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Based on the original concepts of Troy Denning 
and Timothy B. Brown and the conversion work of 
the DS3e team (www.athas.org). 
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Before they reach the islands, travellers to the 
Silt Archipelago must first pass through the 
Coastlands. After crossing the Great Salt Flat, 
The verdant coastline, the thriving grasslands 
of the coast are a welcome sight for most 
travellers. However, as is true across Athas, 
nowhere flourishes without its own danger. 
 
Certainly the people who live along the coast 
of the Sea of Silt are a hardy lot. Elven raiders 
from salt flats, undead from the obsidian 
wastes and sigorthians and silt runners from 
the sea all threaten their existence. They are 
some way removed from the protection of the 
Old One and, at the same time, act as a buffer 
against the enemies of the druids. 
 
The Coastlands (as they are called the 
southerners) are home to some 8,000 people 
once the substantial population of Pyrrha is 
counted. They inhabit the fertile strip that 
runs down past Pyrrha in the north to the 
Sarkobades headland in the south. Few of 
these tribespeople are farmers. The 
Coastlands are not protected by druidic magic 
from the blowing silt as the islands are. The 
tribes of the Coastlands are semi-nomadic 
herdsmen. 
 
Whilst they do not tend to build permanent 
towns, the Coastlanders have formed a 
number of semi-permanent encampments 
where they gather to exchange news and 
goods. The largest of these is Karbut with a 
population of 400 to 1,000 at any one time. 
This gathering place consists of a number of 
concentric circles of tents. By tradition, 
visiting tribal elders camp in the innermost 
circle and less important tribesmen camp 
further out. The flocks of the tribes are 
watched carefully as they graze in the 
surrounding scrub. The natural bay that lies 
close by allows dwarven merchants to land 
and trade here too. Karbut is not a bad place 

to arrange passage to the islands for those 
who do not wish to risk a visit to Pyrrha. 
 
The Coastlanders are a stubborn and parochial 
lot. They tend to believe that the comparative 
ease of li fe on the islands has made the 
inhabitants soft and weak. Those who come 
from the north are regarded with suspicion 
and distrust. ‘Nothing good comes from the 
north’ is a common proverb. 
 
The tribes of the Coastlanders are small , more 
like extended families and their thoughts are 
on the day-to-day well being of them and 
their herds. They have littl e time for much 
more organisation than this. Their traditions 
serve them well enough in solving disputes. 
Nevertheless, if the Coastlanders can be said 
to have a leader it is Nahemius (male human, 
10th-level ranger, NG). Although Nahemius 
is now an old man, all the tribes remember 
that when he was young he led the united 
tribes in resisting an incursion from the Dead 
Lands. His courage and leadership won the 
lasting admiration of the tribes. For his part, 
Nahemius wears the mantle of hero with 
forbearance. He gives the best advice he can 
to those who come to him seeking it but he 
does not really feel quali fied. He fears that 
one day the Coastlanders will face some 
challenge that he will not know the answer to. 
In truth, he would like to ‘retire’ and get back 
to his herds but his people show no sign of 
letting him. 
 

77KKH�H�**UUHHDDW�W�66DDOOW�W�))OODDWW��
All those who journey to the Sil t Archipelago 
from the Tablelands must first cross the Great 
Salt Flat. This vast expanse of glittering white 
crystal is as perilous as it is dry. During the 
day the flat white expanse offers no shelter 
from the relentless sun. Oases and watering 
holes are rare and the plants that grow even 
here are themselves too salty to be edible. The 
journey across the flats from the Estuary of 
the Forked Tongue to Pyrrha can last for as 
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long as a month. It is a journey that has 
unmade sorcerer-kings. 
 
Precisely because the Tablelands lie beyond 
the white expanse, the Disciples of the Old 
One watch it keenly. They are alert to any 
attempt by the cities of the north to seize the 
fertile islands that they guard so jealously. 
None travel south across the baked salt 
without the knowledge of the druids. Defilers 
and the servants of the sorcerer-king are not 
suffered to reach the eastern coast. The druids 
do not act directly at first. They strike from 
afar using magic and psionics to confuse 
navigations and dry the few springs that lie 
along the way. Those that persist are beset by 
howling winds and ravenous beasts. There are 
not many that do not turn back in the face of 
such adversity. 
 
Despite its li feless appearance, this area 
contains others dangers apart from 
dehydration and heat. Even those who make 
the journey without the intent of opposing the 
druid guardians of the south are at risk. Many 
monsters predate this white expanse. Salt 
mephits and crysmals are relatively common. 
Less frequent are the undead that range out 
from the obsidian plains to the south. There 
are other dangers as well . 
 

7KH�6DOW�5HDYHUV�
Most dangerous of all though are the elves. 
The western salt flats are home to the feared 
and hated Salt Reavers. This elf tribe ranges 
up and down the extent of the salt flat, 
butchering, slaving and pill aging. 
 
What they do with their booty nobody knows. 
They certainly have no dealings with the 
people of the islands or with any traders from 
the north. Both these groups are prey so far as 
they are concerned. However, some of the 
Coastlanders claim to have witnessed dealing 
between the elves and a people from the 
south. They say, although there are not many 

who have tracked the Salt Reavers and lived, 
that the mysterious counter parties were not 
undead, although these are the only beings 
known to dwell further to the south. 
 

'DOLQD�WKH�([LOH�
Dalina (female human, 7th-level preserver, 
5th-level druid, NG) was once a disciple of 
the Old One and a devout defender of the 
islands. However, so the story goes, she was 
sent to hunt down a defiler who was laying 
waste to the northern Coastlands. Rather than 
kill him immediately she only took him 
prisoner as he pleaded for his li fe. During the 
time he was in her custody the wizard 
corrupted the druid and taught her the evil art 
of sorcery in exchange for his freedom. 
Rather than face justice for her betrayal she 
fled into the Great Salt Flat. This occurred 
some eight years before the present time and 
the fate of Dalina is unknown to the people 
and druids of the Archipelago. Many believe, 
with a spiteful vindictiveness, that she 
perished on the salt. Whether alive or dead, 
she is hated universally. 
 
In truth, Dalina still l ives, guarding a rare 
oasis in the bleak heart of the stinging salt. 
Neither she nor her tutor was a defiler. She 
spared her quarry because she found him to 
be a true friend of the land – a noble preserver 
who had ventured south to find the very 
druids who now wanted to destroy him. This 
distinction was completely lost upon Dalina’s 
fellows. All wizards in their eyes are worthy 
only of destruction. 
 
Whilst Dalina has carved out a relatively 
comfortable niche for herself in the 
wilderness of Athas she longs to return to the 
island of her birth and her fellow initiates. She 
believes that, some day, she will be able to 
convince them that the magic of wizards can 
also be tool for good. 
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The town of Pyrrha is the first port of call for 
most caravans from the north. Whilst more 
hospitable than the parched and bleached 
landscape of the salt flats, Pyrrha holds more 
subtle dangers than the Athasian wilderness. 
 
On first appearances it is a li vely although 
ramshackle town. Home to some 2,000 souls, 
it has a reputation for thievery and sharp 
trade. Anything you might want to buy, from 
Green Age relics to the forbidden Black Elixir 
can be purchased here at a price. Of course, 
the quali ty and even authenticity of such 
wares is not guaranteed. 
 
Pyrrha lies on the coast. On its eastern side is 
a wide open harbour, with several high and 
rickety wooden jetties projecting out over the 
silt . The town itself is girt with a fence of 
slanting wooden stakes. This even runs down 
along behind the harbour. This barrier is 
overlooked by a number of sentry towers and 
punctuated by five gates of varying 
construction and strength. Within the town, 
the buildings are of the usual circular, thatch 
and baked mud construction that characterises 
much of the region. However, even beyond 
the fence, there is usually a fair scattering of 
bright tents and clamouring merchants. 
 
The town is governed by the Constable of the 
Town. The rules about the selection and 
succession are supposedly complex and 
obscure, and for the most part ignored. The 
real masters of the town are the Fair Traders 
and the Constable tends to be whoever they 
see decide it should be. The current Constable 
is Deoncerius (male human, 4th-level 
aristocrat, LN), a weak puppet who would 
never have made it to such lofty heights had 
not Count Vladamar found him so malleable. 
Despite that Deoncerius is so beholden to the 
evil master of the Fair Traders he has his own 
sense of propriety. The fact that he is too 

powerless and craven to enforce it fill s him 
with great self-loathing. 
 
The one real duty that Count Vladamar 
demands of the Constable is that he maintains 
the pre-eminent position of the Fair Traders in 
the town. In order that this is so, swingeing 
tariffs, customs and berthing charges are 
imposed on other merchants who come to the 
town. Meanwhile, Vladamar’s thugs and 
cutpurses have the run of the town and gladly 
prey on strangers. Their petty criminal 
activity is not restricted to merchants either. 
All those who come to the city do well to be 
on their guard but not zealous in defence of 
their property, for Vladamar’s men enjoy the 
protection of the Constable. 
 

7KH�$JHQWV�RI�WKH�1RUWK�
House Rees of Balic has taken the foremost 
position amongst the northern trading houses 
in attempting to open up the markets of the 
Archipelago. Pyrrha would be a useful 
bridgehead indeed in this endeavour. To this 
end Lady Essen has sent some of her most 
trusted agents to break Count Vladamar’s 
stranglehold on the city. 
 
Leading the ‘southern operation’ is the 
cunning and able Shuubsat (female half-elf, 
8th-level bard, CN). Whilst she has been 
given a broad mandate to strengthen Rees’s 
position in Pyrrha she has the particular task 
of removing Count Vladamar from the 
picture. Whether or not she is a match for the 
wily old trader remains to be proved. 
 

7KH�+RXVH�RI�)UDJUDQW�%ORVVRPV�
The House of Fragrant Blossoms is rather 
grandiloquent name that Vladamar has given 
to his headquarters in Pyrrha. The House 
itself is, in fact, an old Green Age temple at 
the very heart of the town. 
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The main hall of the temple, lined with 
intricately carved jade pill ars, Vladamar uses 
to receive guests and valued customers. 
 
