
3HRSOH�
��

7KH�6LOW�$UFKLSHODJR�

��

��

��
��

''DDUUN�N�66XXQ�Q�(([[WWHHQQVVLLRRQQVV��

3333HHHHRRRRSSSSOOOOHHHH����RRRRIIII����WWWWKKKKHHHH����6666LLLLOOOOWWWW����$$$$UUUUFFFFKKKKLLLLSSSSHHHHOOOODDDDJJJJRRRR����
EE\\��

**HHRRII�II�++LLQQNNOOHH\\��

&UHGLWV�
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By far the most influential group in the Silt 
Archipelago, are the disciples of the Old One. 
This order of druids is dedicated to defending 
the li fe energy of the Silt Archipelago from 
the ravages of sorcerers and the harsh 
Athasian environment. They move in secret 
amongst the island dwellers, appearing openly 
only when there is great need. But all know of 
them. There are, in all , around thirty druids 
operating in the Silt Archipelago. All of them 
follow the teachings and direction of the Old 
One. 
 
In general, the druids are held in high esteem 
by the tribes of the islands. They often appear 
to resolve territorial disputes or to off iciate at 
important rituals and festivals. And when the 
people and land of the archipelago are 
threatened the tribes will rally to the druids. 
 
The druids are the true leaders and guardians 
of the islands. Whilst they leave most matters 
to the tribal elders, they are swift to intervene 
when anything affects the balance of nature in 
the islands. Tribes that over-exploit the land 
will normally receive a visit and a warning. 
Such a warning has not been ignored in li ving 
memory. Neither undead nor wizards of any 
kind are tolerated. Normally, the tribes 
themselves are swift to act against such 
threats to the li fe-energy of the archipelago. 
When they are unable to do so on their own, 
however, the druids are swift to aid them. 
War is also not tolerated by the druids. 
Disputes between tribes will i nvoke first 
druidic mediation and then enforcement of a 
settlement determined by the elder druids. 
Such an edict is never disputed. 
 
They select their initiates from amongst the 
tribespeople. The Spirits of the Land normally 
indicate their choice before the child reaches 

his tenth year. For a tribe to refuse to 
surrender its son or daughter to the druids 
would be unthinkable. A specific master wil l 
then train that novice for ten years or so 
before he is recognised by the other druids as 
a peer. 
 
Nor are the people of the islands the only 
alli es of the druids. The islands form a 
powerful elemental node: a tap to the raw 
elemental energies within the core of the 
planet. It was with this power that the goblin 
fire clerics were able to create the Barkka in 
the Green Age. It is this power that sustains 
the ukoven still . It is this power that allows 
the Vanishing Lake to thrive and fertili se the 
region. For Kings Ages, since the end of the 
Cleansing Wars, the druids have nurtured that 
source of vital energy and protected it from 
being overwhelmed and corrupted by the 
Para-element of Silt . As a result, they have 
earned the lasting favour of a number of 
powerful elemental spirits. The druids can call 
upon the assistance of drakes, elementals and 
genies when the Vanishing Lake and the 
archipelago are truly threatened. 
 
Until a few months ago, the leader of the 
druids was the immortal Old One, Stephan of 
Ebe (male human, 27th-level druid, 17th-level 
barbarian, 16th-level psion, N). The Old One 
had served the Spirits of the Land in the 
archipelago since the Green Age. Under his 
tutelage the druids of the islands have seen 
the Vanishing Lake wax ever greater amidst 
the silt . The islands have seen off the 
invasions of sorcerer-kings and the undead 
lords of the obsidian plains to the west. Now, 
a few weeks after his younger brother was 
slain by the mul gladiator, Rikus, the Old One 
has vanished. So far only the closest of his 
disciples have learned of this disappearance. 
 
This inner circle of disciples has debated long 
and hard what they should do during their 
master’s absence. He had left without 
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vouchsafing to any of them, where he was 
going or when he planned to return. In the end 
it was agreed that the most senior of them 
should assume the pretence of being the Old 
One himself. This way the younger druids and 
the islanders would not learn of the Old One’s 
disappearance and the harmony of the islands 
could be maintained. 
 
The druid to whom this duty fell was 
Jephaneth (male human, 19th-level druid, N). 
Whilst he has had many years of experience 
and is well li ked by his peers and by the 
islanders, he clearly does not have the natural 
leadership and understanding of politi cal 
subtleties possessed by Stephan. He is also 
approaching his eightieth year. He relies a 
good deal on the other members of the inner 
circle to maintain the ill usion that all i s well 
with the druids of the archipelago. Those who 
know sincerely hope that Stephan returns 
before their ill usion is put to a real test. 
 
As to Stephan himself, there has been must 
speculation about his current whereabouts. 
Some have suggested that he is journeying to 
Tyr to avenge the death of his brother. Others 
point out that this does not serve the oath that 
he swore to the Spirits of the Land. Jephaneth 
instead believes that he has gone to learn 
more about a threat he had spoken of to his 
eldest disciples: one he referred to only as the 
Ravager of Giants. 
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Trade in the Silt Archipelago thrives. Copper 
from Fyrga, giant hair rope, fruit from the 
south, grain from the north, rice from the mud 
flats and the goods brought down in the 
caravans from the Tablelands are all i n 
demand somewhere in the archipelago. 
 
Whilst, the giants are able to transport goods 
between the northern islands by wading 

through the silt , they have littl e inclination 
towards the merchant’s trade. The pterrax 
tribes will also occasionally carry high worth 
finished goods or contraband around the Sil t 
Archipelago. However, the bulk of trading is 
carried out by the families of men and 
dwarves who maintain the silt skimmers that 
serve as the backbone of the islands’ trade. 
 
The traders are predominantly dwarven. In 
fact, the dwarves of the Silt Archipelago are 
predominantly traders. Indeed, many tribes of 
the islands will automatically assume that any 
dwarf is a trader. The dwarves operate in 
small family groups. Usually, a silt skimmer 
will be crewed by one or two complete 
families. They spend most of their li ves at sea 
and only return to land during the very height 
of the growth of the lake when travel by ship 
between the northern islands becomes all but 
impossible as the silt turns into a muddy mire. 
During these weeks they put in at shore to 
carry out repairs on their ships. 
 
Because of the familial nature of dwarf crews, 
their silt skimmers have a far homelier feel 
than the utilit arian ships of the north. Because 
the ships are both homes and livelihoods, and 
because of natural dwarven perfectionism, the 
ships are also all of very fine, robust 
construction. There are certainly faster ships 
to be found in the north, but none are a 
seaworthy or able to weather the changeable 
environment of the Silt Sea. 
 
