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AlPha CrAb

The crabs themselves adhere to a strict hierarchy, which has been made the subject 
of some study (from a safe distance, I can assure you). The hierarchy is not known 
innately to the crabs, but proven in battle, cemented in their insectoid brains and 
gouged into their armored flesh. No leader rises by fear or threats, but by delivery 
of pain, by rushing claw and tearing teeth. By these means, armies are gathered, with 
one clear mantra: serve or die. And every crab swears fealty to another (as much 
as they understand the concept of fealty) until the biggest, strongest crabs prosper, 
a well-regulated army with squads, generals and factions already formed. Loyalty 
does not need to be taught the way these alphas punish disobedience. There is only 
one law to this primitive species: if you don’t want me to kill you, do as I say.

It is not known exactly where the alpha crabs originated; their presence having become 

so ubiquitous that few remember a time when they were not considered as native as 

the oldest trees. The crabs vary greatly in size. At birth, their skin is weak, and 

they can barely walk, but by the time they are adults, they can run and fly incredible 

distances, and their chitinous hides can deflect arrows. Many men have tried to tame 

them as some kind of flying force. The lucky ones only end up maimed from such an 

attempt.
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Luckily for us, the creatures are more curious than they are battle-
hungry, their own ranks excluded. They travel across the land, blurs of 

red-and black clouds blotting out the sun for minutes at a time as they 
search for places to feast and procreate, for new lands to populate. 

The most fortunate of farmers have a single cast of crabs alight upon 

their crops each season, destroying a patch of fruits or vegetables. 

Seasoned farmers set aside a poorly-defended crop as an offering of 
sorts, and often it ends there. But if the crabs can’t find easy food, 
they’ll fight for it, equally likely to eat the entire field as they are 
to feast upon a family, the contents of a wardrobe, or a pile of farm 

equipment.

If the alphas ever set 

their bulbous eyes on human 

territory, the battles would be 

short indeed. Unlike soldiers 

of more intelligent species, 

these things feel no fear, and 

every inch of land is fought 

over as if it were a breeding 

ground. And most are. Where 

corpses fall, flocks of crabs 

swarm to lay their eggs in 

the still-warm flesh. Within 

days, the body will burst with 

a flood of crablings, from the 

first day eager to prove their 

superiority over their birthkin.

Initiative 4

Move 4, fly 6

HP 10

AC 20

REF 18

FORT 18

WILL 16

AP 100

AP Regen 40

Utility Mod 1

Unarmed attack 2 attacks, +3, d6 *2 damage

Abilities Reinforcements (As summon bigger 
fish) 
Speed Burst

Can see in dark

“I can still he
ar those wings

 beating agains
t the windows

ill. Under the 
bed, 

I know it could
n’t see me, bu

t I think it k
new I was here

. Almost as if 
it 

could smell me
. I caught half

 a glimpse into
 its eyes, tho

se terrible eye
s. 

It was like loo
king into a kal

eidoscope of t
error. It refle

cted one hundr
ed 

broken images 
of bloodstained

 walls, broken 
limbs and gleam

ing white bone
s. 

It wasn’t unti
l the next mo

rning when I c
limbed out of 

my shelter an
d 

realized it was
 reflecting th

e room around 
me.” 

-William Payne, 
Survivor 

“The smallest ones could fit in your hands, were you so inclined. If you’re lucky, that’s all we’ll see this year.”
-Shep Herdsman, Farmer
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AubHoblin
It is possible to live near the forest and not have heard of the Aubhoblin, but it is near 
impossible to live near the forest and not heard the Aubhoblin herself. When she gets 
angry -usually the fault of some witless explorer- she starts screaming, and does not stop 
until there isn’t a creature around that can hear her cries. It is said that the birds can 
sense her anger, taking flight in droves before the screaming even starts. This may be 
true, or it may simply be that the animals in the forest can read the Aubhoblin better than 
anyone else. After all, on a good day, they all get along, sharing information and newfound 
games. But even the closest of friends flee when the screaming starts.

Take this as a warning. Should you meet the creature, it would be in your best interest, 
as well as the interests of others dwelling in the forest,  not to cause anger or strife. I 
suppose that in order to heed this advice, you need to know what the Aubhoblin looks like. 
She is a Fae creature, and looks as you might except: as adorable as a sunbeam, with a 
similar temperament. Aubhoblin stands about three feet tall, and has huge wings capable of 
lifting her above the forest’s canopy. The wings are as deep a blue as the eye can see 
one moment, before shifting to the hue of a rainbow, or to reflect like fresh dew. From 
all accounts, the Aubhoblin’s wings can take on as many colors as she can mood, though I 
know not of any correlation between the two.

The Aubhoblin may be 

small, but she is not to 

be underestimated. There 

is a reason that men and 

woodland creatures like 

flee from her tantrums. 

The Aubhoblin’s undulating 

screams pierce through the 

very souls of men. She can 

sustain the screams for 

incredible durations, and if 

not satisfied will fall into 

a rage, attacking anything 

nearby. Few have witnessed 

this event and been able to 

tell of it, even fewer have 

seen it twice.

Small Creature

Initiative 2

Move 5, fly 5

HP 140

AC 24

REF 26

FORT 24

WILL 26

AP 200

AP Regen 40

Destruction Mod 3

Enhancement Mod 5

Unarmed attack 2 attacks, +4 vs AC, 1d4 * 3

Abilities Fade to Fae: cost 20. The Aubhoblin dis-
appears from the current realm, unable 
to return until the next sunrise. 
Battle Rage 
Cleanse 
Healing Fountain 
Reflect 
Scream 
Taunt
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Once again, I must caution you: do not betray your deal. Whether time, information, or trinkets 

you offer, you’d best deliver, or the Aubhoblin will fall into a frenzy the likes of which you 

can scarcely imagine. Watch the creature carefully, for her appearance follows her happiness. 

As one deteriorates, so too does the other. And this may well be the only warning you get.

Once the Aubhoblin is exhausted, she slips into the Fade to rest. Exhaustion can 

happen as a result of play or at the end of a Betrayal Frenzy. It is far more 

pleasant for all involved if it happens after games. Her time in the Fade can last 

as little as an hour, or up to three days. During this time, the Forest is absent of 

the Aubhoblin, and the birds and woodland creatures gather information in her stead.             

 Like many Fae creatures, the Aubhoblin loves to make deals. She trades in knowledge 
and secrets, the most valuable of treasures. Those who are learned know that a well-
placed piece of information can topple an empire more surely than even the most skilled 
of blades. If you’re looking for a deal, she’ll expect you to offer time or stories. If you 
can craft a story about the Aubhoblin, especially one she has not yet heard, you will find 
yourself in her good graces, for those are a particular favorite. If you offer time, you may find yourself playing one of its many simple games, and, should you be quite lucky, you may even glean some information the Aubhoblin deems you worthy of during play.

“It is not wise to enter 
the forest so unprepared. 

Have you a wealth 
of stories to share? 

Something you can bargain 
with? What would you do, 
young adventurer, should 
you find yourselves in the 
company of the Aubhoblin?”

-Chase Meusel, Sage
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BAsilisk

Basilisks mate for life. If you manage to kill a full-grown basilisk, you’ve 
likely made another enemy. They tend to live in small colonies, usually 2-3 
per cave system. One ventures out to hunt and gather food.  While the stony 
glare is developed by the time a basilisk reaches maturity at around 7 years, 
this is mostly used (I believe) for long-term food storage. When hunting, 
basilisks rely on long whiskers near their mouths that can stun prey on a 
touch. I too have been victim to these whiskers, and the sensation was like 
my arm being lit on fire.