The warren of outbuildings, on the other 
hand, are used variously for off ices, private 
quarters for Vladamar himself and other 
senior members of the Fair Traders and to 
house the various servants, concubines and 
catamites that wait on them. 
 
In order to defend the heart of his operations, 
Count Vladamar has hired a company of 
thirty tareks. They are led by the warrior, 
Baani (male tarek, 7th-level fighter, N) – a 
competent and loyal bodyguard. 
 

66DDUUNNRREEDDGGHHVV��
The city of Sarkobades was once, in the 
happier days of the Green Age, a prosperous 
protectorate of Ebe. During the Cleansing 
Wars, Borys garrisoned his third army within 
its walls. The army was led by the defiler, 
Garnuptik. Whilst Borys led a campaign far to 
the south, the army of the ogre king, 
Mangannon broke through the lines of the 
Champions to lay siege to the city of 
Sarkobades. Garnuptik was a powerful wizard 
but no match for the even greater psionics 
Mangannon. The psion, with his army of orcs 
and ogres, incapacitated the defiler, breached 
the walls and proceeded to impale every man, 
woman and child within the walls. Only 
Garnuptik was left alive. Mangannon flayed 
him alive and, using his psychometabolic 
powers to prevent him from slipping from 
li fe, left him for Borys to find and exact the 
punishment for failure. 
 
Sarkobades is now a broken and dusty ruin. 
Her shattered walls are like a mocking crown 
atop the headland. Nobody goes near the 
ruins: fierce and dangerous beasts populate 
them now. The ruins stand as a monument to 
the strength and ferocity of an extinct race. 
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The island of Darna is the smallest in the 
archipelago, being only twenty miles in 
diameter. The island is hil ly but for the most 
part the rise and fall of the land has been 
mellowed by the long action of the elements. 
Indeed most of the island has been worn 
down into a single uneven dome. Only on the 
southeastern coast is there evidence of the 
violent upheaval that first thrust the islands 
from the sea. Here bare rock towers up and 
drops away as quickly in a maze of li cheny 
crags and gulli es. 
 
Like much of the Archipelago, Darna is a 
fertile place by Athasian standards. The gentle 
slopes of the north are scattered with clumps 
of thick grass and succulent bushes. The 
southeast is sparser but even here low gorses 
and thorn bushes abound. These provide 
ample fodder for island’s erdlu who abound in 
great numbers, both wild and domesticated. 
 
Darna is peopled predominantly by human 
and giant herders. Some humans have also 
turned to agriculture. Close to the Vanishing 
Lake, and thus to the protection of the druids, 
and shielded from the monsters of the deeper 
open sea by the lake and the islands of Vaas 
and Muln, Darna is perhaps the most peaceful 
and sheltered of the archipelago’s islands. 
Certainly it used to be. 
 
Although Darna is not far from the Cerulean 
Storm, thus far it has been spared the rage of 
King Tithian. However, since the death of the 
Dragon, flashes of distant blue have lighted 
up the northern sky at night lightning and the 
rumble of thunder carries, from time to time, 
across the silt . The winds that now blow 
down from the north whip up great clouds of 
grey powder that dust the island. Darna has 
always known silt storms but never ones so 
fierce, prolonged and frequent. 
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The people of the islands know littl e of the 
outside world so the events in the northern 
sky are inexplicable and frightening. The silt 
clerics of the island, however, have been swift 
to capitalise on the renewed fury of the sil t 
storms. Most of these clerics are simple 
profiteers, seeking to frighten the populace 
into retaining their services. A number of 
Dust Prophets have also made their way to 
Darna with their own apocalyptic message 
and purpose. 
 

00\\OOLLNNLL��
All the islands of the Archipelago, even one 
as provincial as Darna, have their own trading 
port. Myliki performs this function for Darna. 
 
Myliki is not a large town, having a 
population of only four hundred. The town 
consists mainly of shops and warehouses, all 
built with slate roofs sloping towards the sea. 
This style of building ensures that when the 
wind blows in, there are now windows to 
channel in silt and drown the interior in grey 
dust. The town consists of various 
warehouses used to store goods for import or 
export, a few taverns, simple houses for the 
stevedores and a few other businesses 
catering to those who pass through. 
 
Myliki is run by Governor Uzzak (male 
dwarf, 4th-level rogue, LN), a functionary of 
the Confederacy of Mariners. In the past, the 
governorship of Myliki has not been a 
prestigious or an arduous position. However, 
in recent months, Uzzak’s job has proved 
more testing. A kill er is loose in Myliki. 
Nobody has seen this mysterious figure but 
all know of and fear him. So far he struck a 
dozen times, in the dead of night, seemingly 
without any pattern or motive. The bodies 
have been found the following day, slain by a 
single, surgical knife wound to the back of the 
neck, up into the brain stem. 
 

Kyanes (male human, 4th-level silt cleric, N) 
plies his trade as a fortune teller and a healer 
in the town. He works from a littl e hut on the 
shore just east of the town. People come to 
visit him from across the island to seek advice 
and learn their fate. Kyanes is old and nearly 
blind but this only enhances his reputation as 
a true seer. In truth, Kyanes long ago 
discovered that the last think people want to 
hear from a fortune-teller is the truth. 
Nevertheless, his advice is usually good. For 
those who see through his platitudes and 
patter, he does truly hold the abili ty to see the 
future. Kyanes possesses a mother-of-pearl 
bowl that grants him prophetic powers when 
he gazes into it. Those who have studied such 
things recognise it as being characteristic of 
the early city of Ebe. 
 
Elmiobe’s House is a popular tavern and 
brothel in the centre of town. The 
establishment is run by the middle-aged 
human Elmiobe (female human, 6th-level 
bard, NG). Elmiobe employs a couple of muls 
to look after her girls but most of her regulars 
will also come down hard on any 
troublemakers. Elmiobe entertains sailors 
from all over the Archipelago. She takes care 
to li sten to all the rumours that come her way 
and is a fount of information about the 
islands. Getting her to impart it though is a 
trickier proposition. 
 

77KKH�H�**LLDDQQWWV�V�RRI�I�''DDUUQQDD��
The giants of Darna live along the rocky 
southeastern coast of the island. The giants’ 
size means they are better adapted to this 
environment, being able to step where 
humans must scramble and climb. When they 
are not watching their flocks they live in 
simple huge huts of thatch and clay, perched 
precipitously amongst the crags. 
 
Most of the giants of Darna compose one 
large extended family. This clan is some forty 
giants strong and led by the patriarch, 
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Umbashiwe (male giant, 4th-level ranger, 
NG). Umbashiwe’s people are, as with all the 
giants of the archipelago, related to the clans 
of the other islands through ties of marriage. 
Several of the daughters of the tribe have left 
to join their husbands’ f amilies on Muln or 
Vaas and Umbashiwe’s current wife, Dusdat, 
is the daughter of Bokhsani of Muln. 
 
Umbashiwe is the very epitome of the 
Archipelago giants. He is hospitable and 
curious towards any guests. He is eager to 
maintain good relations with the humans of 
Darna, glad to build ties with other islanders 
and delighted, should the opportunity arise, to 
welcome those who come from the north. He 
is keenly aware that Darna is considered 
something of a backwater by the other islands 
and he will make very much indeed of the fact 
that he entertains travellers from the great 
cities of the north. In fact, now that the 
Archipelago is starting to look outward in the 
wake of turbulent overthrow of so many 
sorcerer kings, Umbashiwe nurtures the 
ambition to turn Darna into a ‘gateway to the 
north’ . 
 
Recently relations between the humans and 
giants of Darna have been strained by the 
arrival of a second group of giants from Muln. 
This second group consists of a dozen giants. 
These relative newcomers have occupied the 
southern cape of the island, li ving in a system 
of caves there, and have been trouble since 
they arrived. Their chief, Goghulmaa, (male 
giant, 7th-level brute, CN) is a drunkard, a 
bully and a gangster. The giants were exiled 
from Muln for their unruly behaviour and 
have continued to cause strife in their new 
home, threatening and stealing from their 
human neighbours. The human tribes have 
diff iculty distinguishing between the two 
factions of giants and the antics of the settlers 
have eroded the goodwill and trust toward the 
giants of Umbashiwe’s clan. Umbashiwe does 
not really know how to deal with the situation 
which is complicated by the fact that 

Goghulmaa is the younger brother of his wife. 
He does not want to be impolite to a relative 
and is hoping that he can reform the upstart 
with kindness and by setting an example. 
Goghulmaa has responded to his brother-in-
law’s overtures with nothing but contempt. 
 

99LLUURRLL��
Viroi is the name both of the mudflat to the 
north-west of Darna, and of the human tribe 
that farm the paddy fields there. The tribe 
gave their name to the fertile marshland. They 
are simple farmers although they trade with 
their herdsman cousins on Darna. 
 
The Viroi are governed by the matriarch, 
Arfaja, (female human, 6th-level fighter, LG). 
She succeeded her mother and elder sister as 
chief. Whilst Arfaja cares deeply for her 
people and strives to be worthy of them, the 
Viroi are not impressed by the rather stuffy 
and over-eager leader. They are not 
antagonistic or resentful of her rule but she is 
often the subject of quiet mockery when her 
back is turned. For outsiders to mock the chief 
is another matter. Doing so will quickly result 
in banishment or attack by the outraged Viroi. 
 
A number of wrecks moulder at the heart of 
the swamp. These ancient ships were 
constructed, it would seem, to float on the 
seas of water that have long since passed from 
the face of Athas. All that remains now are 
the frameworks of the hulls, titanic ribcages 
of timbers, slick with algae and webs of 
creepers. The Viroi avoid these relics of a past 
age. They fear the ghosts that might haunt 
these alien ruins. In truth, there are no ghosts 
amidst the timbers but the superstitious terror 
of the tribesman has allowed dangerous 
predators, primarily cistern fiends, to breed 
there in the heart of the swamp. 
 