There are four main factions who vie to 
control this vital and lucrative trade. 
 

7KH�&RQIHGHUDF\�RI�0DULQHUV�
By far the largest and oldest of the trade 
organisations in the Silt Archipelago is the 
Confederacy of Mariners. This group is 
headquartered in Badush, on the island of 
Goza. It is a loose association mainly of dwarf 
families who maintain silt skimmers. There 
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are also a number of human, or mixed, crews 
represented within the Confederacy. 
 
Each family associated with the Confederacy 
is entitled to send a representative to the 
Assembly. The Assembly is in turn led by the 
Uhrnomous. This position is similar in name 
only to the elders of other dwarf tribe. In fact, 
the uhrnomous is an elected position in the 
Assembly and each incumbent holds off ice 
for a single term of seven years. The off ice is 
currently held by Shipmaster Hrael (male 
dwarf, 7th-level fighter, 4th-level expert, LN). 
However, he is due for election next year and 
the politi cking and manoeuvring have already 
begun. 
 
The Assembly meets in the Naval House in 
Badush four or five times a year to fix tariffs 
and resolve other issues. Normally, a druid 
will attend such meetings as a guest, if only to 
report back to the other disciples. 
 
The Confederacy is a demanding buyer but 
they pay a good price for produce that meets 
their standards. Similarly, they guarantee the 
quali ty of what they sell but clients can expect 
to pay a good price for that quali ty. Generally 
though, the Confederacy is seen as fair and 
reputable and most tribes are happy to deal 
with them. They enjoy a similarly cordial 
relationship with the druids of the islands who 
recognise the essential role they play in the 
economy of the islands. 
 
In all , there are around thirty crews, and 
hence thirty silt skimmers, associated with the 
Confederacy. This represents some five 
hundred dwarves and two hundred members 
of other races. 
 

7KH�6LOW�6NLPPHUV·�%URWKHUKRRG�
The main rival to the Confederacy is the Silt 
Skimmers’ Brotherhood. Again this is an 
association of predominantly dwarven 
families and again the Brotherhood is based in 

Badush. The Brotherhood controls a fleet half 
the size of the Confederacy’s and the 
proportions of races are similar. The 
Brotherhood deals in much the same way as 
the Confederacy. The manipulations of the 
druids that caused the Brotherhood to break 
off fr om the Confederacy were never intended 
to produce a different sort of trade, only to 
ensure that competition kept dealings fair. 
 
These days, the Brotherhood is dominated by 
the Zoran clan. The Zoran family were one of 
the founding crews of the Brotherhood and 
since that foundation they have intermarried 
and politi cked there way to such a position of 
power that the Brotherhood is really a family 
enterprise. The Zoran family estate in Badush 
serves as the headquarters of the Brotherhood. 
 
The leadership of the Silt Skimmers’ 
Brotherhood is currently shared by the two 
half-brothers, Kardor (male mul, 9th-level 
psychic warrior, LG) and Odam (male dwarf, 
8th-level silt cleric, LE). Whilst Kardor is the 
elder brother, his mother was a human 
concubine of the old head of the Brotherhood, 
Zudam. This mixed lineage means that he 
does not command the respect of many of the 
pureblooded crews. For his part, Kardor 
disagrees with his brother about the direction 
the Brotherhood should take. He believes that 
the organisation’s most valuable asset is a 
reputation for fair dealing. His brother seems 
far more concerned about the bottom line and 
his own personal profit. 
 
Relations between the larger Confederacy and 
the Brotherhood are respectful at the moment. 
The two are in competition but they are both 
in the same business after all . Odam though 
would like to see the Brotherhood pursue a 
more aggressive policy and become the 
undisputed trading leader. 
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The Fair Traders are the disreputable side of 
trade in the Silt Archipelago. They buy 
shoddy goods at low prices from desperate 
tribesmen. They sell their poor quali ty wares 
for as much as they can get, cheating and 
threatening if necessary to maintain their 
margins. When their bad faith becomes too 
notorious they turn to smuggling and even 
piracy to stay afloat. 
 
The Fair Traders are all strictly human. This 
is a fact they make much of. They foment 
racism amongst the human tribes, playing up 
the easy wealth of the dwarven traders. They 
back various chieftains who protest that they 
will not deal with ‘cheating dwarves’ . It is 
due only to this sort of racist polemic that the 
Fair Traders have managed to maintain the 
market for their sharp practice. 
 
The Fair Traders are headquartered in Pyrrha. 
They control around twenty ships or so and 
will run caravans across the Great Salt Flat 
and up to the Estuary of the Forked Tongue. 
The Fair Traders are led by the self-styled 
Count Vladamar (male human, 12th-level 
rogue, NE). This corpulent sybarite is far 
more dangerous than he looks. He rose 
swiftly to power after a number of his rivals 
were struck down by fatal indigestion. Those 
who would threaten his absolute grip over the 
Fair Traders often go missing or suffer some 
lethal misfortune. 
 

%DOLFDQV�
Since the fall of the sorcerer-kings, the druids 
of the archipelago have been more willi ng to 
open up to trade with the north. The trading 
houses of Balic, and in particular House Rees, 
have been swift to move into this new market. 
 
At the present time, the Balicans are only just 
starting to establish themselves. Most of the 
islands’ tribes would rather trade with 
existing, local traders than with the 

newcomers. However, the Balicans have 
ready access to the exotic goods of the north 
and are beginning to make headway. 
 
The druids are keeping a careful eye on the 
northerners. They have no desire to see the 
Silt Archipelago become just another trade 
outpost of the Tyr Region. 
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Whilst the druids are respected throughout the 
archipelago, the silt and its hungry spirits are 
feared. Traders rely on good conditions and if 
the silt blows inland it can ruin crops. 
Therefore those who are able to appease the 
silt spirits can charge a high premium for their 
services. 
 
The silt clerics of the archipelago maintain a 
loose association at best. A single experienced 
silt cleric might take as many as three 
apprentices in his li fetime. These apprentices 
retain a certain amount of loyalty to their 
master and teacher, as well as an alli ance with 
each other. This hardly a binding 
commitment, however, and although they are 
not common, feuds and rivalries are not 
unknown amidst those who claim mastery 
over the elements for their paying clients. 
 