After eighteen months of gestation, basilis
ks are born a 

blind, writhing sack of mucous. They gain sight after about 

a week, and grow at a rate of roughly on
e foot per year, 

up to their full length of nearly fifteen fe
et. Their six 

stumpy legs seem to stretch with them as 
they grow, though 

I’ve not watched any one basilisk go from child
hood to 

maturity. Basilisks waste no time; shortly a
fter one is born, 

the parents will get to work creating anot
her.    

I was fourteen when I killed my first basilisk, and I doubt there are 
many living who know more about them than I do. You know, of course, 

about the stony gaze. You probably don’t know that the effects are 
rarely permanent. I myself have been frozen, and have been fortunate 

enough to break out. In my case, the basilisk lost interest in me once it 

saw I was no longer a threat. Perhaps it intended to return to me for 

a later meal. In any case, I was vividly aware of all that surrounded me 

until fortune favored my escape. I do not know why the effects did not 

last on me, while others still remain frozen.

“...”
-Madaam Zheal, 

statue

Adult Young

Initiative 3 3

Move 5 5

HP 120 40

AC 20 12

REF 15 7

FORT 21 13

WILL 18 10

AP 200 135

AP Regen 30 15

Unarmed attack (2 
attacks)

+4 v.s. AC, 1d4*4 +2 v.s. AC, 1d4*2

Abilities Petrify: +5 v.s. Fortitude
Stun: +3 v.s. Will within 1

Petrify: +1 v.s. Fortitude
Stun: +2 v.s. Will within 1
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I’ve heard that mirrors are an effective wa
y to kill 

a basilisk, but I cannot verify this claim. I
t seems the 

basilisks are adept at breaking out of th
e gaze, and 

some seem to be immune to it altogether. 
I find that 

the best way to kill a basilisk is just lik
e you kill any 

other creature. If there’s a shortcut or trick
, I’d love to 

hear it, though I’m sure you can tell my hunti
ng days are 

largely past.

“Basilisk? O
h I hope no

t. We have
n’t had a b

asilisk aroun
d these 

parts since
 I was a bo

y. Ask me, 
it’s just a 

wolf. Wolve
s are 

preferable 
to basilisks

, I tell you
. Something

 not quite
 natural 

about thos
e things. N

ever did lik
e em.”

- Padd Whit
estone

“My dad used to threaten 
to turn me to stone. It 
seems funny now, but when 
I was a kid, I really thought 
he had a basilisk locked up 
in the closet. My brother 
swore he saw it once.”

- Sttue, Youngling 



10

Bears

What’s odd is that they sleep for a large part of the 
year. These 

beasts could reign over forests, the indisputable ch
ampions. Their 

thick fur and hide renders them capable of shrugg
ing off injuries 

that would kill most men. Only the most well-placed o
f arrows will 

even penetrate, and even then it’s a gamble as to w
hether or 

not the bear even notices. But they don’t ruthlessly p
atrol their 

territory. They pick a cave, killing or evicting anything that w
as in 

it beforehand, and just settle down and nap for a
 few months. I 

don’t know if these creatures understand mercy, are
 incredibly lazy, 

or if they have the foresight to leave enough food
 for them to 

hunt when they wake up. They’re smart creatures, by all accounts. 

Wouldn’t surprise me if they listen in, waiting until p
rey start to get 

wary of the forest before laying off the hunt for
 a while. The 

fact that they sleep so long leads me to believe t
hat they don’t 

actually need food to survive; they hunt and kill f
or the pleasure 

of it.
I’ve only seen a bear once, and that’s enough. It was almost ten feet long, big 
and brown, walking along on all fours like it had every right to be there. I 
wasn’t going to be the one to dispute it. The nonchalance with which it looked 
at me made it clear that it could kill me without putting up much of a struggle.

These are an odd species 
to be sure. Physically, the

y look like a 

few hundred pounds of fu
r, almost like an enormous

 round housecat. 

Don’t let their appearance 
fool you- a closer look rev

eals massive 

claws and teeth, and it w
ill warn you to stay back

 with a horrible 

roar. If it feels generous
 enough to warn you, that

 is. If threatened, 

these things will launch at
 you, swiping with paws th

e size of a 

grown man’s head. A single
 well-placed strike can kn

ock you 

unconscious- and that’s if 
the claws don’t hit you. They also have 

teeth, and while many bea
rs eat fruits and berries 

in the forests 

where they’re found, some 
won’t hesitate to search fo

r something 

meatier, like a fish. Or y
ou. If the prey is big eno

ugh, they’ll grab 

on, biting until it’s dead. It’
s not just the ruthlessnes

s that makes 

bears unusual.

There are rumors in less forested places of bears as well. Predictably, these 
vary with their cultures. I’ve met with village elders who describe their bears 
as smaller, hunting exclusively meat. To the north, they claim to have white 
bears that blend in with the arctic snows, stealthing into homes with no notice. 
I don’t know if these are folklore, or if the bears can travel and camouflage, 
but I know that I don’t care to be the one who finds out. 

If I’m not being clear: 

stay clear of bears.
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Initiative 4

Move 5

HP 40

AC 20

REF 14

FORT 18

WILL 14

AP 160

AP Regen 15

Unarmed attack 2 attacks, +4 vs AC, 1d6 *3

Abilities Wallop 
Roar (as scream, 1d4 * 1) 
Inspire fear (+1 vs Will within 2) 
Bloodlust Frenzy

“They aren’t just brutes. They can pick lo
cks. I came home, oh, about two years ago

 I reckon. 

House was unlocked, bed sheets torn up. R
eal mess of a place. Wife said a bear just 

walked up 

to the door and helped itself to supper. S
piteful things, bears.” 

-Farmer Arn Redis 

“Some 
folks 

sell r
ugs ma

de 

outta
 bear 

hide. Y
ou won

’t find
 

anyone
 buying

 one a
round 

these 

parts, 
no sir.

 I hear
d them

 

bears 
hold a

 grudg
e, and 

I 

don’t 
want 

on the
 wrong

 side 

of tha
t one

, no s
ir.”

-Carte
r Feld

s

“ I’ve heard tell that they 
can send their great furred 
spirits out and eat kids who 
don’t hang the washing proper. 

’Spose those may just be 
tales. mayhap not..”

-Ella may, mother, with a 
meaningful look at Elijah may, 

age 8.

“Wolves are one thing. A wolf comes for you, it takes a sheep, maybe two. But a bear? That’s it. Pack your bags. Nothing to do about that.”
-Farmer Floods 
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BeEtles

These creatures are about the size of a dog, though 

with their wings extended they can almost triple in size. I 

believe they’re some kind of cricket from the descriptions 
I’ve heard. They seem to have a thick chitinous hide, 

strong enough to break off a pitch fork. The insects 

come around near harvest, and aren’t seen the rest of 
the year. This leads me to believe they estivate. Perhaps 

they are waiting for more prey to be produced.

When they come (which is almost 
every night, and exclusively 

after sunset), they “sing” a haun
ting song, the tune of which no 

one can quite remember, but cha
nges every evening. I’ve heard it

 

described by a number of people
, always in abstract terms, and 

different each time. Children, it 
seems, are particularly vulnerable

 

to the song, being lured out to t
he beasts and climbing atop them

. 

Sometimes the parents say the 
children were fast asleep or 

within eyesight moments before, 
with no good explanation for the

 

missing time. The creatures presumably leave a
fter claiming a 

child, but no one seems to reme
mber seeing them go.

The insects have never harmed a child (that anyone has seen), though what 
they do with them is anyone’s guess. They do not hesitate to kill any concerned 
parents who run after. It seems the creatures will team up, ripping chunks from 
unprotected man-flanks and tearing them apart, using their wings to stop any 
attackers from getting close. From what I understand, it’s quite gruesome.