Amidst the beasts and bleached timbers lives 
a reclusive hermit (male human, 9th-level 
psion, CN). The name of the hermit is 
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unknown and few have met him. He is shy 
and wily and even the parochial dialect of the 
Viroi comes with diff iculty to him. Those 
who have met him have found that he chatters 
constantly more to his invisible, and probably 
entirely imaginary, familiar spirits.  
 

7KH�([LOHV�
Further to the northwest is yet another mud 
flat. Here reside a number of exiles from the 
archipelago. The mudflat is a desolate, 
gloomy place and has no widely recognised 
name. Giant ferns keep the swamp in a 
permanent greenish half-light. Huge fruiting 
fungi predominate and the stench of mould 
and decay. Since the death of Borys the flat 
has been periodically lashed by Tyr Storms 
from the east.  
 
Even before the violent storms, the outcasts 
have had a miserable lot. Whether caused by 
fungal spores or some darker energy, disease, 
mutation and insanity are commonplace 
amongst the populace. These symptoms are 
apparent even amongst relative newcomers, 
manifesting within a few months of their 
coming to the flat. 
 
The exiles are ruled, effectively, by a man 
named Lizard Eyes (male human, 3rd-level 
rogue, 2nd-level warrior, NE). He won his 
name due to the mutation he developed 
shortly after arriving at the mud flat. His eyes 
move independently of each other. Lizard 
Eyes holds sway through a combination of 
intimidation and base cunning. Although he 
promises his flock that he will return them to 
their rightful place as lords of the Archipelago 
he really cares littl e for the other exiles. They 
are a mean to an end. 
 
Lizard Eyes is advised by the defiler, Nadrus 
(male human, 7th-level defiler, LE). Nadrus is 
an acolyte of the t’ li z, Mara Liespeaker. 
Nadrus has told him that he works for a 
greater power but no more than this. Whilst 

Lizard Eyes is flattered by the attentions of 
Nadrus he neither trusts nor li kes the wizard. 
Indeed he is deeply envious of the man’s 
sorcerous abili ty and trusts him not at all . 
However, he is so gratified that powerful 
defilers have taken an interest in him that he 
tolerates the wizard’s presence. 
 

7777KKKKHHHH����9999DDDDQQQQLLLLVVVVKKKKLLLLQQQQJJJJ����////DDDDNNNNHHHH����
 
At the very heart of the Silt Archipelago and 
its complex society is the Vanishing Lake. 
This great body of water expands and 
diminishes in long cycles. Nobody quite 
understands what dictates the ebb and flow of 
the lake’s hidden source (except perhaps the 
Old One) although there are a great many 
theories.  A period as littl e as two years or as 
many as five can separate the zeniths of two 
cycles. 
 
Approaching the Vanishing Lake one first 
comes across the paddy fields of the 
periphery. Rice and other aquatic plants are 
grown on the flats created as the lake 
expands. Humans, mainly, wade around this 
temporary farmland in huge wide flat shoes. 
At the periphery of the flat, the mud is often 
crumbly and thin. It is easy to break through 
the crust and plunge into the suffocating silt 
below. The strange silt shoes worn by the 
natives spread their weight across a much 
greater surface, preventing such mischance. 
Peculiar as they look, visitors should also 
consider investing in a pair. 
 
Beyond this hinterland of paddy fields is what 
is known as the Ebb-line. When the lake and 
the flats are at their least, the Ebb-line forms 
the border between the flats and the silt . It is 
along this boundary that the vast majority of 
the mud dwellers li ve. So fertile is the 
marshland that nearly 7,000 people live on 
this narrow strip of permanently habitable 
land. Potentially the land could support twice 
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or even three times this number, so fertile is 
it, but the druids impose strict limits on what 
land is available to farm. 
 
Beyond the Ebb-line is the interior of the 
mudflat and the Vanishing Lake itself. The 
people of the Archipelago do not venture 
here. It is taboo, the sacred abode of the 
spirits and the Old One. 
 

$$GGXXDD��
The town of Adua is a great feat of dwarven 
engineering. A collaboration between the 
Confederacy and the Brotherhood, Adua was 
built to open the mudflat surrounding the 
Vanishing Lake to the traders’ silt skimmers. 
However, traders have maintained an outpost 
on the mudflats since before the foundation of 
the Confederacy. 
 
The focus of the town is a long wooden pier, 
extending some twelve miles to the 
southwest, supported upon long stilts sunk 
into the silt and mire. The length of the pier is 
due to the cyclical ebb and flow of the 
Vanishing Lake – it is long enough that even 
when the lake is at its greatest, silt skimmers 
can still moor without becoming mired in the 
thick mud. 
 
The town itself is located to the east of the 
great lake. As with most settlements around 
the Vanishing Lake it is built on the Ebb-line. 
The buildings of Adua, again in common with 
much of the area, are built on stilts, with 
narrow boardwalks linking them together. 
The stilts and most of these platforms are 
made from sturdy wood but the buildings are 
woven from dried grasses and reeds. Most of 
the buildings are conical tepee-like 
constructions. 
 
The town is utilit arian; it serves no purpose 
than to support the business of trading. The 
fruit, grain and liquor produced in this region 
is exported all over the Archipelago. In turn, 

other products, such as flint and copper, are 
very hard to come by on the flats. This, of 
course, encourages thriving trade. 
 
Adua is governed by the Circle. This is a 
group of six representatives: five from tribes 
that come to Adua to trade and one from the 
traders. These positions rotate every two 
years, so all the interested parties get a chance 
to influence the direction of government. In 
general though, the duties of the government 
are mundane: the repair of walkways and the 
administration of mooring fees. 
 
Adua is just about the only means of getting 
to the Vanishing Lake so the druids watch the 
town carefully. They also take a dim view 
whenever some threat does circumvent their 
scrutiny. They have forced the closure of the 
town a number of times in the past. This has 
the effect of encouraging the townspeople to 
be equally vigilant in reporting possible 
infilt rators. The town has a general air of 
paranoia and xenophobia. Unlike the rest of 
the Archipelago, strangers are never 
welcomed. 
 

7KH�+RXVH�RI�+DQJXV�
Most newcomers to Adua, when they are 
accorded any courtesy at all , will be directed 
to the House of Hangus. This inn is quite 
expensive but is the only place in the town 
prepared to offer hospitality to outsiders. 
 
Nevertheless, the beds and board are all of 
good quali ty and the innkeeper is friendly and 
helpful. He is always very interested in new 
visitors and is generous with his wine if he 
thinks that there is a tale to be had. Indeed, 
Hangus (male human, 8th-level druid, NG) 
takes good care to learn all about those who 
come to flats. He is, in truth, an agent of the 
Disciples of the Old One. His relaxed 
hospitali ty and the inn’s wine prove very 
useful tools in loosening tongues and 
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furnishing the druids with information about 
those who come to their most sacred places. 
 

77KKH�H�,,QQWWHHUULLRRUU��
Sunlight hardly ever penetrates the thick, 
humid jungle. Although the water often 
reaches depths of forty or fifty feet the great 
coili ng trees still blot out the crimson sun. 
Csaltiphons, gigantic snakes and scorpions, 
sloths and shambling mounds haunt the 
swamp. And druids. 
 
Traversing the jungle is diff icult enough, 
utterly forbidden to those who are not true 
servants of the Spirits of the Land. Beyond 
the jungle lies the lake itself, a wide expanse 
of clear blue water (when it is at the height of 
its cycle). When the waters recede the basin 
blossoms into a miles-wide field of orchids of 
every imaginable hue. The whole area pulses 
with the li fe-giving energy of the elemental 
node that sustains the Archipelago. 
Sometimes sulphurous steam rises from the 
waters. On other nights of the year, when 
there is not a cloud for miles, sparkling motes 
of light rise slowly from the depths of the 
lake, gaining speed and momentum as they 
soar into the sky to be lost amongst the stars. 
 
Some seventeen Trees of Life grow around 
the banks of the lake. Other treasures and 
secrets are also said to lie within the waters. 
But all are closely watched by the Disciples 
of the Old One. The clear blue waters hides 
dangers as well . In particular, the lake is 
home to a number of water drakes. Whilst 
these creatures do not serve the Spirits that 
the druids do, they will gladly assist in the 
defence of their home. 
 

0000XXXXOOOOQQQQ����
 
The largest of the islands of the Sil t 
Archipelago, Muln, for the last ten centuries 

has actually been divided into two islands, 
North and South Muln. It has only been since 
the seismic upheaval of the death of Borys 
and the Great Earthquake that the silt receded 
from the channel that ran along south of the 
Copper Hill s, once again joining the two 
halves of the island. 
 
Even today there is a noticeable difference 
between the north and south parts of the 
island. From the northern coast the land 
gradually rises, the incline becoming steeper 
and steeper. The foothill s of this scarp are 
grassy, shielded by the shadow of the hill s 
from the full heat of the sun. The land 
continues to rise into a low mountain range, 
the Copper Hill s. The northern face of the 
range is shallow but the southern face is a 
precipitous cli ff , the mountains dropping 
suddenly away. At the foot of the sheer 
southern face, an expansive plain stretches 
out. This land is well cultivated by the human 
inhabitants. The area is scattered with fields 
of grain and orchards. 
 
The northern part of the island is almost 
completely given over to giants. The 
exception to this is the Copper Hill s 
themselves. They gain their name from the 
fact that a rich seam of the metal runs through 
the hill s. This is mined and traded by the 
human inhabitants of the hill s, li ving around 
and in the town of Fyrga. 
 
On the western flank of the island is the town 
of Euripis set amidst the bubbling springs that 
sustain the otherworldly inhabitants, the 
ukoven. Humans farm the remainder of the 
southern area. 
 
