow himself:" the novice
ventured, “he can also be found on the
Demi-Plane of Shadows?”

Damien nodded. “A part of the
shadow, yes, because the negative
energy of that demi-plane is easily
tapped by shadow undead. Although if
a shadow is destroyed on either plane,
the negative energy which gave it form
dissipates and it vanishes completely
from both planes.”

“Does that mean,” asked Elegar, “that
all shadows on the Demi-Plane of
Shadows are undead?”

“Not at all!” exclaimed the wizard.
“Most inhabitants of that demi-plane
are ‘shadows’ in the general sense—
such as shades and shadow dragons.
The undead ‘shadows’ of Prime Materi-
al persons gravitate to that place
because the balance of energies there
enables them to exist. It is said that
undead shadows can be a problem to
inhabitants of the Demi-Plane of
Shadows as well as to us on the Prime
Material Plane.”

Elegar raised his eyebrows. “Have
you had a chance to travel to that plane,
sir?”

Damien smiled and gave a slight nod.
“And I am happy to share what I know.
Now-not to rush you off, Elegar, but I
have something to attend to.”

“Certainly, sir. I understand.” The nov-
ice thanked Damien for his help and
took his leave. The wizard lingered by
his table after Elegar was gone, and
studied the crystal ball that lay there.
He reviewed the running figures in the
misty glass. Settling back into his chair,
he faced the small door in the far wall
and waited.

Some minutes later, the door burst
open. Laocoon and Robin charged into
the wizard’s study, panting from their
long run and the dash up the short,

flight of stairs. They paused in mid-
stride and looked wildly about, startled
to find themselves in a wizard’s study.

It was a fatal indecision. In a moment
the three pursuing shadows were upon
them. Soon, five shadows, not three,
wavered in the air of Damien’s study.

With muttered words, the wizard
opened a planar vortex in the darkest
corner of his study. Protected from the
shadows by a ring of undead control,
the wizard gestured to the Demi-Plane
of Shadows, visible beyond the murky
gate. “Business awaits me,” he said to
the undead. “I