Songspinners, Death Roac
hes, Insects, Shellers, 

Roaches, Death singers, B
abystealers, stealers, 

Fanters. These are some of the mo
re polite names 

I’ve heard used to describe
 the critters that plague 

Gunry’s Hill. No one can re
member a time when 

the large beetles didn’t com
e by; they’re a part of 

harvest as accepted as t
he changing leaves. But n

o 

one can also seem to giv
e a good reason why they

 

haven’t relocated or left. F
olks just don’t do that 

kind of thing around here
. I can’t help but feel that 

something is troubling this 
town aside from the pest

s.

“T
he
y 
lu
re
 
t
he
 
ki
ds
 
ou
t
 
w
it
h 
t
ho
se
 
da
m
n 
so
ng
s.
 
Do
n’
t
 
m
at

t
e
r 
ho
w
 
m
an
y 
t
im
e
s 
yo
u 
t
e
ll
 
’e
m
 

no
t
 
t
o 
g
o.
 
T
he
y 
c
ha
ng
e
 
t
he
 
so
ng
, 
an
d 
it
’s
 
no
 
us
e
. 
T
ra
ns
fi
xe
s 
e
m
 
it
 
do
e
s.
 
I’v
e
 
se
e
n 
m
an
y 
a 
m
an
 

ru
n 
ou
t
 
af
t
e
r 
’is
 
ki
d.
 
N
ot

 
m
e
. 
T
he
y 
ri
p 
’e
m
 
ap
ar
t
, 
Pin
sc
e
rs
 
t
e
ar
in
g
 
in
t
o 
’iim

. 
L
e
av
e
s 
a 
bi
g
 
m
e
ss
.”
 

-R
e
d 
W
e
ll
di
g
g
e
r,
 
fa
rm

e
r
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Initiative 3

Move 5

Fly 5

HP 8

AC 18

REF 9

FORT 10

WILL 10

AP 150

AP Regen 30

Melee Attack (Pincers) +2 vs AC, d6x2

Ability: Wing Blast as Empulse

Ability: Dominate +2 vs Will against 1 crea-
ture within 4 squares.

It isn’t known where the beasts reside during 
the day, nor where any children have been 
carried away to. I suspect they have a hive 
nearby, though they visit the town in groups of 
3-5. The search parties for the hive have all 
returned fruitless. 

“They took two of my brothers. I only remember one though. Ma’ doesn’t let me near the windows after dark anymore.” - Kend Brewson, Age 10

“Most nig
hts they 

only take
 children.”

 

-Ander Mil
ls, Village

 Elder

“The song
? It sound

s like- lik
e childhoo

d”

-Oakie Mil
ls

“You can hear ’em coming a whole hour ahead ’atime. Nothing to do for it but sit an’ wait. They sing their songs, flapping those wings around. It sounds like a blanket loose in the wind. More than once I’ve thought about checking...” 
-Winona, Basket Weaver

Well, the ones that returned, anyway.
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Beitihir

I’m older now, and I know 
that isn’t true. At least I 
hope it isn’t. They show 
up whenever lightning 
strikes. Or rather, they 
only show up when lightning 
strikes, and usually at 
night. I hope it’s not every 
time. They’re big things, 
beithirs. At first, you might 
not know them from a 
snake, provided you’ d 
only heard about snakes 
before. 

They grow to 30 arms 
in length. Maybe more. 
The smallest one I’ ve 
ever seen was 3 arms, 
and that may have been 
a river snake. You never 
can be too sure with 
beithir. They grow longer 
than snakes, and in 
knots. You see a pile of 
rope, tied amongst itself 
rolling towards you? That’s 
a beithir.

I used to think the
 beithir created th

e lightning. That it was their w
ay of 

signaling to each o
ther. 

			   “Here I am” 

					     “There’s strong ones 
nearby” 

		  “Stay away, these 
ones are dangerou

s.” 

When I told my frien
d, a fellow youth b

y the name of Vic
tor, he laughed. “If

 

only it were so inn
ocent,” he’d chided. 

“They’re not sending 
messages. They 

slither into the sk
y, becoming the lig

htning. It’s how they
 travel. Whenever you 

see lightning, a be
ithir is only a thun

derclap away.”    
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If you get bit by one, you’d best find some faith to confide in. An arbiter or priest if you’re lucky. Whoever can execute your wills and deliver your lasts. You don’t have long. The poison spreads fast. Minutes, if you’re lucky. Hours if you aren’t. 

I don’t know of anyone who’s ever lived through it, though I’ve heard claims of a woman in the south who says one took her arm. Says she chopped it off in a frenzy and it saved her life. I aim to interview her, and update this log when I do.

They’ve already died once, is the thing. So it’s not exactly easy to 

kill them. You kill a snake, you chop its head off. We don’t need 

more of these things rolling around. Else, next time there’s a storm, 

lightning strikes, and...well, you’ve heard the tales. We all have. 

Initiative 3

Move 5

HP 15

AC 25

REF 10

FORT 18

WILL 16

AP 350

AP Regen 90

Unarmed attack (2 atks) +4 v.s. AC, 1d6 *2
If both attacks hit, the target takes 3 
ongoing poison damage (save ends).

Destruction Mod 3

Enhancement Mod 4

Utility Mod 4

Abilities Arc
Battle Rage
Storm
Teleport
Permafrost

Undead Vulnerable 5/ radiant or holy 
damage

Lightning Healed by lightning/ electrical 
damage

“I have the most 
extensive collecti

on of beither anyw
here in the six duc

hies. Not that 

there’s a lot of c
ompetition, mind yo

u. It wasn’t easy, 
no, no it wasn’t. N

ot easy at all. I 

waded out to Corp
se’s Lake every tim

e I saw a thunderc
loud. Soon enough, 

I had this whole 

menagerie. It’s quit
e safe, don’t you m

ind. They only come
 out in the summe

r. Did you know 

that? I wish I’d kn
own that. My assis

tant is out gathe
ring small woodlan

d creatures to ke
ep 

them fed. It’s very
 important.”

“I no longer think 
they make the lig

htning. I think... I t
hink it’ s attract

ed to them. It 

changes my experim
ent quite a bit, b

ut if I can just ha
rness that energy

, to find someway 

to... to distill tha
t power. If I can c

hurn this into a br
ew, a brew from w

hich I will drink dee
p, 

we can control t
he power. Think of 

it! Just think! ”

- ’Sleepy’  Rad With
ers, scientist
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Chatterjaws

  Rather than the full skeleton, the Chatterbones (or Chatterjaws, as they are sometimes known) is simply a floating human skull, often bleached white, that lofts through the air of its own accord. Occasionally, they still have bits of flesh drooling off of them, the rotting scent hanging about them like a warning. While the flesh remains, it’s still possible to identify who the skull belonged to in life. Most often, they wait months or years before returning, but I’ve heard cases where they didn’t last the night.

 The floating heads gnash and tear at flesh, ripping it to shreds and 
dropping it to the ground. They have no digestive system; they are more akin 
to a mass of tools turned weapon. While anyone can become a Chatterbones, 
it seems that murder victims come back most often. For this reason, many 
bodies are found with the teeth knocked out, as if by a chisel or hammer. If 
not the murderer himself, then some citizens have taken it upon themselves 
to neuter this plague of skulls.

I wrote at length about skeletons coming 
back to life and moving as if life still 
animated their decaying flesh. While that is a 
widespread and well-documented phenomenon, 
an almost entirely different one sweeps the 
lands to the North: that of the Chatterbones.