The druid Ixiana (female human, 13th-level 
druid, N) watches over the island of Muln 
along with several others. Ixiana is a member 
of the inner circle of the Disciples and was 
one of the key proponents of Jephaneth’s 
imposture. The druid is lit tle seen by the 
islanders. Like many of her fellows, she 
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prefers to act in secret, sending one of her 
own students when it is necessary to 
communicate with the islanders. The druid is 
said to be extraordinarily beautiful by those 
who have seen her. 
 

&&HHQQWWLLSSHHGGH�H�66ZZDDPPSS��
To the north of the island of Muln lies an 
expansive mudflat. It is watered by a spring 
beneath the silt , just like the Vanishing Lake 
to the north. The water here wells up from 
smaller sources beneath the silt , over a wider 
area. As a result the swamp tends not to grow 
and shrink to the same extent as the northern 
flats. There is no open water here but the mud 
itself is more liquid. As a result these flats do 
not support quite the same level of a 
agriculture as thrives in the north. In all some 
2,000 humans have settled these flats. They 
live in simple huts woven from grass, built i n 
the more wooded areas of the marsh. Here 
tree roots hold the silt and mud together 
making the ground firmer. 
 
The swamp takes its name from the large and 
dangerous predators that haunt the area. Mud 
centipedes burrow in the mud and are a 
menace to anything on the surface, bursting 
up from beneath them in swift and sudden 
ambush. 
 
Despite being in a fairly central position in 
the Archipelago, Centipede Swamp is actually 
fairly backward and inaccessible. The mud is 
too thick for silt skimmers but not firm 
enough to walk across. The tribes of the 
island are isolated and primitive. The 
inhospitable centre, hunted by snakes and 
centipedes, provides refuge and cover for a 
number of active witch snake cults. 
 
Centipede Swamp is also known for its 
distinctive and terrifying wooden carvings. 
These elaborate fetishes are used to ward off 
evil and bestow fertili ty. They are unnaturally 
spindly and oddly jointed, their faces 

disturbing grotesques. Nonetheless they fetch 
a high price as novelties in Badush, Pyrrha 
and even as far away as Balic. 
 

7KH�0DUJKHWDL�DQG�7KXODULNL�
The south-eastern arm of the flat is the only 
place in the Archipelago in a state of ongoing, 
armed conflict. An unresolved border dispute 
between the two tribes inhabiting this area has 
erupted into bloody violence periodically, 
over the last twenty years. The druids have 
sought to intervene but have only succeeded 
in establishing temporary armistices. The feud 
is now so bitter that is more about grudges 
than territory. 
 
On the one side of the conflict are the 
Marghetai. This tribe has long and brutal 
warrior tradition. Both men and women of the 
tribe are expected to pass the exacting rites of 
passage and fight in battle, daubed in their 
distinctive ochre war paint. The Marghetai are 
led by Pyrtarrhea (female human, 8th-level 
psychic warrior, LE). She is a general before 
a civil l eader but this commands the respect 
of her tribe. She is the first into battle and the 
last to retreat for this is what the Marghetai 
admire. 
 
The other side of the ongoing war is the 
Thulariki tribe. The Thulariki are more 
agrarian than the warrior Marghetai. They 
fight with a sense of desperation and terrible 
bitterness but do not see themselves as the 
aggressors. They simply believe that they 
cannot be safe until the Marghetai are wiped 
out. Thus they fight without any sense of 
honour or restraint.  
 
Leading their righteous genocide is Gaedo 
(male human, 6th-level rogue, CE) a cunning 
and cold strategist who has done much to 
reverse the Marghetai’s advantages of 
equipment and training. He was once a good 
and just man but his wife and children were 
kill ed in a Marghetai raid and since he has 
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been singularly devoted to wiping out their 
murderers. Recently, he has adopted a policy 
of abducting Marghetai children and forcing 
them to fight in battle against their parents. 
He is also receiving ambassadors from a ‘ just 
spirit’ who is gathering power in the south. 
These emissaries have promised the chief 
supernatural aid to complete the destruction 
of his tribe’s nemesis. 
 

11RRUUWWK�K�00XXOOQQ��
A number of giant tribes inhabit the north part 
of the island. In all , some two hundred giants 
li ve on the island. Most of them are herders 
although a significant minority have turned 
their hands to cereal farming. The giants play 
a key role in the islands’ trade and it is well 
known that the best rope comes from Muln. 
 
The largest tribe of giants are called 
Habulmaa’s Children. The tribe is named 
after the giant who first led the founding 
family to the Sil t Archpelago. The Children 
are now led by the great Bokhsani.  
 
Bokhsani of Muln (male giant, 11th-level 
gladiator, 5th-level psion, LN) is the elder 
statesman of the Archipelago giants. In his 
youth, nearly a century ago, Bokhsani fought 
as a gladiator in Balic. So great and glorious 
was his career that the Dictator Andropinis 
granted him his freedom and offered him a 
position as a general within the army of Balic. 
Bokhsani refused and, now free, travelled 
south across the Great Salt Flat. Eventually he 
found a new home amongst the giants of 
Muln. After forty years, his fairness and 
wisdom were renowned and he was chosen as 
successor to the dying Chief Mukubwe. 
 
Bokhsani is now old even by the standards of 
Athasian giants though there is still none to 
match him in either combat or leadership. 
Now that the city of his youth is now free he 
plans to retire and return to Balic, once he can 
find a suitable successor. He is troubled by 

many ghosts of the past, those of the many 
gladiators he consigned to the Gray on the 
arena sands of the north. There is also another 
dream that disturbs the sleep of Bokhsani of 
Muln. Once a great man freed him from 
bondage. He hears the voice of his liberator 
who is now himself imprisoned. Bokhsani’s 
sense of justice and rightness tells him that 
the debt must be repaid. 
 
Habulmaa’s Children are fiercely loyal to 
their adopted leader. It is due to his vision and 
wisdom after all that they have become the 
foremost giant tribe in the Archipelago. There 
are around eighty giants in the tribe and they 
are sophisticated for their race. Bokhsani 
places a high value on learning and has 
encouraged his tribe to do likewise. His 
people welcome travellers and are eager to 
learn from them. He also sends his giants out 
from the tribe to study the ways of other 
races. In particular, a number of the Children 
have travelled to Euripis to learn from the 
ukoven scholars there. 
 

77KKH�H�&&RRSSSSHHU�U�++LLOOOOVV��
The Copper Hill s are inhabited by humans, 
some dwarves and a smaller number of muls. 
In all , the hill s boast a population of around 
3,000 humanoids. The business in the Copper 
Hill s has always been copper mining. The 
flesh of the ancient Barkka was once dug 
from the heart of the Copper Hill s and the 
soldiers of the Cleansing Wars were armed 
with spearheads beaten from Muln bronze. 
Even today the great majority of those who 
live in the hill s are miners although a few 
goatherds graze their flocks upon the hill s. 
 
The people of the hill s are insular and 
untrusting. The work is dangerous and 
strenuous and the copper that they produce is 
highly sought after. This makes them wary of 
outsiders, many of whom have proved to be 
thieves in the past. Nevertheless a steady 
trickle of prospectors arrives at the Copper 
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hill s looking to make their fortune. The locals 
usually treat them little better than the slaves 
of the northern cities but with hard graft and 
an uncomplaining attitude it is possible to win 
a place in the community. 
 
The druids of the islands do not tolerate deep 
mines cutting into the very body of their 
lands. It is both sacrilegious and dangerous. 
The islands lie above a rich elemental node 
that fuels the springs and volcanoes of the 
upper land. Those digging too deep find 
blistering temperatures, rumbling earth 
tremors, sudden floods and blasts of choking 
vapours. Powerful elemental creatures also 
slumber in the bowels of the islands and 
waking them is foolish in the extreme. The 
children of the elements of Athas are 
indifferent to humanoids and their reactions 
are always unpredictable: they might 
completely ignore those who discover them or 
react with simple curiosity or tempestuous 
rage. 
 
Most take note of the admonishment of the 
druids and of the cautionary tales told about 
those who have not heeded the warnings. The 
hill dwellers tend to dig shallow mines, often 
more like quarries than true tunnels. Even 
after millennia of mining there are still rich 
seams of copper near the surface. The miners 
take great care not to despoil the area to any 
large degree, as doing so would draw down 
the swift wrath of the Old One.  
 
Even this careful, measured exploitation is 
more than the druids would like but they 
realise they must balance their concern for the 
environment with the great demand for the 
metal by the traders and people of the islands. 
Instead they impose swingeing quotas on the 
extent of the mining. Largely these are 
observed but there are always a few chancers 
who are prepared to flout the rules. In general, 
the druids can rely on the authorities in Fyrga 
to impose suitable penalties without having to 
step in themselves. The leaders of the miners 

do not like having to keep the druids’ law but 
they realise than not to would be far more 
trouble than it was worth. 
 

)\UJD�
Nearly two-thirds of the hill s’ population 
resides in the town of Fyrga. This town is the 
focal point of the region and a bustling 
trading centre. It is here that miners come to 
sell their ore and buy food, wine, cloth and 
other items from all over the Archipelago. 
Fyrga is the only location in all the 
Archipelago with the infrastructure to smelt 
the ore into pure copper. In turn, this is turned 
into finished products – tools, jewellery, 
mirrors and weapons – by the various 
workshops in the town. 
 
The town’s smelting works is public property. 
This monopoly allows the town to control the 
price of copper. The current mayor, Lady 
Kassiana (female mul, 5th-level fighter, 3rd-
level rogue, LN), is an honest dealer though. 
She has not succumbed to the temptations of 
embezzlement like many of her predecessors. 
She has proved a consummate politi cian and 
negotiator walking the tightrope between the 
druids and the merchants. This has won the 
respect of the hill smen but she is too cold and 
too shrewd to be well li ked. 
 

((XXUULLSSLLVV��
The town of Euripis is old beyond memory. 
The ukoven have inhabited the west of the 
island of Muln since before humans came to 
the islands. Now the elemental springs of 
Muln are the only source of energy that can 
sustain the ukoven. 
 