In general, the silt clerics seek to appease 
their chosen element rather than serve it 
absolutely. They will frequently sacrifice by 
casting animals, valuable treasure or even 
slaves into the Sea of Sil t and thereby gain the 
favour of the spirits. On the whole they tend 
to see themselves as intermediaries between 
the people of the islands and the grasping 
spirits of the silt , rather than champions 
furthering progress of their element across 
Athas. 
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“Dust shall be the inheritance of the children 
of Ebe,” were the dying words of 
Grundlegower, the last goblin king of Goza. 
The Dust Prophets believe that this prophecy 
is yet to be truly fulfill ed. 
 
Whereas as most silt clerics in the islands 
serve the tribes and traders, the Dust Prophets 
are sworn only to the silt . Their ultimate goal 
is the destruction of the Vanishing Lake, the 
archipelago and the druids who guard them. 
Whilst the Dust Prophets represent only a 
small handful of the clerics on the islands 
they are amongst the most powerful of them. 
This is partly because of their devotion to 
their chosen element and more because their 
ideology leads them into direct conflict with 
the druids, who are happy to weed out the 
weaker Prophets. 
 
The Dust Prophets are more organised than 
the other clerics and form a small but 
powerful underground movement. They are 
lead by Zadgat the Grey (male human, 16th-
level silt cleric, CE). Zadgat has been on the 
run from the druids for nearly thirty years 
now and the fact he has eluded them for so 
long is testament to his power and cunning. 
Wherever he turns up, he is successful at 
fomenting discontent amidst the tribes and 
causing significant and worrying damage to 
the environment of the Silt Archipelago. 
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The islands of the Silt Archipelago are 
unusually fertile for Athas and support a great 
number of tribes across the region. There are 
some 12,000 humans and 2,500 dwarves 
spread across the coast, mudflats and islands. 
Nearly all of these make their li ving as 
farmers or herdsmen. 
 

Most tribes, regardless of how they make 
their li ving, worship the Spirits of the Land 
that nurture and protect the islands. As such 
they also greatly respect the druids who are 
the servants of the spirits they worship. 
 

)DUPHUV�
The fertile scrubland of the islands is well 
cultivated. Grain grows well there. On the 
southern, mountainous islands groves of fruit 
trees are grown on the lower slopes of the 
mountains. The mud flats about the Vanishing 
Lake are more abundant still and almost half 
of their area is given over to rice paddies. The 
agriculture of the Silt Archipelago more than 
rivals that of most of the northern city-states. 
 
Nevertheless, the druids impose strict limits 
on the land available for farming. In turn, this 
makes it very difficult for the farming tribes 
to expand. Whilst most of the time, the 
farmers are content with their lot and their 
healers take care to regulate the growth of the 
community, it is not unknown for a tribal 
chieftain to become ambitious and seek to 
expand his territory. Border disputes are 
infrequent and rarely develop into anything 
resembling the ears of the northern nations 
but scuff les blow up from time to time. When 
they do, the druids are normally ready to step 
and negotiate, or enforce, a peace. 
 
Each tribe will normally be led by a single 
chieftain. The exact means of determining 
who gets to be chief will vary from tribe to 
tribe. Many are simply powerful individuals 
who have managed to elbow their way to the 
top. Other chiefs will be chosen on a strictly 
hereditary basis. Others are elected by a 
universal vote. Normally though, a chief is 
expected to be just and competent. If a tribe 
suffers badly under the rule of a particular 
chief they will normally be deposed. It is not 
unknown for a deposed chief to be sacrificed 
to appease the Spirits of the Land. 
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All farming tribes celebrate harvest time in 
the autumn, a period marked by libations of 
alcohol to the spirits, dancing, song and 
generally li centious behaviour. 
 

+HUGHUV�
Even where agriculture is not so easy, near 
the sea less hardy plants tend to be choked by 
the dry silt , the land still abounds with life. 
Erdlu herders tend their flocks in these areas, 
guarding their flocks as they graze the sturdier 
li chens and gorses found by the sea. This way 
of li fe is more common in the rocky areas of 
the northern islands and amongst the 
Coastlanders. 
 
Culturally herding tribes differ littl e from the 
farmers. Indeed many tribes whose lands are 
more subject to cycle of the Vanishing Lake 
turn their hands to both. However, herders do 
not celebrate the harvest, rather they observe 
Hatching, in the spring. 
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The giants of the Silt Archipelago are some of 
the friendliest on Athas. Most are simple 
herders and are found all across the northern 
islands. They exist in large family groups, 
numbering up to thirty, each of which 
maintains its own herds. However, giants will 
frequently wade across to other islands to visit 
other families. In this way they exchange 
news, trade breeding animals and arrange 
marriages between the families.  
 
The giants are relative newcomers to the 
islands and even though they have lived on 
the islands for over a thousand years, they 
have not forgotten that the druids of the 
islands welcomed them all those years ago. 
As a result, they strive to fit in with their 
‘ littl e brothers’ . By Athasian standards, they 
are very hospitable and will eagerly entertain 
guests and interrogate them for news of the 

wider world. Druids, in particular, are treated 
with great honour and respect. When they are 
able they do not hesitate to help neighbouring 
tribes, usually in construction work where 
their great size and strength can be invaluable. 
 
As a result of these efforts, their neighbours 
treat the giants of the Silt Archipelago with 
respect and indeed genuine friendship. They 
are considered trustworthy trading partners 
and, as a result, are able to get good prices for 
their hair and their labour. 
 
On the other hand, the giants take very badly 
to those who threaten the islands. Sil t clerics 
in particular learned long ago to stay away 
from the giants, who found it entertaining to 
stand on the coast and see how far they were 
able to pitch these holy men back into their 
chosen element. Wizards can probably expect 
even worse. The giants, unfortunately, are not 
particularly discerning in such reprisals. If a 
local tribe gets gouged by a particular trader, 
then just about any passing silt skimmer is 
subject to being pelted with small boulders by 
wading giants until the matter is explained 
and settles down. 
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The pterrax clans of the Silt Archipelago are 
humans who follow an older and simpler way 
of li fe than the settled peoples of islands. 
They are nomadic hunters who fly from island 
to island so as not to over-hunt any one area. 
These pterrax riders are masters of the skies 
and their symbiotic relationship with the 
winged reptiles they use as mounts goes 
beyond that of a master and beast. The tribes 
children grow up on the backs of the pterraxes 
and play with the fledglings. 
 