 Chatterbones get their name f
rom the distinctive clacking 

noise they make as their mandi
bles slam together, propelling 

them through the air. They should not be able to make
 

noise apart from this, and yet i
t’s not uncommon to hear 

locals speak of a terrible, haun
ting laugh. In rarer cases, 

they endlessly chant the last thi
ng they heard before they 

died. I suspect they are telepath
ic, able to communicate 

solely via mental energy. This explains how some can hear 

their haunting, unending cry, whil
e others claim they are 

silent, save the clacking. If this
 is the case, I wonder if 

they haunt those who oppressed 
them in life, much like the 

ghouls that can be found through
out the lands...
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Initiative 0

Move 4 (Fly, hover)

HP 30

Resist 3 damage

AC 20

REF 18

FORT 18

WILL 17

AP 350

AP Regen 30

Unarmed attack (Gnash) +4 vs AC, 1d2 * 4

Abilities Infection
Plague 
Silence

Control 60
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Dinosaur
You can’t lump all dinosaurs into one group. You can’t even lump them into three, no matter 
what your history books teach you. Each dinosaur is unique, each with a dozen ways to kill 
you, often without even noticing. What matters is which ones are worth the trouble to kill, 
which ones can be tamed enough to ride, and which ones mean your settlement has gone the 
way of... well, of creatures we haven’t invested in for sport. Let’s start with the obvious- 
There’s a lot to know here. You’ll figure it out, or you’ll die. So listen up.

Velociraptor. Its name means “Speed death”. If you’re 
lucky, you might lose an arm. Most aren’t lucky. 

Tyrannosaurus. Scavenger. Nothing to worry about, 

if you prepared your meat correctly. By the time 

it gets a scent, you better hope you’re long gone. 

Hang a decoy far, far from your camp, if you dare. 

Pterodactyl. The unsung threat. You ever see one of their eggs 

on the ground, you’d best leave it alone or hope you can eat 

omelets real fast-like. I recommend the former. They own the 

skies. They see everything, and if they can’t swoop down and 

grab you (which, unless you’re the size of a young mammoth, 

they can), they’ll alert every other hunter around. 

Tyrannasaurus Velociraptor Pterodactyl Stegosaurus

Initiative 5 8 4 4

Move 5 9 5 (Fly, 8) 5

HP 60 30 25 130

AC 19 18 13 16

REF 8 18 13 14

FORT 18 14 13 16

WILL 8 16 13 18

AP 230 200 90 100

AP Regen 20 10 25 10

Attack Teeth: +3 vs AC, 1d6 
* 3

Unarmed: 2 attacks 
+4 vs AC, 1d2 * 4

Swoop: +2 vs AC, 1d4 
* 2
Ranged-Drop Rock: 
within 8 squares, +3 
vs AC, 1d4 * 3

+3 vs AC, 1d4 * 3

Abilities Mass Deafen (+5 
within 5) 
Mass Inspire Terror 
(+5)

Bloodlust Frenzy 
Decoy (Control mod 
of 2) 
Speed Burst

Debris Slam (+2 vs 
Ref within 4, d8*2) 
Scream: d4 * 2

Inspire Fear (within 
4)
Wallop

Vulnerable 5/ Ice
Vulnerable 5/ Rock

Vulnerable 5/ Ice
Vulnerable 5/ Rock

Vulnerable 5/ Light-
ning

Vulnerable 5/ Rock
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Triceratops. These guys like to fight. Seems to be all they live for. Sure, they don’t eat 
meat, but if they’re around, predators usually give a wide berth. Befriending them would be a 
sure boon.

Ankylosaurus. The armored tank. You get one of these on your side, and your village is 
set. This is probably the closest we’ve come to domesticating a dinosaur (aside from the 
duck-bills, of course, but you’ll tire of eating those soon enough). The Ankylosaurus will 
defend their turf with their life-and oftentimes they’ll even win. Just don’t forget that it 
is, in fact, their turf. 

Wooly Mammoths. They’re big, their coats will 

warm a village, and they’ve enoug
h meat to feed 

the same. Just don’t forget that 
their massive 

feet will destroy you long befor
e the tusks ever 

get the chance. When you think you’re ready 

for one of these, think again. T
hey can only 

be brought down the old fashion
ed way-spears 

and pikes. These beasts have grown adept 
at 

shrugging off every modern adv
ancement since. 

Diplodocus. Farm animals. Not hard to catch, 
they make easy prey. Down a few of these 
before you move on to a real threat. 

Stegosaurus. Keep these around. They can’t be domesticated exactly, but what they can be is 

lured with food. Unlike diplodocus, they’ll put up enough of a fight to give you time to hi
gh-tail 

it on out. They won’’t win your fights for you, but they can be a good distraction.  

Ankylosaurus Diplodocus Wooly Mammoth Triceratops

Initiative 2 2 8 5

Move 3 2 5 4

HP 140 110 140 80

AC 24 11 19 20

REF 12 8 14 12

FORT 18 16 16 16

WILL 16 12 15 14

AP 120 50 100 80

AP Regen 20 10 10 10

Attack Tail Slam +4 vs AC, 
1d6 * 2

Stomping foot +2 vs 
AC, 1d6 * 2
+10 to Bull Rush

Charge! 3 attacks +5 
vs AC, 1d6 * 5

Horn Strike! 2 at-
tacks +3 vs AC, 1d6 * 3

Abilities Armor 
Barrier (resist 2) 
Crush (+1 within 2, 
d10 damage) 
Wallop

Wallop Barrier
Wallop

Bone Spikes (+3 
within 6) 
Injure (+3 within 6, 
ongoing 2)

Vulnerable 5/ Rock Resist 3 damage Re-
sist 5 Ice

“The trick is knowing which ones you can kill. Knowing what you need to run from, and what you need to hide from will also serve you well, but if you don’t have that first piece of knowledge, you won’t last long. It’s been said that knowing is half the battle. Out in the plains, knowing is the entire battle. For example, if you try to kill a mammoth with a prized laser rifle, you’ll likely light the fur on fire. Best case scenario, you sear the meat. Worst case scenario, you start a stampede. Either way, it won’t be mammoth meat that feeds you through the winter.”-Excerpt from Surviving the Crustaceous Plains
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Dweller

SL. 2. 909109. 156:

We knew they were here when we built this facility. But we didn’t 
think thirty pounds of childlike stature would impede us. This was 
progress, the report said. They’d adapt to our presence, or get 
eradicated. Just like every other species we’ve colonized. The 
report was wrong, and writing it may well be my last regret. We 
didn’t have enough information at the time. We didn’t know about 
the claws, oh God, the claws. These things may look like scaly 
children, but when they are hungry, claws erupt out of their arms, 
legs, and backs. They can tear into an entire squadron in seconds, 
leaving nothing but a bloodstain and a blur. They move so quickly 
that the soldiers’ shaky shots miss them, and fear and adrenaline 
make poor stabilizers.

I’ve watched the videos so many times. I can almost do it without 
gagging now. It’s hard to tell with how quickly they move. The 
cameras can barely track them. They appear to unhinge their jaw, 
wrapping their mouth up, over their eyes, revealing rows and rows 
of jagged teeth. And with just as much fervor, they tear into our 
soldiers, our scientists, our progress.  There’s nothing left of the 
Eastern outpost but blood and ruin. We channeled in gasses, but we 
didn’t have anything more toxic than the air outside.

SL. 2. 899109. 155:

We thought we were safe. Didn’t think they’d be able to find us here. 
The first foraging party came back unharmed. Found some resources 
not far off from the settlement. But they found us. They eliminated the 
East outpost before we could assemble a task force. Killed every solider 
stationed there. Twenty-three soldiers, and only two had time to signal a 
distress beacon. Four were still alive when we sealed them off. We didn’t 
have a choice, really. Once they get a taste for flesh, they don’t stop 
coming. These have had our taste for two years now. We thought if we 
moved we would be safe. We were wrong. We thought if we killed them, 
they would fear us. But we don’t know if they can be killed. All we know 
is that we are in here, and they are coming. We have enough food to last 
the month, not much more. But they will return. I’m beginning to think it was 
a mistake to settle here, and not just for the dwellers. The air is toxic, 
resources are scarce, minerals have to be refined. Even the rain wants to 
kill us. But it won’t get the chance. Not with the dwellers.
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SL. 2. 919109. 157:

We’re all going to die here, and I’m sending this message because we need 
help. Please. Pull whatever strings you have, call in all your favors. This 
isn’t a distress call, it’s a last will and testament disguised as me begging. 
I don’t want to end up as a footnote next to a “failed to colonize planet”. 
You have to help us. Get us off this place and destroy the planet or leave 
it alone. Abandon it, and hope the things that dwell here forget about us. 