Euripis itself is a beautiful place. A number of 
ukoven throughout its history have devoted 
themselves to the study and perfection of 
architecture. Principal amongst ukoven 
architects was Thyardes who lived some five 
centuries before the present day. His white 
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marble colonnades and elegant helical towers 
have defined the style of modern Euripis. The 
town is li ke nowhere else on Athas, the 
expertise and artistry of its construction 
recalli ng the glory of the Green Age. These 
buildings are scattered along the hil ly 
headland on the western coast of Muln. There 
is no obvious boundary when the countryside 
ends and the town begins. The houses and 
halls of the ukoven mingle with the elemental 
springs that sustain them. 
 
Some of these springs are open to the sky. 
Others are found enclosed in wide, cool 
grottos in the sides of the hill s. The pools 
themselves are fill ed with a thick and viscous 
mud that bubbles glutinously. The mud is 
warm and rich with minerals. The gas that 
rises through it is sulphurous and unpleasant 
to non-natives. However, it is bathing in these 
spas that provides the ukoven with the 
elemental energy that fuels their supernatural 
vigour and abiliti es. 
 
The ukoven themselves are a race of scholars 
and artists. Architecture is only one of the 
many spheres that they have sought to master. 
The town boasts a library that would be the 
envy of Nibenay and a greater wealth of 
learning even than represented by this 
collection. The ukoven have made study of a 
great variety of subjects: from mathematics to 
astronomy to botany to the history of the Blue 
Age. The simple wealth of knowledge in 
Euripis has drawn scholars from as far away 
as Kurn, Tyr and Nexus. 
 
Truly though, the ukoven are only amateur 
scholars. Their culture places great value 
upon learning and art but even the most 
learned ukoven are expected to devote some 
considerable time to the more practical well -
being of their society: tilli ng the fields, 
sweeping the streets or making tools in one of 
the many small workshops of the town. 
Euripis, in fact, has achieved a truly 
egalitarian society where there is no division 

between the leaders and the labourers and 
even the most elevated are expected to play 
their part in the sweat and toil that provides 
the more basic requirements of the 
community. 
 
Euripis is a democracy, governed by the 
Council , a group of sixteen ukoven elected by 
ballot every four years. Currently the Council 
is headed by Councill or Menophanes (male 
ukoven, 12th-level earth cleric, LG). This 
elderly ukoven has played his part in the 
government of the town for the last century. 
He is renowned for his wisdom and fairness 
by the ukoven and those who have been lucky 
enough to visit the town from outside. As the 
de facto leader of Euripis Menophanes has 
adopted a ‘ li ve and let live’ policy toward the 
outside. The ukoven have always prided 
themselves on their hospitali ty, particularly 
toward fellow scholars. However, hospitali ty 
is where their involvement with the outside 
world ends. They will assist the druids if they 
are called upon but only because what the 
druids hold dear and the interests of the 
ukoven are so closely interwoven. 
 
Not all the ukoven support this isolationist 
policy. The ukoven are very well aware of the 
recent upheaval in the world of Athas and the 
corresponding disruption to the elemental 
planes (the Cerulean Storm and the Great 
Earthquake are the fallout of this disruption). 
The younger citizens of Euripis, in particular, 
believe that these momentous events are a 
sign that the time has come to end the policy 
of isolation and take a more active stance in 
wider affairs. They find their leader in 
Councill or Ilussandra (female ukoven, 6th-
level fire cleric, 4th-level fighter, CG), the 
youngest of the Council and a charismatic 
firebrand. So far Menophanes’ conservative 
faction have held a comfortable majority, 
arguing that the last time anyone nurtured 
such restorationist ideals they brought about 
the end of the Aeon of Earth and beginning of 
the Aeon of Fire. 
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The ukoven believe that time follows a series 
of cycles of increasing greatness. The Endlean 
and Seofean cycles are small compared to the 
longer and greater cycles. The next cycle to 
concern the ukoven chronologers lasts for, 
they say, 572 Kings Ages. This cycle they say 
passes through four Aeons each associated 
with an element.  
 
The opening of Qwith’s gate and the 
destruction of the seas by the para-element of 
silt represented the end of the Aeon of Earth 
and the beginning of the Aeon of Fire. 
Eventually the Aeon of Fire will pass into the 
Aeon of Air. Some ukoven use the 
terminology of other races – identifying the 
Aeon of Earth with the Green Age. The 
current Age they call the Red Age and the one 
to come, the White Age. 
 
Even these Great Cycles, as they are called, 
are not the greatest measurement of Athas’s 
history – so far as the ukoven are concerned. 
The venerable ukoven mathematician, 
Psammaeatticus (male ukoven, 10th-level 
expert, LG) has produced a treatise 
evidencing a wider cycle yet, enduring for 
some 3,536 Great Cycles. This is an almost 
inconceivable 150 milli on years. The 
significance of this greater cycle is 
supposedly connected to the balance of power 
between the elements and para-elements. 
 

2WWR[�WKH�6HHU�
Ottox (male dwarf, 11th-level psion, LN) 
came to Euripis from Balic some eight years 
ago. He made it his focus to explore the lands 
to the east of the Sea of Silt . At the time he 
was seeking to travel along the southern coast 
and north again as the coastline curved round. 
However, the great silt basin has proven far 
more expansive than was believed at that 
time. 

 
Ottox stopped in Euripis during his expedition 
and returned there after he found his way 
further south impossible across the geat 
expanse of obsidian. He has remained there 
ever since. His naturally scholarly 
temperament has meant that he has had no 
trouble in assimilating into the ukoven’s 
society. 
 
Since his failed expedition, Ottox has 
attempted to scry his way across the Sea of 
Silt to the mysterious lands beyond. However, 
clairsentience requires a familiarity with the 
terrain. This was not possible with the 
featureless, shifting silt . Ottox has wasted 
seven fruitless years trying to send his mind 
beyond the dusty grey powder. In recent 
months, he has found a new, far more 
effective, means of scrying the farther shore. 
 
Ottox spend two months waiting for a clear 
night when he could gaze up at the moon 
Guthay. Many of his ukoven friends feared 
that his exhaustive and exhausted obsession 
has finally broken his sanity. In fact, Ottox 
has long been toying with the idea of using 
the positions of the moons to help navigate 
the silt . He was studying some of the texts on 
astronomy in the library of a friend where he 
learned that the moons did not radiate their 
own light but reflected that of the sun. The 
idea that the moons were mirrors ignited the 
spark that would bring about the dogged 
seer’s triumph over the silt . 
 
Ottox first manifested a psionic sensor on the 
lunar surface and then another sensor on the 
far coast of the Sea of Silt , plainly visible 
from his new vantage. Ottox knows more than 
any other creature, apart perhaps from 
pyreens and dragons, about the shape and 
geography of the planet as a whole. Such 
knowledge is incidental to the dwarf. He is 
now working on developing his mastery of 
psychoportation so that he can take the next 
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step toward the completion of his focus – a 
physical expedition to the farther coast. 
 

%%HHOORRV�V�	�	�66RRXXWWKKHHUUQ�Q�00XXOOQQ��
Southern Muln is a human area. The great 
majority of tribes here are farmers although 
there are a number of herders along the coast 
where the silt makes farming diff icult. In all 
some 8,000 people inhabit this part of the 
island. 
 
Whilst the vast majority of the area’s 
population are agrarian, there is a small town 
on the south coast called Belos. As with the 
other islands, this town functions as a 
marketplace where the tribes of the island can 
do business with the traders. 
 
Whilst the giants of the north have been 
establishing good relations with the ukoven, 
the southerners regard the half-elementals 
with suspicion and fear. 
 

9999DDDDDDDDVVVV����
 
The island of Vaas appears to be the remnants 
of an ancient volcanic cone. The rocky 
badlands that form the central southern coast 
of the island comprise the highest part of the 
island. The south coast itself drops away from 
the island, forming a 500-foot cli ff  down to 
the Sea of Silt . The northern coast, by contrast 
slopes gently into the silt . The rest of the 
island slopes steadily up to the south. 
 
Unlike the other islands, Vaas has no main 
port. The northern shore is a shallow slope 
down into the silt where it is easy enough for 
silt skimmers to land. The traders that come to 
the island come at fixed times to their chosen 
places so the tribes know where and when to 
come to trade. 
 

Like most islands, the inhabitants make their 
li ving by herding, supplemented by what 
agriculture the land will support or the druids 
will allow. The population of the island 
consists of some 2,000 humans and 100 giants 
who are concentrated in the southeast.  
 
A number of ettins are known to inhabit the 
southern crags of Vaas as well . These evil 
creatures tend to keep to the wilder areas and 
do not venture out except on the occasional 
raid. The Vaastis have long experience in 
resisting such attacks so the ettins tend only to 
chance such forays in desperate times. 
 

7KH�9DDVWL�*DPHV�
Ever since the Old One first reversed the 
encroachment of the silt, the people of the 
Archipelago have celebrated the turning of 
the cycle of the Vanishing Lake. When the 
waters begin to flow again from their hidden 
source humans, and now dwarves and giants, 
travel from across the Archipelago to the 
island of Vaas for a twelve-day festival of 
games. 
 
Unlike the games of the arenas of the north, 
the Vaasti Games require neither blood nor 
death. Contests include rock and javelin 
throwing, archery, wrestling, dancing and 
athletics. The climax on the twelfth day is the 
Great Race around the perimeter of the island. 
Prizes are normally awarded separately to the 
champion from each of the three races. 
 
The Vaasti Games are one of the few regular 
occasions where the druids reveal themselves 
to the people of the islands. Indeed, the druids 
take it upon themselves to organise and 
adjudicate the games and to inform the tribal 
chiefs when they will be held. It is usually the 
lesser druids who attend and run the games. 
However, the elders of the disciples will often 
come to watch the games. The Old One 
himself has often watched the Great Race in 
the past. 
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Given the usual aloofness of the druids, their 
interest in observing these games is somewhat 
remarkable. Some have speculated that the 
games form part of the ritual for some potent 
magic of the Old One although none know for 
sure. 
 