However, the pterrax clans follow a dying 
way of li fe. Agriculture and trade have 
become more and more important in the 
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islands. This cultivation is edging out the 
pterrax riders. The old ranges where they used 
to hunt are not cultivated for crops. Herders in 
particular seek out these areas to graze their 
flocks. This frequently leads the pterrax clans 
into conflict with the settled people as they 
find it harder and harder to find places to 
hunt. The clans find themselves repeatedly 
contending with accusations of theft, disorder 
and rustling. 
 
In order to find a new place in the Sil t 
Archipelago, many pterrax riders have turned 
to trade. They earn money as travelli ng 
tinkers, labourers or couriers. There is often 
seasonal work around the islands which 
makes this mobile labour a viable proposition. 
 
Most clans, however, stick to their old ways. 
Their society is governed by strict rules of 
purity that forbid unnecessary association 
with those outside the tribes. Observing the 
proper rules of honour, protocol and 
hospitali ty are essential when dealing with the 
older clans. Even the druids are careful to 
observe the mores. 
 
There are more than a dozen clans, which 
range in size from extended families of 
twenty or so to the most powerful clans that 
number a couple of hundred. The four most 
significant are detailed below. 
 

7KH�&ORXGVZHHSHUV�
The Cloudsweepers are one of the oldest and 
most venerable of the pterrax clans. The 
wings of their mounts beat the winds before 
Ebe sank beneath the ocean. A sense of 
history and tradition runs deep in the veins of 
the Cloudsweepers. 
 
As one of the largest clans, the 
Cloudsweepers do not normally travel as a 
single group. However, they meet up on the 
island of Kalayu every few months to observe 

the clan’s many rituals, arrange marriages, 
pass on news and resolve disputes.  
 
The clan is led by a single Elder who is 
chosen, normally for li fe, by mutual assent. 
Normally, the clan’s observance of tradition 
and honour leaves littl e doubt as to who will 
be elected. The current Elder is Alienthe 
(female human, 12th-level air cleric, LN), a 
highly competent rider (a common basis for 
authority amongst the clans) and a wise, if 
stern, leader. 
 

7KH�%ULJKW�7DORQV�
The Bright Talons, whilst younger than the 
Cloudsweepers, command considerable 
respect amongst the pterrax tribes. Their 
pterraxes are said to be the fastest in the skies; 
their riders are said to be the most daring and 
proud. They have a love both of adventure 
and art, celebrating the exploits of their 
number in song around the campfire. 
 
This intuitive recklessness at times borders on 
arrogance. The Bright Talons are the boldest 
of the clans in raiding the settled tribes. 
Whilst most clans quietly applaud this 
disregard for those who impinge on the clans’ 
ancient way of li fe, a number complain that 
this behaviour leads them into unnecessary 
confrontation with the tribes. As the Bright 
Talons thrive on this sort of conflict and love 
stories in which they stand alone when other 
more cowardly clans fly the field, this 
criti cism is not particularly effective. 
 
And they have many exploits to boast of. The 
young Bright Talon riders will often fly a day 
of more out across the eastern sea, roosting on 
the crags that jut from the silt . There they 
hunt the strange monsters that inhabit the 
deeper silt  
 
The Bright Talons are a large clan, numbering 
eight score or so. They have a long running 
rivalry with the Cloudsweepers, which, whilst 
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competitive, is not bitter. The Bright Talons 
choose leaders for li fe. When a leader die he 
Bright Talons hold the three-day festival of 
succession. The climax of this festival is a 
succession of games: races, aerial jousting 
and archery. The overall champion is declared 
the leader of the clan. The current leader is 
the thirty-five-year-old Arganicus (male 
human, 10th-level ranger, CG), a brilli ant if 
rash hunter and rider. His natural flair and 
recklessness are precisely the qualiti es that 
best exempli fy the Bright Talons. 
 

7KXQGHU·V�&KLOGUHQ�
Thunder’s Children are the third most 
powerful clan of the archipelago, numbering 
around a hundred. Of all the clan’s they have 
been the most willi ng to embrace new ways 
of li fe. Many of them are skill ed craftsmen 
and earn a good wage, travelli ng from island 
to island, selli ng their service. 
 
Whilst the clan has been eager to adapt its 
traditions to new circumstances, it certainly 
has not forgotten them. Thunder’s Children 
observe the many formalities of the traditions 
of the pterrax clans. They suspend the need 
for strict observance when dealing with 
outsiders but hold their clients in secret 
contempt.  
 
Nevertheless, their willi ngness to branch out 
into new and modern trades sits 
uncomfortably with many other clans, who 
themselves consider the Thunder’s Children 
to be upstarts who have forgotten the true 
ways, in league with the settled tribes who 
gradually edge pterrax clans further toward 
extinction. Thunder’s Children remain 
philosophical about such opprobrium – after 
all they will bend with the wind whereas 
other, more rigid, clans will break. 
 
Thunder’s Children exercise primogeniture in 
electing a new leader. Only if the current 
leader dies childless do they resort to more 

democratic elections. The current clan leader 
is the shrewd and careful Borrobus (male 
human, 4th-level aristocrat, 2nd-level psion, 
LN). Whilst he is neither a great rider nor a 
charismatic leader, the quiet vision and 
pragmatism of this lithe, middle-aged human 
has been key to the clan’s prosperity. 
 

7KH�%XUQLQJ�6WDU�&ODQ�
The Burning Star Clan is small , numbering 
only around thirty riders, but it is also old. 
They are a quiet, almost mysterious clan, 
operating at the very periphery even of 
pterrax clan society. Other clans want littl e to 
do with them and they have a black 
reputation. Nevertheless, they have survived 
longer than any but the oldest clans. 
 
There are many rumours about the Burning 
Star Clan: that they are defilers, that the blood 
of goblins flows in their veins, that they are 
not human at all . Most of these rumours are 
either demonstrably false or cannot be 
substantiated. Nevertheless, one story does 
have a basis in fact: the Burning Star Clan 
does seem to have an unnatural facili ty for 
fortune telli ng. The clan boasts an unusual 
number of seers and they always seem to 
materialise when something supernatural is 
afoot (or else to be conspicuous by their 
absence). 
 
The clan is made even more mysterious by 
their willi ngness to range far from the islands, 
even further than the Bright Talons dare, 
often for months at a time. They trade in 
esoteric and arcane items: talismans, scrolls in 
long-forgotten scripts or relics from past ages. 
If they have some ulterior interest in such 
things, it is kept secret by their habit of 
speaking in riddles and portents, which only 
seem to make sense after their import has 
passed. 
 