SL. 2. 919109. 158:

Please. I don’t want to end up 
like the soldiers in the video. 
I can’t imagine what noise they 
heard last, but I know that 
the sound of it caused trained 
warriors to collapse to the 
ground, clutching their ears. Blood 
spurt forth, raining down. I know 
it will be the same for me. I 
jump at every noise, not knowing 
what to expect. There are forty 
of us, and in a month there will 
be none. If they even let us live 
that long.

Initiative 6

Move 8

HP 10

AC 18

REF 16

FORT 12

WILL 12

AP 80

AP Regen 35

Attack 1000 Teeth: +3, 1d8*3

Abilities Speed Burst
Scream (d4*2)
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ErratA
You might think they’re lar

ger at first. It’s in your be
st interest to lose that 

thought as quickly as it f
inds you. Errata are not to be mess

ed around with. 

While they resemble simple 
rodents, it is quite clear 

that they are much more 

than that. Where the errata go, chang
e follows. 

Not much is known about these creatures. Most witnesses describe them the 

same way: they stand about as tall as a man’s knee, and twice a
s long. 

They have beady eyes, large teeth, and an inky black cloud that
 follows 

wherever they travel. Many believe that it is this cloud, and not therodents 

themselves, that possess their unique properties, but I maintain 
that it 

doesnot matter. No one has seen a cloud without a rat, nor a r
at without a 

cloud. Not of this kind anyway. There’s something about the eyes, something 

that isn’t quite right. They seem more intelligent than they should. Almost 

everyone who talks of errata mentions the eyes. Yet I’ve never h
eard the 

same description twice. There is nothing consistent about the errata, except 

that they change reality. 

“Two things are 
constant: The errata destroys constants.”

-Proverb
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Some cultures worship errata, marking them as heralds of the gods, 
messengers from another plane. How else, they argue, could they effect 
such great power? Several tribes follow the errata, noting their changes 
and destroying any evidence that things were not as they used to be. 
This may include rewriting books and replacing them in the night, or 
enforcing new truths with spear and claws. No matter if you worship 
them or not, many claim it is bad luck to kill one. 

Some of the changes were small. Improved translations. Others, larger. Contradictions were fixed, paragraphs added and removed. And every change was done in the original handwriting- the handwriting of a monk 100 years dead. My friend carries the books with him at all times, claiming he can feel the errata looking for it, coming to correct their oversight. I do not know if they are drawn to works in such a way, only that for him, it has become an obsession.

Some scholars have sworn 
that texts, even texts they 
themselves wrote, have been 
transformed by the appearance 
of the creatures. I’ve never 
seen an errata myself, but an 
acquaintance of mine was able 
to show me two tomes, almost 
identical, each over 200 years 
old. The text differed between 
the tomes in few places, but 
all were substantial. One copy 
my friend had in his possession 
when the errata came. The 
other was hundreds of miles 
away. 

Nothing is safe from err
ata. Scrolls, books, and p

aintings have all been 

affected. There are those who claim 
oral retellings are safe, a

nd thus 

the only thing to be relied
 on, but I think it more li

kely that one has no 

way of knowing if the te
lling changes, and I have 

seen the failings of 

the minds of men, while t
he errata, to me, remain 

a second-hand story.

Initiative 4

Move 4

HP 30

AC 18

REF 18

FORT 18

WILL 18

AP 180

AP Regen 30

Control Modifier 6

Unarmed attack (bite) 1 attack, +3vs AC, d4*2 damage

Abilities Dishearten
Disorient
Reversal

“I don’t believe I have ever seen one myself, no. But I can 
put you in touch with some of my colleagues who have. There is a facility some three day’s travel from here dedicated to tracking these creatures you speak of. In fact, they publish abulletin tracking their movements, monitoring exactly what changes occur when the Errata enter a region.”-Reginald Grossley, Professor
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Fratris Demon

If they have a natural habitat, it must be some special circle of hell. It isn’t known 
exactly what lures them away, but wherever fun is to be had, kegs are tapped, 
and bros are gathered, so too does the Fratris demon appear. The Fratris demon 
requires a constant stream of energy once summoned. If at any time there is a 
break in revelry or a shortage of alcohol, the creature is immediately and loudly 
returned to the hell plane from which it presumably sprang. This leaves behind a 
mist that has a number of remarkable medicinal properties. These include, but are 
not limited to: dry mouth, nausea, memory loss, and headaches. 

Once the Fratris demon has gained entrance, it challenges part
ygoers to 

drunken bets, tricking them into surrendering their souls, which 
it promptly 

devours. As if that isn’ t enough, they are also known to consume
 more 

than their fair share of booze, draining kegs with little more t
o offer in 

apology than a shrug and a “Sorry, man”. Still, Fratris demons 
are personally 

invested in the life of a party, and will ensure that an empty 
keg won’t be 

the reason anyone leaves.  

Perhaps as old as fun itself, these creatures have been known to appear 
wherever revelry rears its head. They can smell fun in the air, materializing at 
parties and social events of all kinds just in time to totally ride the buzz ’til 
morning. 

It is not known what the true form is, as the Fratris 
demon rarely shows it. The soul-eating demons take 
the form of an average brosky, infiltrating the brosky 
sanctum and doubling the buzz of everyone nearby. The 
demon’ s body chemistry allows it to exude a pheromone 
of sorts that acts exactly like intoxication. In short, the 
Fratris demons carry the party with them. 

“I was at t
his party, 

and then a
ll these 

guys keps s
howing up 

and drinking
 all the 

beer. I’m pr
etty sure 

no one kne
w any of 

them. What
 a bunch of

 

losers.” 

-Tyfani Lynn

“I was like, bro, I haven’t seen you before, you new around here? And the dude just kinda glared at me. Took Chad’s beer off the table. I was like bro, and he just walked away. Not cool.” 
-Mark Nicholas Williams
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Since then, rumors of an agreement to stop such a miscommunication among the Fratris have run rampant. Dubbed the Ambiguitatis Accords, most scholars agree that they exist, but no consensus as to what they actually entail can be reached.

Because this effect tends to ru
in the party, 

preventing other Fratris demons
 from showing 

up, many Fratris demons will do
 everything in 

their power to keep the party g
oing, no matter 

the cost. This usually entails increasingly 

absurd stunts and bets, and unh
ealthy amounts 

of alcohol being consumed by all
. Other, more 

competitive Fratris will attempt 
to keep the 

party just on the edge of dying
, so they have 

enough energy to sustain themse
lves, but there 

isn’t enough energy for a compet
itor to spawn. 

One of the most well-known oddities 
of the Fratris is that not even 
they can tell each other apart. 
This, combined with their desires to 
keep the party thriving, can lead to 
amusing situations. On one famous 
occasion, dubbed the Ambiguitatis 
Event, what started out as a house 
party, ended up consisting entirely 
of Fratris demons, as they continued 
to appear, and regular guests 
kept leaving as the intensity of 
the party increased. Each of the 
demons present kept trying to steal 
souls from the other attendants 
through dares and bets, all trying 
to get their opponents drunker than 
themselves for easier stealing. The 
party lasted for six days before one 
of them realized. 