$�:ROI�LQ�WKH�)ROG�
Of late, circles of ash have been appearing 
across the fertile scrub of Vaas. A defiler is at 
work on the island. So far, the occurrences 
have been clustered around the western coast. 
The druids have been attempting to track 
down the evil sorcerer for the last few 
months. So far their investigations have 
proved fruitless. The islanders too are just as 
eager to find the criminal and bring him to 
justice.  
 
The matter has also drawn the attention of the 
Sons of the Old One. This rabble has 
descended on the island in force in order to 
commence their inquiries. So far they have 
summarily executed seven islanders, 
appropriated food and water from the locals 
and have caused no end of trouble with their 
drinking and brawling. The Vaastis are too 
intimidated by the Sons to put a stop to their 
depredations and probably lack the experience 
or organisation to successfully confront the 
paramilitaries. In all li kelihood, were they to 
do so, the Sons of the Old One would accuse 
them of collusion and resort to even greater 
violence. The western islanders are fast 
becoming desperate enough to try something 
though. 
 

77KKH�H�22XXWWHHU�U�))OODDWWVV��
A number of mud flats lie off the east coast of 
Vaas. The human tribes that inhabit these 
fertile swamps are quite primitive and 
isolated. With a few exceptions, they are 
primitive hunter-gatherers, stalking lizards 

and giant spiders in the tangled mangroves 
and reed beds of the flats. 
 
A number of frightening creatures lurk about 
these flats: giant vampire bats and various 
kinds of carnivorous ape are known. The 
worse peril though is that of the witch snakes 
and the cannibal cults that surround them. The 
eastern flats were the origin of the ghastly 
practice of gaining immortali ty by feasting on 
the flesh of intelli gent beings. 
 

....DDDDOOOODDDD\\\\XXXX����
 
The island of Kalayu is the most fertile of all 
in the Archipelago. The scattered fields of 
corn and the that sway in the wind and ripen 
in the sun and the ubiquitous flocks of goats 
support over 4,000 souls – most of them 
farmers.  
 
Unlike the rest of the Silt Archipelago, 
Kalayu is quite flat. The island is in fact a half 
submerged mesa, its sheer flanks dropping 
suddenly away into the silt . Only at Kalayu’s 
trading port, Kauruos, are the sea banks more 
gradual, where the side of the island has fallen 
away into the sea. 
 
Despite the fertili ty of the island, Kalayu 
remains only half tame. Only the north and 
south of the island are fully settled and 
cultivated, the central band, apart from a 
scattering of isolated family farmsteads, 
remains wild. This area is overgrown with all 
manner of strange and wonderful plants – 
some of which are poisonous or even 
carnivorous. A number of animal species also 
dwell i n this area; birds and lizards, all 
peculiarly adapted to flora, abound here. 
Though they are herbivorous they are more 
than capable of defending themselves. 
 
Whilst the islanders might avoid the centre of 
the island, it is frequented by many pterrax 
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tribes. There they are free to hunt without 
encroaching on the herds or lands of the 
settled tribes who have so marginalized them 
over the years. Indeed, one of the reasons that 
the centre remains uncultivated is the lengths 
to which the sky tribes are prepared to work 
together to see that they are not. Those who 
pass through these lands must be wary and 
diplomatic for the pterrax riders guard them 
jealously. 
 

77KKH�H�66WWRRQQH�H�::UULLWWLLQQJJVV��
The so-called ‘Stone Writings’ of Kalayu are 
famed across the Archipelago. These strange 
markings are found etched into the land itself, 
down the southeastern coast of the island. 
Drawn with a white chalk-like stone, the 
Writings consist of some 53 arithmetic 
clockwise spirals, with diameters ranging 
from 100 feet to a whole mile. Straight lines, 
drawn in the same stone, connect the centres 
of pairs of spirals. Nothing grows on the 
strange stone so the Stone Writings are 
always distinct. The islanders regard them 
with superstitious fear. 
 
The origins and nature of the Stone Writings 
are a complete mystery. They are very old; 
some of the earliest ukoven texts describe 
them. Spells such as comprehend languages 
or legend lore yield no useful information. 
They have a faint magical aura but this is so 
weak that no other detail can be discerned. 
Nevertheless, some observations can be made, 
if not about the meaning or purpose of the 
Writings then at least their form. The network 
of lines and spirals is continuous: it is 
possible to follow the connecting lines from 
one spiral to any other. The network has no 
loops: to return to a particular spiral you will 
always have to retrace your steps. Finally, the 
number of other spirals to which any one is 
connected is always prime: 1, 2, 3 or 5 at 
most. 
 

..DDXXUUXXRRVV��
Kalayu’s trading port is called Kauruos. The 
town actually overlooks a bay formed by a 
collapse of Kalayu’s steep coastal cli ffs. This 
is the only part of the coast where the silt i s 
shallow enough to harbour and the cli ffs do 
not slope so much as to prevent the loading 
and unloading of cargo. Even so bringing 
goods up from the harbour below to the town 
above is hard work, particularly when the silt 
is blowing in. 
 
Kauruos is not a large town. It has a 
population of only 700, including four score 
dwarves. Whilst Kalayu is a prosperous 
island, its people do not want for much. The 
government of the town is handled by the 
Constable (a common title for such an off icial 
in a trade town in the Archipelago). The 
Constable of Kauruos is a woman by the 
name of Pholyndra (female human, 5th-level 
aristocrat, LN). She is an efficient and 
off icious bureaucrat and the town ticks along 
well enough under her government. 
 
The closest to an enemy that Kauruos has  is a 
gang of troublesome psions that camp near 
the town. Calli ng themselves the Laughing 
Clouds, they are more of a nuisance than a 
danger. Their leader is a man called Bald 
Koga (male human, 11th-level psion, CN), 
known for being a drunkard and braggart. 
They wander into town and use their powers 
to cause mischief and bully the townspeople. 
Pholyndra would like to be rid of them but 
previous attempts to jail them have proved 
ineffective and they have done nothing so 
serious as to warrant more serious 
punishment. 
 

77KKH�H�++RRXXVVH�H�RRI�I�00DDQQ\�\�++DDOOOOVV��
The House of Many Halls lies not far north of 
the Stone Writings of Kalaya, deep in the 
midst of the territory of the pterrax tribes. It is 
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a vast Green Age construction that extends 
deep below ground. 
 
The part that lies above ground appears as a 
cross-shaped columned temple. Within, the 
four entry halls each lead to a staircase down 
into the extensive underground complex. The 
House of Many Halls is a labyrinth of endless 
corridors, empty domed chambers and 
winding stairs. Broken statues, long-dry 
fountain and faded mosaics serve more to 
confuse those foolhardy enough to venture 
into the unnumbered passages. 
 
In truth, there is more to the House of Many 
Halls than mere complexity. It is saturated 
with psionic energy that prevents navigation 
and supernatural transport. Powers such as 
teleport and anchored navigation are of no 
help in negotiating this maze. 
 
Legend has it that the House of Many Halls 
was built by the ancient dwarf architect, 
Kruth, as a prison for the son of King 
Beorlius. The name and nature of this ancient 
prince of Ebe and the precise circumstance of 
his confinement have been long forgotten. 
Some stories have it that he was born only 
half human, others that he was merely 
irredeemably wicked. Nevertheless, his power 
and evil clearly required far more than an 
ordinary dungeon to hold him. Yet he was of 
royal birth and, it is said, the treasures 
befitting of that ranks still li e at the heart of 
the House of Many Halls. 
 

****RRRR]]]]DDDD����
 
The great volcanic dome of Mount Orcys 
dominates the island of Goza. Indeed, the 
volcano forms the island, although only the 
steeper slopes and summit are thought of as 
comprising the mountain itself. 
 

The lower slopes of the island are fertile and 
green. The lava flows of old have created 
strange curving formations. Although smooth 
and almost organic in shape these can still be 
steep and inaccessible. The islanders have 
planted the lower slopes with orchards 
bearing various fruits. The mineral rich soil i s 
good for growing all manner of trees. 
 
Higher up the slopes, the orchards give way to 
sparse bushes and grasses. The landscape here 
is barren and alien. Black and broken basalt 
stretches in sheer expanses up the mountain. 
This uniform surface is hard enough to climb 
but elsewhere the sides of the mountain are 
covered with fine ash, mingled with small 
stone. Attempting to scale this is foolhardy 
and futile. Many of those who try end up 
buried beneath a landslide of ash and pebbles. 
 
Nevertheless, even the higher parts of the 
island are peopled, albeit sparsely. The 
vegetation, although, hardy and scattered, is 
ample enough to allow the grazing of f locks. 
Even so, the higher slopes have an evil 
reputation for it was upon Mount Orcys that 
the goblins of old performed their hideous 
rites. Somehow the stone of the mountain still 
bears the taint of these blasphemies. 
 

%%DDGGXXVVKK��
The town of Badush is perhaps the most 
curious in the entire Archipelago. It is built 
into the cli ff of the western coast of Goza, 
overlooking a wide natural harbour to the 
south. Wooden jetties extend from foot of the 
cli ffs to allow silt skimmers to dock. Higher 
up the cli ff , cranes overhang the harbour from 
carved portals in the stone. At the crest of the 
cli ff is the Overtown – a cluster of round 
mud-brick buildings. The town proper is 
home to some 1,500 dwarves. A further 500 
humans and dwarves inhabit the Overtown. 
 
The entrances in the cliff open into straight, 
arched corridors, reaching back into the stone. 
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These main corridors are high enough for 
most medium-sized races to pass through 
comfortably (elves, were there any, would 
likely be forced to stoop a littl e). The side 
passages that branch off from these principal 
corridors have been carved by and for 
dwarves. The ceili ngs are usually not much 
higher than five and a half feet. The main 
corridors lead back half a mile from the cli ff 
face at which point the join one of the four 
spiral ramps that connect the different 
subterranean levels of the town to the 
Overtown. All the corridors of Badush are 
badly lit , if at all . It is, in all , very much a 
dwarven town. 
 