The Burning Star Clan is led by Maharoth 
Giftchild (female tiefling, 8th-level psychic 
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warrior, N). Unusually, this young woman 
was not born into the clan but is instead said 
to be a foundling. Where she was found and 
under what circumstances is yet another 
mystery of this enigmatic clan. Wherever she 
was found, there is something uncanny and 
unsettling about the leader, even for the 
Burning Star Clan. 
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The witch snake is a vile reptile found 
throughout the mud flats. It has a supernatural 
link to the Gray which grants it power over 
undead. Fortunately, the witch snake is rare, 
found only in the deepest swamps of the mud 
flats. 
 
However, the real danger is not the witch 
snake itself but the strange cults that surround 
them. Long ago, the people of the islands 
learned that the venom of the witch snake 
could be distill ed into a powerful elixir. This 
drug has the power to halt the ravages of age 
and disease. There is a price, however, those 
who benefit from the elixir must devour the 
flesh of humanoids or else they are cursed to 
die and rise again as rusgats. 
 
The secret of distilli ng the elixir is carefully 
guarded secret. Even knowledge of the 
process makes the alchemist a target for the 
attentions of the druids and tribesmen. The 
few who do know how to create the elixir 
therefore frequently establish cults around 
them. The cult founders are often veterans of 
many previous cults and regard their disciples 
as expendable pawns. For the cultists, the 
promise of immortali ty is enough to guarantee 
their loyalty. 
 
The basis of any such cult is the witch snake 
from which they harvest the precious venom. 
The snake is treated with a strange mixture of 
reverence and cruelty. Snakes are often 

blinded to prevent them from using their gaze 
attack against the cultists. However, the snake 
is also seen as the vessel of the gods which 
grant immortali ty. As such, witch snakes are 
employed by such cults more as ritual objects: 
images of gods rather than gods themselves. 
 
These cults only tend to arise in the deepest 
recesses of the mudflats. They are usually 
short-li ved as it is not long before their 
depredations attract notice and they are 
sought out and destroyed by the surrounding 
tribes. There is no tolerance of cannibalism 
amongst the tribes. However, the leaders of 
such cults are often far more ancient and wily 
than those who hunt them down and well used 
to escaping such purges. Their disciples form 
a convenient smokescreen while the true 
vill ains escape the scene to establish a new 
cult elsewhere. 
 
Now that trade has opened with the northern 
cities, the druids of the islands are alert to the 
possibili ty that such cults might try to 
establish themselves there. Now that the 
sorcerer-kings no longer watch over such easy 
hunting grounds the danger is a real one. 
Already, the druids have wind of rumours that 
might suggest the presence of snake cults in 
Balic and Raam. 
 

7KH�%ODFN�(OL[LU�
The venom of the witch snake can be distill ed 
into the black elixir, a potent drug capable of 
halting the aging of humanoids. 
 
Distilli ng a single dose of the elixir requires 
as much poison as a witch snake can produce 
in a week. The distill ation itself requires an 
Alchemy skill check against DC 27 and takes 
three days. Failure completely ruins the 
venom for any use. 
 
A single dose of the black elixir will function 
for an entire year. It has a number of effects. 
First, it will cure the imbiber of any non-
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magical diseases that the might be suffering. 
Secondly, it negates any penalties the imbiber 
might suffer as a result of aging. Third, the 
imbiber is immune to non-magical diseases 
for the duration of the elixir’s effect. Lastly, 
for the duration of the elixir’s effect the 
imbiber’s aging is halted. 
 
However, for the year that the elixir is in 
effect, the imbiber must regularly eat the flesh 
of humanoids. Every week, the imbiber must 
eat at least a pound of f lesh from a humanoid 
kill ed within the last 12 hours. If the imbiber 
goes more than seven days without eating the 
required amount of humanoid flesh, they lose 
1 point of Intelli gence and 1 point of 
Charisma. For every further day that passes 
without eating humanoid flesh they suffer an 
additional point of Intelligence and Charisma 
damage. As soon as the imbiber manages to 
eat the required amount, both scores are 
restored to their original level. 
 
If one score reaches zero, the imbiber sinks 
into a coma. If both reach zero the imbiber 
dies and then rises as a rusgat one week l 
later. 
 
A heal spell will completely dispel the effect 
of the black elixir but there is no other way to 
negate its effect. 
 

$$QQWWKKUURRSSRRSSKKDDJJXXVV��
The anthropophagus is a prestige class taken 
by those who drink the black elixir and seek 
to fully exploit the unnatural state that it 
bestows. The link to the Gray created by the 
refined venom allows the anthropophagus to 
gain dark powers over the undead and other 
macabre talents connected to their 
cannibalism. 
 
Anthropophagi usually act as the leaders of 
the snake cults of the mud flats. They use 
their mystical powers to enforce a rule of 
terror over the perverted devotees. 

 
Hit Die: d10 
 

5HTXLUHPHQWV�
To quali fy to become an anthropophagus, a 
character must fulfil all  the following criteria: 
 
Black Elixir: The character must have been 
under the effects of the black elixir for three 
consecutive years. A character can only gain a 
level as an Anthropophagus if he is currently 
under the effects of the elixir. 
 
Alchemy: 6 ranks. 
 
Alignment: Any evil . 
 

&ODVV�6NLOOV�
The anthropophagus’s class skill s (and the 
key abili ty for each skill ) are Alchemy (Int), 
Climb (Str), Disguise (Cha), Hide (Dex), 
Handle Animal (Cha), Intimidate (Cha), Intuit 
Direction (Wis), Jump (Str), Knowledge 
(religion), Move Silently (Dex), Sense Motive 
(Wis), and Wilderness Lore (Wis). 
 
Skill Points at each Level: 4 + Int modifier. 
 
It is also possible for the antropophagus to 
add to his li st of class skill s (see below). 
 

&ODVV�)HDWXUHV�
All of the following are class features of the 
anthropophagus prestige class. Many of the 
class features require the anthropophagus to 
be under the effects of the black elixir. 
 
Rebuke Undead: The anthropophagus can 
rebuke undead as a cleric of the same level. 
The anthropophagus must be under the effects 
of the black elixir to use this abili ty. 
 
Poison: The anthropophagus gains a +4 class 
bonus to all saves against poison. At 7th-level 
the anthropophagus becomes immune to 
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poison altogether. This abili ty is not 
dependent on the black elixir. 
 
Skin Theft: The anthropophagus is able to 
use the skin of his enemies to assume their 
form at 2nd-level. This power works only 
with humanoid or monstrous humanoid 
victims. The enemy must be flayed carefully 
no more than an hour after they are kill ed (or 
any length of time before!). The 
anthropophagus must then put the skin over 
his own. The whole process takes 10 minutes. 
 