Initiative 2

Move 4

HP 20

AC 25

REF 22

FORT 30

WILL 38

AP 200

AP Regen 60

Control Mod 4

Unarmed attack 2 attacks, each hit does 1d4 * 
2 damage

Abilities Disorient 
Dishearten 
Enthrall 
Morph (Can shapeshift into 
any creature in the same 
size category. While in this 
form, Defenses all decrease 
by 2, Abilities can still be 
used.
Taunt

Intoxicating Aura Any creature that starts its 
turn next to a Fratris Demon 
must make a saving throw 
or suffer a -2 to all die rolls 
(save ends). This aura will 
not stack with itself or any 
other Fratris Demon auras.

Nemesis: Law Enforce-
ment

Increase damage die by 1 
when attacking any enemy of 
this type.
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Ghosts

Ghosts tend to be rooted to one place, often one that has special signifi-
cance to the departed. Sometimes it’s the place they died, but it can also be 
where they are buried, a house they grew up in, or a boat they once traveled 
on. Other ghosts are not rooted, and can travel freely. I’ve yet to discover a 
consistent cause to reliably predict this behavior.

Bodies fade quickly afte
r death, but sometimes the

 spirit doesn’t 

quite get the message. M
ore often than not, spirits

 that stick around 

in this way have some pr
essing goal-to incriminate t

heir murderer, 

to find a certain artifact
, to warn others who migh

t die in a similar 

fashion. Other times they 
simply stick around as if 

they are unsure 

how to leave. If there is 
a goal, the ghost often f

ades after the 

task has been completed 
(except in the case of th

ose who serve as 

a warning against some p
erpetual danger).

Spirits tend not to be malevolent, 
though many are not aware that 
they are dead. Some want to 
be left alone, and will quickly 
resort to violence in order to 
ensure their peace. Often, spirits 
will lash out with energy to 
fight any perceived threats to 
their goal, territory, or person. 
Unless they’re an old spirit, 
ghosts tend to be clumsy and 
awkward in their attacks. You’ll 
know it by the cold shiver that 
penetrates your core, as if 
someone dumped icy water into 
your rib cage. I have fought 
many ghosts in my time. It never 
gets easier, slaying what doesn’t 
know it’s dead. But my advice 
on the matter is this: Ghosts 
are spiritual things, and must 
be fought in spiritual ways. The 
weapon that killed the body will 
rarely be as effective against 
the spirit. 

“Aaaaah!” 
-Vanory Banner
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At fir
st I m

issed m
y momm

y. 

But no
w I wis

h she’d
 go aw

ay.”

-Yance
 Penfl

ower, 
age 8

Intangible Abilities are twice as 
powerful against this 
creature. Physical attacks are 
half as effective as normal 
against this creature.

Ignores difficult terrain

Initiative 4

Move (fly) 5

HP 100

AC 16

REF 16

FORT 14

WILL 18

AP 120

AP Regen 35

Destruction Score 25

Ranged Attack: Ectoplasm +2vs AC, 1d4 * 2

Unarmed Attack +1 vs AC, 1d2 * 1

Abilities Invisibility
Phasing
Pooling 
Health
Pulse
Scatterbrain
Scream

Sometimes, spirits adjust well, and have k
nowledge of their past life. In these 

cases, they can provide valuable informatio
n that otherwise would be lost. 

Ghosts like these have provided valuable i
nsight in the creation of this journal, 

as well as to many adventurers and explor
ers before me. When not rooted 

to one location, these ghosts tend to drift
 towards libraries, tombs, and other 

places ofgreat knowledge or historic impor
tance. Upon my next encounter, I will 

have to enquire why. My favorite resource is a Baroness whose 
name in life 

was Elizra. She usually resides in the catacombs
 of the library at Blackmouth. 

I have utilized her knowledge more times 
than I count, though of late it seems 

she does not remember me as often as I 
remember her. It’s possible that her 

link to this world is fading. It could also b
e more widespread, like something is 

pushing all of the spirits away. Or perhaps
 drawing them somewhere else...

“Used to know a guy who claimed 
he could exorcise ghosts. Said he’d 
rid the problem once and for all. 
Used to travel around, collecting 
a fee for his services. A fee most people (myself included) were glad to pay. Turns out, he wasn’t exorcising them at all! He just banished them a league or so away. For some, that solved the problem, sure. But more 
often than not, they just came 
right back! A town to the east 

lynched him for being a charlatan a few years back. Shame really. Guy had 
the best stories.” 
-Gegor Vylstwith
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Golem

What I do know is this: 
magic bleeds. When magical 
items are left in caves, 
or leaning against rocks, 
in places that magic should 
not be, sometimes that rock 
gets upset. It consumes the 
item, and it gains something 
that isn’t quite sentience. 
The golems are attracted 
to magical items. They seek 
them out and eat them, each 
time growing just a little 
bit in size, and probably in 
power.

Perhaps one of the more interesting creatures I’ve ever encountered, I cannot understand why the Golem exist. I’ve seen them, towering over me, and I’ve had colleagues who spend far too many days studying these things, colleagues who in turn have spent far too many hours trying to explain to me, but for the life of me, I cannot understand what causes them to live. I’m not entirely convinced that my colleagues (who, apart from time management, do have many admirable qualities) understand it themselves.

It’s considered bad luck to see a golem, but many people hunt them down for what they’ve eaten. The little ones don’t have much, maybe a cursed gem or a haunted sacrificial dagger. Perhaps a bowl that was used in a ritual. But the big ones. Oh the big ones. You wouldn’t believe how many legendary tools and weapons we’ve lost to the inside of a golem. You get there fast enough, you might be able to get them back, but chances are they’re part of the rock now.

If you do see a golem, I suggest parting w
ith whatever 

magical item you value least. Throw it, run, and hope for 

the best. After all, you never know what 
trace elements 

of power might have seeped on to your clo
thes. The 

golems aren’t malicious, but they won’t hesitate to 
rip 

off a torso if it means getting at the sw
eet magic that 

adorns what’s underneath.

“Really it’s 
just power. 

Any power s
ource would 

do it. What 
strikes me 

is when. It’s
 not every 

time, you se
e. I’ve tried 

to make one
, of course 

I 

have! I’ve lef
t so many a

rtifacts lyin
g about, I’ve

 

accounted f
or every var

iable. All I’ve
 gotten is 

an empty ho
use, since m

y husband le
ft. Maybe t

he 

problem is t
hat I’m moni

toring them
...”-Grindett

e 

Wails, Golem
 expert

“You want t
o camp? Cam

p in a Golem
-site. Everyo

ne 

knows one w
on’t spring 

from the sa
me rock tw

ice.” 

-Humbert Bu
rns
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It’s not the items they’re a
fter, 

just their power. If there
 were 

some way to extract one 
from 

the other, I’m sure you coul
d 

make a sort of lure for 
the 

things. Maybe even compromise, 

if the power isn’t what you
 

like about the item. Still, 
my 

stance is firm: when it co
mes 

to golems, avoid if possibl
e. 

Treasure hunting isn’t worth 
the 

risk

Initiative 1

Move 2

HP 140

AC 22

REF 11

FORT 22

WILL 17

AP 60

AP Regen 10

Unarmed attack: Fist +6 vs AC, 1d4 * 3, make 2 attacks

Abilities Wallop

Resist 5/ Electric

“I used to work as a juggler. No, not that kind. 

People would hire me to keep track of their goods. 

Keep ’em off the rocks, that sort of thing. I 

never saw one, but then, if I had, I’d be out of a 

job, I guess. Lotta times the stuff you’re juggling 

is worth more than the pay. Not everyone notices 

if every dagger gets placed back, you know?” 