The character as well as the architecture of 
Badush is determinedly dwarven. The lower 
levels of the town are fill ed with the 
workshops of the shipwrights who repair and 
build the silt skimmers that dock at Badush. 
There are two large ‘dry’ docks where more 
involved work can be carried out. Above the 
workshops are the various warehouses in 
which the cargo brought to the town is stored. 
This is quantified and logged by a great 
number of dwarf scriveners. Indeed the whole 
town is fill ed with atmosphere of earnest toil . 
 
Badush is governed by an uhrnomous. The 
‘grandfather’s’ house lies at the very heart of 
the town, in the midst of the mid-level. The 
uhrnomous’s name is Garankus (male dwarf, 
14th-level earth cleric, LG). This aged dwarf 
has seen the passing of three King’s Ages and 
has served as uhrnomous since the last 
sighting of the Messenger. By the traditions 
of the town, the uhrnomous is forbidden from 
seeing the sky, not that he would wish too. 
His quarters are comfortable if not especially 
opulent and he dwells there with his wife, 
protected by his seven sons and a score of 
dwarven warriors. 
 
On the same level as the house of the 
uhrnomous is Naval House, the headquarters 
of the Confederacy of Mariners. This 

incorporates the Council Chamber, a great 
semi-circular room where the members of the 
Confederacy meet to discuss their business. 
The archive of the Confederacy is also kept 
within Naval House. The records here detail 
just about every major transaction conducted 
by the Confederacy since its inception. The 
archive is part of the Great Vault, which also 
holds, it is said, a considerable quantity of 
gold and precious stone. Mhiggar (female 
dwarf, 5th-level expert, LN) is the 
Confederacy’s Chief Archivist and Treasurer 
and holds the key to the vault. The only other 
key is kept by Shipmaster Hrael himself. 
 

2YHUWRZQ�
The Overtown of Badush is inhabited, mostly, 
by the humans of the town and tribespeople 
from the rest of the island who come there to 
trade. It is the most vibrant and least 
salubrious part of the otherwise orderly town. 
Whilst the rest of Badush thrums with quiet 
industry, the Overtown throngs with the 
sounds of the bazaar and the tavern. Whilst 
the Overtown does not approach the 
seaminess of Pyrrha it is markedly different 
from the rest of Badush. 
 
The Setting Sun inn is the social hub of the 
Overtown. It is located at the western extent 
of the town. It is fill ed with a curious mixture 
of itinerants, stevedores and herders from 
other parts of the island. There is always a 
song or tale to be heard in the Setting Sun, or 
some slightly illi cit deal to be struck. The inn 
is run by the old adventurer, Apsella (female 
human, 3rd-level fighter, 2nd-level rogue, 
2nd-level bard, CG). She took over the inn 
from a friend after a long adventuring career 
which took her as far north as the Mud 
Palace. She is long past such exploits but she 
has a ready supply of stories for the unwary. 
 
Also within the Overtown, to the north, is the 
Zoran family estate. This distinct walled 
enclosure is of a markedly different character 
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to the rest of the ramshackle Overtown. The 
buildings are elaborately constructed with 
baroque statuary and as many as three storeys 
in some instances. Not only do these 
luxurious building form the inheritance of the 
sons of Zoran but they also serve as the 
headquarters for the Sil t Skimmers’ 
Brotherhood. 
 

$�'DQJHU�IURP�%HORZ�
The lowest levels of Badush, the sewage 
outlets and the wells have occasionally 
become entangled with the older tunnels of 
Goza, bored out long ago by forgotten 
delvers: goblins or duergar. The entrances to 
these dark passages now lie deep beneath the 
silt . Grill s of thick bone or even bronze or 
iron bar the way up. Dwarven earth clerics 
and psions have sought to secure the way with 
wards and enduring metacreative artefacts. 
 
There is good reason for such caution. Perils 
do lurk beneath the lower boundary of the 
town. Those who have ventured down into the 
silt -fill ed stone catacombs have found 
banshees, other undead and suufwe. A few 
degenerate humanoids inhabit the air pockets 
of the lower reaches, using psionics to leave 
their hidden lairs in pursuit of f lesh to eat. 
 
By far the greatest danger of recent months, 
however, has come from sigorthian raids. 
Somehow these evil creatures have found a 
way past the defences of the town. The 
raiding parties, li ke most sigorthian bands, are 
small and strike quickly, vanishing back into 
the silt with a handful of captives. 
Nevertheless, the raids have become too 
frequent to put down to misfortune. The 
people of the town though have yet to identify 
the breach in their defences or find a solution 
to the problem. 
 

$�0\VWHULRXV�*XHVW�
Rumours are still mill ing around the town 
about a visitor who arrived at Badush and 
departed just as swiftly some months ago. 
Precise details though are hard to come by. 
There is some agreement about a few details: 
the visitor was a tall , male human. He 
appeared at the house of the uhrnomous 
without anyone having seen him disembark 
from a ship or enter through the Overtown. 
Garankus immediately granted the visitor and 
audience and then sent his sons to arrange a 
ship and crew for the man. He departed on the 
silt skimmer the following day, heading north. 
Neither the visitor nor the ship have been seen 
since. 
 

77KKH�H�66HHWWWWOOHHG�G�66OORRSSHHVV��
The lower slopes of Mount Orcys, unlike the 
jagged black pinnacle of the mountain, are 
fertile and pleasant. The tribes of Goza are 
able to cultivate a wide variety of cereals and 
fruit trees in the fertile volcanic soil . A 
number tribes also find the production of 
small amounts of timber to be a lucrative 
sideline. The shipwrights of Badush pay 
handsomely for it. 
 
Outside of Badush, Goza boasts a population 
of well over 3,000. Apart from a scattering of 
herders on the higher slopes, the tribes of 
Goza make their li ving as farmers. Unusually, 
more than a third of them are dwarfs. For the 
most part humans and dwarves live in 
separate tribes. The Aphangid tribe, however, 
who live on the lower southern slopes of 
Orcys, are a mixed tribe. They even have a 
mul as chief: Borus (male mul, 6th-level 
fighter, N). 
 
Hidden, often buried by some past lava flow, 
across the island are the tombs of ancient 
goblin chieftains. Most of these were 
plundered long ago and the bones within 
crumbled away. However, a few remain, 
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sealed away by cooled lava. These are often 
protected by namechs or thinking zombies, 
created by goblin clerics from living slaves to 
serve their masters in death as they did in li fe. 
 

00RRXXQQW�W�22UUFF\\VV��
Mount Orcys towers some 4,000 feet above 
the Sea of Silt . This dormant volcanic cone is 
visible, if only as a hazy shape, from much of 
the Archipelago, much of the time. Its name 
was a human rendering of the goblin word 
‘Haarkush’ , meaning simply ‘ the Holy place’ . 
The volcano has not erupted in over 400 
years. However, the crater smokes constantly 
with noxious yellow fumes. 
 
Higher still i s the summit itself. The 
mountainside here is sheer and jagged. The 
basalt takes an almost crystalli ne quali ty, with 
sheering edges and smooth faces. The crown 
of the volcano is unreachable without proper 
climbing gear. 
 
The volcano crater itself is about a mile in 
diameter. The sides of the crater are nearly 
vertical and are formed of hard rock. The 
floor is covered with a fine white ash. At the 
periphery this carpet of ash is warm. Near the 
centre it is scorching. Worse, the vile gases 
that seep through the ash from narrow cracks 
in the rock fill t he hollow, choking any who 
would venture down onto the ash. Every 
minute a character spends within the crater 
requires him to make a Fortitude save against 
DC 14. Failure results in 1 point of temporary 
Constitution damage. 
 

7KH�$OWDU�RI�WKH�%XUQLQJ�2QHV�
On the western rim of the crater, partly 
embedded in a now solid lava flow, stands an 
ancient altar to the lost gods of the extinct 
goblin race. The altar is a crude block of 
obsidian some five feet square, now standing 
only two feet out of the basalt. The black 
glass is threaded with dark red veins. The 

altar is completely impervious to all forms 
attack. Steel and sorcery do not so much as 
scratch its surface. However, when the blood 
of any humanoid race falls on the stone it 
becomes warm and the red veins within 
become bright crimson around where the 
blood fell . If only a few drops of blood fall on 
the stone then this lasts for only a few 
moments. If more blood is used then the 
effect lasts longer and the heat is greater. In 
any case, the blood is completely absorbed 
into the stone. 
 
The most ancient of texts in the libraries of 
Euripis tell that, on festival nights, at the 
setting of the Green Age sun, the extinct 
goblins would bathe the altar in the blood of 
sacrifices, transforming it into a roaring 
column of scarlet fire. The goblins believed, it 
is written, that the sun was born each day 
from the Sunrise Sea. During the course of the 
day, the Burning Ones consumed it until it 
died in the western sky. Dusk, to the goblins, 
represented the triumph of their own flaming 
gods over the element of water. 
 

3333DDDDVVVVVVVVDDDDLLLL����
 
The southernmost island of the Silt 
Archipelago is an inhospitable place. It is 
entirely mountainous and the sheer sides of 
the dark pinnacles make landing at the island 
by ship all but impossible. The only practical 
means of approach is flight. Even this is 
fraught with danger. Wild rocs nest in the 
high peaks and will hunt those who approach 
the island, as well as ranging out as far north 
as Muln. 
 
Only a few scattered tribes live on Passai. As 
they must compete even with other natives for 
the scarce resources of the island they are 
reserved and distrustful. They are feral and 
backward compared to the other peoples of 
the islands, carving out a meagre living by 
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hunting the wild erdlu that live on Passai, and 
stealing their eggs. The tribespeople of Passai 
are excellent climbers and are crafty in the lie 
of the land and in concealing themselves from 
unwelcome attention. There are, in all , around 
500 humans living on Passai although visitors 
could be forgiven for believing it to be 
entirely unpeopled. 
 