The effect of this abili ty is identical to the 
alter self spell . However, the duration is 
longer: 2 hours per class level of the 
anthropophagus. 
 
This abili ty is dependent on the black elixir. 
 
Brew Potion: The anthropophagus gains the 
Brew Potion feat at 3rd-level. His class level 
counts as his caster level for the purposes of 
brewing potions. This is not dependent on the 
black elixir. 
 

7KH�$QWKURSRSKDJXV 

Level 

Base 
Attack 
Bonus 

Fort 
Save 

Ref 
Save 

Will 
Save Special 

1 +0 +2 +0 +0 Rebuke 
undead, 

poison save 
bonus +4 

2 +1 +3 +0 +0 Skin theft  
3 +2 +3 +1 +1 Brew Potion, 

charm reptile 
1/day 

4 +3 +4 +1 +1 Heart theft 
5 +3 +4 +1 +1 Animate 

dead 1/day 
6 +4 +5 +2 +2 Mind theft, 

charm reptile 
2/day 

7 +5 +5 +2 +2 Poison 
immunity 

8 +6 +6 +2 +2 Animate 
dead 3/day 

9 +6 +6 +3 +3 Charm 
reptile 3/day 

10 +7 +7 +3 +3 Snake form 

Charm Reptile: At 3rd-level the 
anthropophagus gains the abili ty to charm 
reptili an monsters. The anthropophagus can 
use the abili ty once per day for every 3 class 
levels he has. 
 
The abili ty functions identically to the charm 
monster spell with the following differences: 
it has a range of 50 feet and a saving throw 
DC of 10 + the anthropophagus’s class level + 
his Charisma bonus. 
 
This abili ty is dependent on the black elixir. 
 
Heart Theft: At 4th-level the anthropophagus 
can gain the strength of his defeated 
opponents by devouring their hearts. This 
power works only with li ving victims. The 
anthropophagus must cut out their heart no 
longer than an hour after their death and eat it 
raw. This process takes five minutes. 
 
If the victim has a lower Strength abili ty than 
the anthropophagus eating their heart has no 
effect. If their Strength is equal then the 
anthropophagus gains 1 temporary point of 
Strength for 1 hour. It is only if the victim has 
a higher Strength score that eating their truly 
benefits the anthropophagus. The 
anthropophagus gains the higher Strength 
score of the victim of this power. However, 
the extra points of Strength over his own are 
temporary and he loses them at a rate of 1 per 
hour per class level of the anthropophagus. 
For instance, a 6th-level anthropophagus loses 
one such point every six hours. 
 
This power depends on the anthropophagus 
being under the effect of the black elixir. 
 
Animate Dead: At 5th-level the 
anthropophagus can use the spell animate 
dead once per day. This is a spell -li ke abili ty 
rather than a spell . It is cast as if by a cleric of 
the same level as the anthropophagus. At 8th-
level the anthropophagus can use this abili ty 3 
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times per day. This power is dependent on the 
black elixir. 
 
Mind Theft: At 6th-level the anthropophagus 
gains the abili ty to absorb the thoughts and 
memories of his victims by eating their 
brains. As with the other similar abiliti es 
possess by the anthropophagus this is 
dependent on the black elixir and must be 
carried out within an hour of the victim’s 
death. 
 
There are a number of effects from this 
abili ty. Firstly, the anthropophagus gains a +4 
insight bonus to Disguise checks made when 
attempting to pass as the victim. A similar +6 
bonus is applied to Bluff checks made in the 
same circumstances. Furthermore, the 
anthropophagus gains any skill ranks that the 
victim had; replacing his own if he has the 
same skill . If his own ranks in a particular 
skill are higher he keeps these rather than 
gaining the victim’s. Finally, he can choose to 
imprint a single skill possessed by the victim. 
He can then buy ranks in that skill as if it 
were a class skill , up to the number of ranks 
possessed by the victim. The DM may rule 
that the anthropophagus gains additional 
information from the use of this power at his 
discretion. 
 
The effects of mind theft last for 4 hours per 
level of the anthropophagus. Imprinting is 
permanent even if the anthropophagus is no 
longer under the effect of the black elixir. 
 
Snake Form: At 10th-level the 
anthropophagus can assume the form of a 
witch snake once per day, for up to an hour. 
Unlike other polymorph-like abiliti es the 
equipment of the anthropophagus does not 
change. 
 
Whilst in the form of the witch snake, the 
anthropophagus gains a +6 racial bonus to 
Dexterity, racial bonuses to skill s described in 
the witch snake entry and the witch snake’s 

natural armour. He also gains the witch 
snake’s bite attack, poison and paralysis gaze 
abili ty. He does not gain the witch snake’s 
psionics, rebuke undead or animate dead 
abiliti es. 
 
This power is dependent on the black elixir. 
 

8888NNNNRRRRYYYYHHHHQQQQ����
 
The ukoven of Euripis are the oldest surviving 
community to exist on the islands. Their 
heritage stretches back some ten thousand 
years to the reign of King Dargull . The 
ukoven are dependent on the elemental 
springs of Muln and rarely leave the island. 
But for this constraint on their movement, the 
ukoven would be one of the most powerful 
factions on the islands. They command 
powerful elemental magic and are far hardier 
and long-lived than other races. 
 
As it is, they live a reclusive existence, 
confined to the lands immediately around 
Euripis. In addition to the elemental energies 
that well up from the very heart of Athas, they 
subsist on grain and fruit from the orchards 
which they so carefully tend. They have littl e 
to do with the tribes of the south part of the 
island, who are mistrustful and superstitious. 
However, recent volcanic shifts have rejoined 
the north and south parts of Muln and the 
ukoven are now establishing relations with 
the giants to the north. Of course, the ukoven 
have always been firm alli es of the druids of 
the islands, although contact between these 
two groups has been limited and infrequent. 
However, when the islands have been 
threatened the two have always stood 
together. Now, with the disappearance of the 
Old One, the ukoven are at least aware of 
some sort of upheaval amongst the upper 
ranks of the druids and the Councill ors of 
Euripis are eager to find out more. 
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The ukoven themselves enjoy a long and rich 
culture. They divide their time between 
tending their fields and trees, and developing 
the art and learning of Euripis. Whilst there is 
no formal university or academy, the 
reputation of Euripis as a centre of learning is 
well established. Scholars from as far away as 
Kurn have visited the ukoven in the past to 
share the results of their own inquiries. The 
ukoven mastery of cosmology, astronomy and 
mathematics is second to none. 
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The Sons of the Old One are the closest thing 
the Silt Archipelago has to a standing army. 
However, whilst this rabble swears allegiance 
to the druids of the islands, their leaders feel 
at liberty to determine what the will of the 
druids is. Despite their tenuous position as the 
chosen agents of the Old One the Sons do not 
doubt their importance to the islands or the 
justice of their actions. The druids do 
occasionally find it helpful to have this band 
to call upon, more often they find themselves 
stepping in to curb their excesses. 
 