-Quin “Slim” Dourdy“They make good hunting, the little ones. Usually have a store of stuff they 
were eating still intact. Only hard part is getting inside.” -Corrim Hyn, Miner
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Greenie

In almost every forest, there are little creatures, not more than four feet 
tall. I speak not of squirrels or rabbits, nor snakes or monkeys. I speak of 
Greenies. 
They vary in size, coloration, and name from village to village, but they are 
often green or yellow, with hard bumpy skin. They live underground, and may 
be nocturnal. I’ve seen ones with skin that is orange, red, or even purple, 
often with streaks of discoloration or markings. I do not know if they are 
natural or cosmetic. 

Initiative 4

Move 8

HP 10

AC 14

REF 12

FORT 12

WILL 12

AP 0

Attack (Spear) +1, d4*2

That man said they were evil. Said they’d steal away our babies 
in the night. 

But that’s not how it is. They’re nice enough, they just don’t 
speak like we 

do. We went to visit them, all of us did! They live under the b
ig oak tree in 

the forest, I can show you! Anyway, they’re just like us! They’ve
 got tools and 

pitchforks, I bet they’ve even got tractors! They grow lots o
f stuff down 

there, I even saw a potato! But I don’t think they like bright 
things. That must 

be why they live underground. Lydia lit a fire and they all ran 
back, like they’d 

never seen it before. I tried to tell them it was okay, but t
hey really didn’t 

like it. I wonder how they keep warm at night. I hope we didn’t
 make them mad. 

They all kept standing up when we got too close to the back
 of their cave, 

but you know how Lydia is. Always so curious. We went and peeke
d back there, and 

they had a little nursery, just like the smithy used to have! T
here must have 

been a score of them back there! But they did not like us loo
king, not one bit! 

We had to apologize a lot, but I’m not sure they knew that w
ord, so we just 

kept saying it and saying it, just like momma taught. I hope th
ey aren’t upset. 

I’d like to see them some more, they seemed really nice. Maybe
 I can even give 

them one of our potatoes in return! -Raphaela, age 10
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They don’t live far from human settlements, and it’s not uncommon for city dwellers to refer to them as thieves or murderers, but I’ve been almost entirely unable to find anyone who’s had a proper personal dealing with them, negative or not. If it weren’t for the teeth, I’d be confident that they devolved from us, some strain of human exiled into darkness. But with how deformed they are from us, it would take magic of a strange and powerful kind to produce such horrendous results. 

The creatures that I’ve had the chance to inspect close up have sh
arp teeth in two 

rows. Hunting teeth. Yet they seem to be farmers, growing plan
ts underground. They 

have a language, rough and coarse to my ears, but I’ve never bee
n able to ask them 

how they manage to grow their crops with no natural sunlight or
 rainwater. 

Greenies can see in perfect darkness and hear the slightest 
twig 

snap at 200 paces. Their eyes can glow in the dark, but I’ve reason 

to believe this is something they can control. I’ve seen them move 
at 

astounding speed without making a single sound. If they weren’t a
lways a 

forest-dwelling creature, they certainly are now. Whoever it used to belong 

to, and wherever they may have belonged before, the forest is
 their 

home. That much, at least, no one can dispute. Each of their hands ends 

in claws, though I cannot say how many. The fact that these creatures do 

not thirst for blood is astounding. They are built to be perfect stalkers 

of the night, to drag small mammals to their hidden underground
 forts and 

feed off them for weeks. Instead, they live in colonies and pla
nt. 

As far as I can tell, they are perfectly pacifistic. I’ve seen a sin
gle 

spear in the one colony I managed to discover (it was at the b
ase 

of an oak tree, impossible to find if you don’t know where to loo
k. 

Luckily, I found a guide in a small child), but it was picked up 
only when 

I ventured 30 paces into the chamber. At once, the whole colony
, all ten 

of them, tensed up. I’d misstepped. I’d gone one inch too far towa
rds 

their birthing chambers, where they care for their young. These creatures 

have many secrets, and though I’ve sat with them in desperate att
empts 

to communicate, until their language is broken, their secrets rem
ain their 

own. Still, I hesitate to investigate. A cruel man would see them
 as 

defenseless, ripe for the harvest. And I fear that man may no
t be as 

wrong as I hope...
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Guard
Secrets, money, drugs. Everyone’s guarding something. I don’t car

e what. 

It’s not my job to care. It’s my job to get it. I start caring, 
I gotta 

find a different job. But there’s always one thing between me 
and 

whatever’s being guarded. One thing that never changes: the 
guards. 

That’s not to say there’s no changing of the guards, of cours
e 

there’s a changing of the guards, I take advantage of the cha
nging of 

the guards, that’s not the point, the point is... if you’ll focus,
 that 

while I’ve never had to acquire the same thing twice, the acq
uiring 

always goes similarly. I don’t know if everyone who has somethin
g to 

hide recruits from the same guard school, the same specialists
, the 

same security firm. But I do know that the holes in their secu
rity, and 

the holes in their armor are quite similar, no matter who I’m 
stealing 

from. Now, I must admit, many of the holes in their armor were
 not 

there before I stole from them, but knowing who you’re steali
ng from 

makes the job a lot easier. They call me the Stalker. Or at 
least, I 

want them to. Can you quote me as the Stalker? I’m actually
 looking 

for a publicist right now...
-Ian Nikolaev

Is that me? Oh, man, make sure you make me look really cool and intimidating, okay? It’ll be great for my image. Do you think I could have a copy to show Rebecca? I bet she would be really impressed that I am in a book and 
stuff...

- “The Stalker”



33

Initiative 5

Move 6

HP 25

AC 17

REF 14

FORT 16

WILL 16

AP 90

AP Regen 20

Control 10

Destruction 10

Enhancement 30

Utility 30

Melee Attack  +4 vs AC, 1d6 * 2

Ranged Attack Range 6, +2 vs AC, 1d6 * 1

Abilities Summon Bigger Fish

“The Stalker? Never heard of him.
Oh, wait, is he that Ian fellow who keeps running around here? 

Yeah I know him. Real menace. Dances around in black clothing like we can’t 
see him. Sad really. A couple of the guys play along. Kid’s got some kind of 
wooden stick or something. I dunno. They keep the real threats out, not 

my problem if they wanna play some fancy hide-n-seek. Long as they protect 
the stuff I care about.”

-Alexis Holcom, plant manager

“What? Guard school? What are you talking about? I’m just trying 
to earn a little extra money at night. My kid thinks I’m taking 

classes. I’ve got mouths to feed.”-Guard, name unknown 

“See those guards? That 
means we’re headed in the

 right direction. Try not 

to be spotted.”
-Rif Corinth, thief
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Haunt
You see them at the edge of your vision. Perhaps when you’re driving. It’s night-time. 
You take a wrong turn at an intersection you’ve been to a thousand times before. 
You’re not sure why you do it. It just feels right in the moment. You find yourself 
in an unfamiliar neighborhood. The houses here seem off somehow. Or maybe just 
quaint. It’s no matter. Soon you’re at a cul-de-sac, and as you spin around, just for 
an instant you see... but no, of course you don’t.

You travel back the way you came, undoing
 each turn perfectly. But you 

don’t find yourself back at that familiar int
ersection. Instead you’re on a 

lonesome county road, a tower blinking in 
the distance. Suddenly, you’re 

unsure how long you’ve been driving. Where did the last few miles go? 

It’s no matter, you think, the main road can’t
 be far. But the road turns, 

and it’s heavily forested. A chill seeps throu
gh your car, one that the 

heating does nothing to help. You shiver, an
d, just for one moment, you 

feel the cold in your lungs, as if it’s struck
 you right to your core. 