++LLJJK�K�((EEHH��
The citadel of High Ebe was built l ong ago 
upon the instructions of King Arric. It is of 
intricate and fastidious design and 
workmanship. That it has stood so long, 
unblemished by the passing ages, is a tribute 
to the mastery of architecture possessed by 
the long-dead dwarf, Kruth. 
 
The citadel is part buil t and part carved into 
the stone of a pinnacle upon the eastern side 
of the island. A wide staircase leads up the 
flank of the mountain from beneath the sil t of 
sea, three miles to the citadel gate: a great 
portal cut into the side of the mountain. The 
gate stands some thirty feet high and is sealed 
with heavy stone doors. A giant perhaps could 
open the way, with great exertion, but it was 
originally intended that the gates were to be 
opened using the Way. The gate is guarded on 
each side by two squat towers, starred with 
long corroded arrow-loops and crowned with 
battlements. Since the fall of Ebe to her 
younger prince, Borys, the gate has been shut 
and to open it is folly. The raaigs of High Ebe 
watch it jealously and do not suffer the living 
to pass into this ancient place. 
 
Beyond the gate lies a warren of subterranean 
tunnels and halls, devised as it was by a 
Green Age dwarf. There are other hidden 
entrances besides the great gate into the halls 
of High Ebe. But these are no less dangerous. 
They are protected by deadly traps of 
ingenious design. These ancient mechanisms 
still function after the King’s Ages since their 
creation and those that do not know the 

secrets of the citadel are likely to fall foul of 
them. 
 
By turn and by turn, the corridors of the 
citadel lead up to the Spire. This finger of 
stone rises up from the very pinnacle of the 
mountain looking out across the southeastern 
sea. The walls of this tower are windowless, 
smooth and sheer. The parapet stands some 
500 feet above even the summit of the 
mountain. It was from here that a great bird of 
old bore Stephan of Ebe from citadel in flight 
from the Thirteenth Champion of Rajaat. The 
highest chamber of the tower is now the 
residence of the t’ li z, Mara Liespeaker. 
 
At the very heart of the mountain is the 
Sanctum. This was once a shrine to the 
ancient and forgotten gods of Ebe. Even now 
their marble statues, heroic, well -proportioned 
humans, are set about this once holy place. 
The chamber itself is a hemisphere some 60 
feet in radius. There are six identical 
entrances, equally spaced around the walls. It 
is lit by torches that burn with continual silver 
flame. In the ceili ng a circular aperture leads 
straight up the centre of the spire. At noon, 
once a year, the sun passes directly overhead, 
lighting the Sanctum with a shaft of light. The 
Sanctum was once guarded by many raaigs. 
Now they have been either mastered, 
scattered or destroyed by Mara Liespeaker. 
 
The leader of the raaigs is Aebynkaea (female 
raaig, 14th-level psychic warrior, LN). This 
undead mul was amongst the last of Stephan’s 
knights to fall resisting the final assault of 
Borys. She fell by the hand of the Thirteenth 
Champion himself. Now this ancient warrior 
serves as the personal bodyguard of Mara 
Liespeaker. Whilst Aebynkaea can do nothing 
but obey the commands of the t’ li z she hates 
the defiler from the very depth of her being 
and would do anything to thwart her. 
 
Mara Liespeaker herself relies on a handful 
henchman (three defilers and a sil t cleric) to 
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keep the raaigs in line. Despite her 
considerable mastery of necromancy and her 
undead powers she can only command so 
many of these far from willi ng servants. The 
majority of the raaigs she has employed trap 
the soul against to contain them. The obsidian 
orbs containing these unmastered raaigs are 
hidden in various parts of the citadel. Mara is 
too cautious to keep them all i n the same 
place. 
 
Most of Mara’s agents, apart from the few she 
uses to control the remaining raaigs, work 
elsewhere in the Silt Archipelago and visit 
only irregularly. Mara does employ a half 
dozen rock golems as a last ditch measure in 
defending High Ebe. However, the t’ li z’s 
preferred methods are subtle and deceitful. 
She will use the raaigs and ill usions of raaigs 
to give the impression that High Ebe is 
haunted Green Age ruin, no longer of any 
interest. Those that persist she will attempt to 
mislead with ill usions and turn against each 
other by careful manipulation and clever mind 
games. Only if pressed will she take ore direct 
action against intruders. 
 

77KKH�H�++DDQQJJLLQQJ�J�))LLHHOOGGVV��
To the south of Passai is an area of the Sea of 
Silt called the Hanging Fields. The few ships 
that do venture this far south long ago learned 
to avoid these straits for it was here that 
dwarves o Ebe were butchered, crucified, by 
Borys. Those ships that do trespass in this 
place of the dead are attacked and the crew 
slain, usually casting themselves in despair 
into the white embrace of the silt . 
 
The wind about the Hanging Fields is nearly 
always unnervingly calm. It is next to 
impossible to traverse the area under sail . The 
silt i s similarly flat and calm: just a silent and 
flat expanse of white dust. Here and there the 
bleached wreck of some abandoned silt -
skimmer breaks the monotony of the 
horizontal greyness. 

 
Unless there are dwarves in the crew, a ship 
can enter the Hanging Fields without any 
warning but for the strange still ness. Dwarves 
will be overcome with a premonition of 
terrible doom which heightens as they 
approach closer. Any dwarves which come 
within 20 miles of the Hanging Fields by sea 
must make a Will save against DC 15 or be 
panicked. This does not effect dwarves on 
land. 
 
When a ship reaches the heart of the Hanging 
Fields then the long-dead dwarves attack. 
Grey Witnesses and banshees materialise one 
by one upon the deck of the ship. They 
normally stand silently and use their aura of 
despair to make the crew cast themselves into 
the sea. Those that resist this and remain, they 
attack physically. As many as 1,000 banshees 
inhabit the Hanging Fields although not all 
have focuses that would compel them to 
attack a ship. The Grey Witnesses are 
innumerable, manifestations of supernatural 
malaise rather than being individuals. Unless 
a ship is warded by the most potent of 
charms, the onslaught will be unrelenting no 
matter how many of the undead are driven 
off . 
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The Green Age city of Ebe, birthplace of the 
Dragon and of the Old One, now lies beneath 
the Sea of Silt , lost in a dreadful cataclysm 
many King’s Ages past. The glorious Green 
Age once stood on the east coast of Passai but 
that fell away into the sea. 
 
Now its wide streets are drowned in silt . 
Those that were once its citizens have been 
transformed into the Grasping Dead. These 
wretched undead creatures were created in the 
cataclysm that befell the city and now know 
only terrible thirst and suffering, only 
assuaged by dragging the living down to 
share their fate. Ships that pass by the sunken 
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city of Ebe are subject to the attacks of the 
Grasping Dead as they clamber up the great 
wheels and on to the decks. There the seize 
the crew and bear them overboard and down, 
down into the grey choking powder. 
 
However, for those who have the capabili ty to 
resist the Grasping Dead and descend to the 
sea bed there is much to be gained from 
visiting the ruins of Ebe. The ancient ruins are 
said to contain the many treasures of the 
Green Age. Psionic items of great power have 
been recovered from the silt to the east of 
Passai. It is not only the creations of the 
psion-artificers of Blackhand’s city, however. 
A number of magical weapons of potent 
defili ng sorcery have also been brought up 
from the deep. According to the tales, these 
were forged by the Dragon himself. More 
erudite scholars rubbish such fancy although 
they will admit they date to the reign of 
Borys, the last king of Ebe. 
 
Perhaps because they would not want the 
vengeful dead disturbed or perhaps because 
they know what greater secrets the sil t 
conceals, the druids do not suffer grave 
robbers to trespass in the city of Ebe. The sil t 
clerics are equally opposed to opportunists 
taking their patron’s treasures. It is one of the 
few matters the two agree on. As a result, the 
people of the Archipelago, wholeheartedly 
believe that a curse will li e upon anyone who 
brings up the lost secrets of Ebe. There is 
littl e but anecdotal evidence to support this 
but the belief persists. 
 

7KH�5LJ�
Despite the warnings and threats about 
pill aging the lost city of Ebe. Despite the 
danger posed by the Grasping Dead. Despite 
all of these things there are still t hose who 
would have the silt and the fallen stones give 

up their treasures. Foremost amongst this 
rapacious band is Count Vladamar of the Fair 
Traders. To this end he as ordered his 
retainers to build a wooden rig over the ruins 
of Ebe from which to launch expeditions to 
the sea bed to recover the booty of the city. 
 
The rig is a rickety affair, standing on stilts 
sunk down to stone of old Passai. It is crewed 
with a rabble of desperados who have 
nowhere left to go. There is the opportunity to 
make a fortune bringing up steel swords and 
gold necklaces. The opportunities to die 
trying are much better and Vladamar’s 
lieutenants are careless of the lives of their 
men. In all some thirty men maintain Count 
Vladamar’s archaeological project. 
 
The rig is run by a man called Stabro (male 
human, 7th-level fighter, LE). He is cruel and 
eff icient, although not so smart. He keeps 
order by recourse to brute intimidation. The 
work and circumstance of the rig also requires 
the services of a cleric. To this end Count 
Vladamar has retained a northerner, the half-
elf Babshaelk (male half-elf, 13th-level air 
cleric, CN). Whilst air cleric’s primary 
motivation is financial he does truly believe 
that he is serving his patron element liberating 
the treasure of the past from the para-element 
of silt . Babshaelk is responsible for repelli ng 
the attacks of the Grasping Dead and to cast 
the spells that allow the ‘diggers’ to breath 
beneath the silt . A great rivalry exist between 
Stabro and Babshaelk. Off icially, Stabro is in 
charge but Babshaelk misses no opportunity 
to let him know who is really indispensable to 
the operation. 
 
Every month a silt -skimmer comes in secret 
to the rig. It brings supplies and takes the 
finds with it, back to Pyrrha. 

 