The Sons of the Old One are not a select 
group. They will recruit anyone who wishes 
to join providing they can demonstrate some 
abili ty to fight. Mostly, their ranks are made 
up of either frustrated men who always felt 
they should have been selected as druids or 
the drunk and the shiftless who have alienated 
themselves from their tribes. They wander the 
islands in groups of varying sizes, descending 
on vill ages and co-opting shelter and crops. 
Whilst the tribes resent the Sons for what 
amounts to littl e better than banditry they are 
tolerated, mainly because they are well armed 
but also because of uncertainty as to how 
much authority from the druids the Sons 
actually possess. 
 

The Sons of the Old One number maybe 
around eight hundred although this is very 
fluid. Their ranks swell massively in times of 
war and then dwindle again. They are mainly 
human warriors and brutes however there are 
more than a few muls amongst their number 
as well as a couple of giants. The leadership 
of the Sons is always a confused and ad hoc 
matter. Currently, the individual with the 
most sway is the loud and bullying Daxes 
(male human, 7th-level brute, CN), a man 
who cares more for his own power and 
comfort than any particular purpose that the 
Sons might aspire to. Recently, the power 
base of the old guard, like Daxes, has been 
quietly challenged by another human, Morviy 
(male human, 6th-level fighter, N). This quiet 
man is the antithesis of most Sons of the Old 
One. He has been working hard to instil the 
group with a new sense of discipline and 
purpose. Nevertheless, his claim to have been 
instructed by the druids themselves to prepare 
the Sons for diff icult times ahead has struck a 
chord with many of his more romantic 
fellows. 
 

6666LLLLJJJJRRRRUUUUWWWWKKKKLLLLDDDDQQQQVVVV����
 
The sigorthians are a race of evil silt -dwelli ng 
creatures that frequently emerge from the Sea 
of Silt to raid the coastal vill ages of the 
archipelago. They attack at night as sunlight 
causes them great discomfort. They lay waste 
to vill ages, slaughtering any defenders, 
stealing as much as they can carry and taking 
the inhabitants as slaves. As a result of these 
frequent depredations, the sigorthians occupy 
a place in the folklore of the Silt Archipelago 
as the monsters of tales told to frighten 
children. Whilst some of the more prosperous 
tribes have been able to construct substantial 
coastal defences, the best most can manage is 
to mount watches and flee inland when the 
alarm is raised. The lightning raids are 
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normally too swift to allow a more organised 
military response. 
 
They live in large complexes of caverns 
buried in the deeper parts of the Sea of Silt 
out to the east. These cave complexes date 
back to the Blue Age when they were used by 
the Rhulisti to house the vast hydroponic 
farms that fed their civili sation. Whilst much 
of the Rhulisti’s arcane machinery has been 
rendered unusable after millennia of neglect, 
the sigorthians have been able to maintain 
these Blue Age hydroponics to a suff icient 
extent to feed their people. 
 
The farms themselves are deep in the earth 
and are powered by geothermal energy. 
Strange li fe-shaped globes ill uminate hot, 
humid corridors with a bright purple glare. As 
sigorthians are highly sensitive to both light 
and moisture, the job of tending the farms 
normally falls to the slaves abducted from the 
surface lands during sigorthian raids. The 
mechanisms created by the Rhulisti have 
deteriorated significantly since the Blue Age 
and the radiance of many of the light-globes 
is now poisonous, causing mutation and 
cancer. The slaves of the sigorthians tend to 
die quickly in the hot cramped tunnels. 
 
Whilst the sigorthians have retained enough 
knowledge of li fe-shaping to maintain the 
hydroponic technology, this knowledge is 
imperfect and shrouded in mystery and ritual. 
Occasionally, light-globes or the mechanisms 
that power them break down beyond the 
sigorthians’ abili ty to repair. Large sections of 
the farms now lie dead and ruined. 
Competition for functioning farms is intense 
and bloody. 
 
Sigorthian society is not cohesive. Sigorthians 
obey the largest and strongest of their number 
who rule by intimidation and brute force. 
These warlords vie with each other for scarce 
and valuable resources of the caverns. 
Sigorthian society depends on raids against 

the coast of the Tyr region both to supplement 
the produce from the farms and to capture 
slaves. The sigorthians use a powerful 
paralytic poison that puts the victim into a 
death-like trance. In this state they can be 
carried back through the silt to the caverns 
below. 
 
One group of sigorthians rises above the 
fierce rivalries and internal warfare. These are 
the albino sigorthians. These form a kind of 
priest caste in sigorthian society, although the 
sigorthians worship no gods or spirits. These 
albino scholars stay aloof from the territorial 
fighting of their brethren and the other 
sigorthians treat them with respect and even 
fear. Albinos are hatched from ordinary 
sigorthian eggs but they are taken to be raised 
by the albinos at the time of hatching. When 
they reach maturity they are ritually sterili sed. 
This process seems to prompt a significant 
growth in their mental faculties. The albino 
sigorthians demonstrate significant aptitude 
for psionics and magic. Most will become 
either psions or fire clerics. Silt or magma 
clerics are also known. There are few of them 
who have gleaned the secrets of defili ng 
magic from abductees. However, defili ng 
seems to cause the hydroponics to deteriorate 
faster than normal and so tends to be avoided. 
 
Albino sigorthians are rarely seen during 
surface raids. They are even more sensitive to 
light than ordinary sigorthians and prefer to 
remain in the caverns beneath the silt . 
However, they will occasional lead missions 
with a more specific purpose than the 
acquisition of slaves and resources. 
 
There is significant speculation about the 
origins of the sigorthians. Some scholars 
claim, including many albino sigorthians, that 
they are descended from the Rhulisti 
themselves, having used their nature-mastery 
to adapt themselves to survive the fouling of 
the ocean. Others claim that they are actually 
descended from the goblins of Goza. This 
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version explains that a handful of goblins 
used their mastery of psychometabolism to 
escape into the sea when Ebe Blackhand 
conquered their people. It was then that they 
rediscovered the Rhulisti’s submarine farms. 
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The Salt Reavers are an elven tribe that stalks 
the Great Salt Flat. They are merciless bandits 
that prey on the Coastlanders and merchants 
travelli ng down from the Tyr region. They do 
not play a significant role in the society of the 
islands but they are likely to be one of the 
first groups that travellers to the archipelago 
encounter. Their regular attacks on Coastland 
vill ages have also earned the elven race an 
evil reputation amongst the islanders. 
 
When the Salt Reavers come shrieking out of 
the shimmering heat of the salt flats to attack 
a caravan or vill age there is littl e that can be 
done. They attack with ferocity and great 
disciplines as well as the lightning speed 
elves are famed for. The Sons of the Old One 
have mounted a number of expeditions into 
the salt flats to expunge the menace but none 
have been successful. A number have been 
decimated both by thirst and the attacks of the 
Reavers. 
 
The Salt Reavers number maybe two hundred 
elves. They are led by the defiler, Keeyavu 
Saltreaver (male elf, 9th-level wizard, NE). 
The Salt Reavers almost always carry bronze 
weapons. These are always of masterwork 
quali ty although they are clearly old, green 
and blue with verdigris. That they have access 
to such a vast amount of metal is both a 
mystery and a concern. It has led to a number 
of ill -fated missions to discover the secret 
treasure houses of the Great Salt Flat. So far 
as the elves are concerned, anything which 
brings prey to them is a blessing. 
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As with other parts of Athas, the dead do not 
necessarily rest easy in the Silt Archipelago. 
Dwarven banshees are not unknown and more 
than once, marauders from the Dead Lands 
have attacked the Coastlands. However, the 
greatest undead threat to the people of the 
islands comes from the archipelago’s own 
undead. 
 
The insidious presence of witch snakes in the 
mudflats leads to the creation of the 
bloodthirsty rusgats to menace the 
tribespeople. The ruins of Ebe to the south-
east of Passai are home to the thousands of 
Grasping Dead created by the calamity that 
befell that city. Ancient raaigs and namechs 
are sealed in the goblin barrows of Orcys and 
are released from time to time by foolish 
treasure hunters. 
 
The two most powerful and dangerous undead 
of the islands, however, are Mara Liespeaker 
and Ghadosk the Accuser. 
 

0DUD�/LHVSHDNHU�
The t’ li z, Mara Liespeaker (female human 
t’ li z, 20th-level defiler, CE) represents 
perhaps the greatest threat to the people of the 
Silt Archipelago. Now that the Old One has 
left the archipelago, or so it is presumed, the 
t’ li z is perhaps the most powerful creature in 
all the islands. However, very few of the 
islands’ inhabitants are even aware of her 
presence. 
 
The citadel of High Ebe was known for the 
presence of undead since the Green Age. 
Stephan of Ebe’s knights died valiantly, 
defending the fortified temple against the 
usurper, Borys. None but Stephan himself 
escaped that slaughter. Those that fell i n 
defence of that holy place rose as raaigs to 
defend it once more from the intrusions of the 
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li ving descendants of those who had sided 
with Borys. 
 
The druids systematically destroyed other 
undead around the islands after the 
destruction of Ebe. The raaigs of High Ebe, 
however, had given their li ves to buy time for 
Stephan to escape his brother’s clutches. He 
could not overlook that debt. He declared the 
citadel to sacred and forbidden and the raaigs 
were left to keep their eternal vigil . 
 
That vigil was undisturbed but for the 
occasional foolish treasure seeker until thirty 
years ago. Then Mara Liespeaker came to the 
Silt Archipelago. Desiring to control the 
elemental nexus of the islands to fuel her 
defili ng sorcery but unwilli ng to directly 
confront the druids who protected it, High 
Ebe represented the opportunity the t’ li z was 
looking for. The citadel was sacrosanct to the 
people of the islands and undead activity 
would not draw the attention of the druids. It 
was the perfect hideaway. Mara entered the 
citadel. Those of the raaigs she was unable to 
control, she sealed in obsidian vessels using 
her potent sorcery. 
 
Over the last thirty years Mara has been able 
to extend her tendrils across the Sil t 
Archipelago. Her manipulations have been 
careful and subtle enough not to be traced 
back to High Ebe. She has gathered a group 
of apprentices to her, promising to teach them 
her forbidden arts in exchange for their 
service. As she has used powerful ill usions 
when dealing with these cat’s-paws they do 
not know of her true undead nature. These 
apprentices have since travelled the islands, 
backing various tribal chiefs on behalf of their 
unnamed principal. Thus Mara has been able 
to gather a body of support she is able to 
coerce when she is ready to make her move. 
She has also entered into a loose alli ance with 
a few powerful silt para-elementals who 
would love nothing more than to see the 
druids of the Vanishing Lake destroyed. 

 
It has not gone entirely the t’ li z’s way. The 
society of the Silt  Archipelago is tightly knit 
and would-be agitators and blackmailers must 
work hard to make their schemes work. 
Moreover, wizards are reviled by the islanders 
and the druids are ever watchful for defilers. 
This has forced Mara to underplay her hand 
until she can be sure of winning a direct 
confrontation with the druids. Five years ago 
one of her apprentices, Zindabaal, was 
exposed as a defiler. As it was the Sons of the 
Old One who discovered him, however, they 
stoned him to death before they learned 
anything that could do any lasting damage to 
the t’ li z’s plans. 
 
Fortunately, Mara Liespeaker has yet to learn 
that the Old One has left the archipelago. If 
she did come to learn of this then this would 
probably represent the opportunity to emerge 
from the shadows and mount a more overt 
campaign against the druids. 
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When Borys of Ebe ordered the dwarves of 
the city be crucified in a field beyond the city 
wall , it was Ghadosk who persuaded his 
brethren to swear that they would not let the 
atrocity be forgotten. They became the Grey 
Witnesses. 
 
Ships do not travel to south of Passai. 
Dwarven ships are warned away by ominous 
dreams. Humans are granted no such portent. 
All are subject to attack by banshees and grey 
witnesses. These dwarven undead are led by 
Ghadosk himself (male dwarf banshee, 17th-
level fighter, LE). Whilst his fellows have 
made it their focus only to defend the site of 
the atrocity from all i ntruders or merely to 
keep the memory alive, Ghadosk himself has 
sworn vengeance against the population of 
Ebe and their descendant. He will not rest 
until the islands are purged of the human 
presence completely. 