The road is curving now, it’s not safe to go fast. Still, you go faster than the sign recommends. Something isn’t right here. Again, at the exact spot you’re not looking at, not quite, you see a man. It’s far too late to be out, and he’s just standing there. Just standing at the side of the road, a kitchen knife plainly sticking out of his clothes that are at least a century old. “Help me,” he mouths, but you hear his words as if he was whispering an inch away, you can feel his tongue lapping at the edge of your earlobe. You turn to the seat next to you, and your car turns with you. The man isn’t there, of course he isn’t there. You respond quickly, correcting, looking too drunk to be on the roads at night. You check your rearview, and the man isn’t there.

Just like the women holding two dead children 

wasn’t waiting in that cul-de-sac. Both of the 

figures that weren’t there had the same glow to 
them, as if a shadow made of pure light clung 

to them, too afraid to leave ghouls like these in 

the dark. Much safer this way, where everyone 

can see them coming. But it catches your eyes, no 

matter how hard you fight it...
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Haunts aren’t ghosts. They aren’t lost souls, waiting to be put to rest. 

Haunts are murderers in life who didn’t quite get their fill in dea
th. They 

only want one thing: to take as many people with them as poss
ible. Not 

everyone can see haunts. The most common belief is that you can only see 

them if you’ve had a brush with death yourself. Either it came for you 

and you clung to this Earth harder than it cared to grab, or it came for 

someone else while you were unlucky enough to serve witness. 
Others still 

say that kids can see them, as can the young at heart. They’re there if 

you can see them or not, and I doubt they’d spare you just bec
ause you 

don’t see them coming.

Initiative 5

Move 4

HP 70

AC 18

REF 14

FORT 8

WILL 16

AP 220

AP Regen 70

Destruction 40

Control 30

Ranged Attack +6 vs AC, 1d4 * 2

Abilities Arc
Aura
Death Field
Push
Shadowstep (cost 30, move action-
can teleport between any two 
visible shadows)
Stun
Taunt

Vulnerable 5/ Sonic
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Hedgeworc
You’d think a twelve foot tall bipedal 

mammal would leave an impression, but it’s 

hard to find a witness who’s actually seen 

a hedgeworc and who’s willing to talk 

about it. Perhaps that’s a testament to the 

destruction they leave in their wakes. You’ll 

find drunkards and beggars who’ll spin you 

a tale for a coin, but tales of such low 

repute are not the kind you’ll find printed 

here. It’s rare anyway that you’ll hear 

anything but the myths you were raised 

on, and you’ll still be short a coin for your 

trouble. 

The myths. You’ve heard them. As tall as 
three men and just as wide. Hedgeworcs 
run through a village, their orange or 
brown fur shining in the sun. They aren’t 
supposed to be smart, and I’ve not heard 
any stories claiming otherwise (in fact, one 
drunk told me he outwit one in a game 
of riddles, as if that was a point to brag 
about!). Aside from the one drunkard, tales 
are silent as to their ability to speak. 
Most often they’re compared to a shaggy 
grizzly bear with no neck, or a giant, 
furry porcupine.

I heard it was just two t
hat destroyed 

Barkguard. If two can raze
 a city, I want 

nothing to do with ’em.”

-Piers Carter

“You’re asking about Barkguard? I’ve been to Barkguard. There’s no way it was only two. I don’t care if they were Hedgeworcs or something else, ain’t two ’a nothin’ what can do that to a town.”-Sandre Wainsmith
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In any case, there’s only one thing to do if 
you see 

a hedgeworc: start a fire. The only things these 

beasts fear is the flame. Perhaps because
 they’re 

so shaggy, or perhaps one had a bad expe
rience, 

I don’t care to know. But if you can get a 
fire 

between you and a hedgeworc, there’s a cha
nce you’ll 

live to tell about it. Rumors say the only r
eason 

there’s anything left of Barkguard is that t
he 

candlemaker’s shop went ablaze during the r
ampage. 

Only time in history a fire’s prevented dama
ge to a 

city.

Hedgeworcs have claws, that much is clear. What isn’t clear is their length. 
Six inches seems a bit small for so tall a creature, but three feet seems 
like a stretch, even to the least skeptical of my fellows. I’d wager they’re 
a foot long, though I don’t care to dispute their being razor sharp! Some say 
that a hedgeworc has teeth just as sharp, but it seems to me anyone with 
a good enough view wouldn’t have a throat left to tell about it.

Initiative 4

Move 5

HP 80

AC 18

REF 15

FORT 18

WILL 12

AP 60

AP Regen 10

Unarmed attack 2 attacks, +4 vs AC, 1d4*4

Abilities Wallop

Vulnerable 5/ Fire

“Yeah, I seen one. From a 
distance is all. It 

was enough. Man on a hor
se wouldn’t quite 

measure up next to it. H
uge hulkin’ thing, I 

don’t think it’d even not
ice a dozen arrows, 

unless they were really w
ell-placed, you know 

what I’m saying?”
-Arn Lumry

This pelt? Yeah, it’s a hedgeworc. See how it’s singed? That’s how you know it’s real. Didn’t kill it myself, no. Bought it from a 
trader. Seemed honest enough, and 
I’ve never seen a bear this big.”-Bernard Alchoy
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Hedran
I don’t tend to talk about plants much in this journal, but the Hed

ran is one that 

cannot be overlooked. It has no important properties. It is not p
oisonous, cannot be used 

effectively in salves, and has no medicinal value. Yet, its cultur
al significance cannot be 

overstated. An encounter with a Hedran plant is often seen as
 an encounter with Fate 

itself.
Known colloquially as “Battlefield plants”, 
these vines grow round bulbs about the size 
of a particularly fat 20 year old. They are 
known to shoot needles at random. While 
not sentient, these creatures seem to detect 
when living creatures are nearby, saving their 
nettles for prey. If it’s a defense mechanism, 
it’s an arbitrary one, sometimes firing at 
Druids fighting to protect the very woods 
that the plants reside in. The plants never 
seem to fire when no one is around, and their 
needles never miss- every attack meets its 
mark. 

Hedran are rumored to bring good luck 

to those close to them, provided you 

don’t get riddles full of bramble, that 

is. Because of their ease to spot and 

their purported good luck, it is tradition 

that duels take place in their sight. 

Many times, the plants strike first, and 

it’s not uncommon for the duel to end 

then, nature having declared the victor. 

Still, it’s not always so clean, and the 

plants do serve as an occasional grave 

marker.
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The bulbs themselves are almost perfectly spherical, with hardened sides. Occasionally, they detach in the wind and go rolling throughout the woods or even into towns. Until they reach maturity, Hedran will grow, with the smallest bearing 4 triangular sides. As they age, the sides shrink and split. It’s not uncommon to see Hedran with 10, 12, or even 20 sides. The locals insist that it is good luck to keep one if it’s stored the right way, but accounts differ on what the right way consists of.

Because of their lucky reputation, generals throughout history 

have coordinated defensive strategies that involve the plants, 

even going so far as to build forts around their natural 

gardens. As with the duels, this tactical decision paid off as 

often as it backfired, leading to the practice falling largely 

to antiquity.

Initiative 0

Move 0

HP 15

AC 10

REF 0

FORT Immune

WILL Immune

AP 300

AP Regen 60

Control Mod 3

Luck Mod 3

Abilities Backfire
Gambit
Lottery
Kismet

Aura 2 +10 Luck OR -10 Luck

Vulnerable 5/fire

“We ar
e even

ly 

matche
d, no b

out of
 

skill w
ill set

tle th
is. 

We sle
ep ben

eath 

the He
dran. W

hoever
 

wakes 
unharm

ed is o
ur 

superior
.”

- Argyl
a, Cham

pion-in-

waiting
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Krador

The first time I saw one, I saw an owl with too many wings, each with dozens of 
hooked claws. The creature flew towards me, barbs headed towards my face. I felt 
the deaths of my friends emanating from the beast. I was younger then, and I froze. 
My mentor did not. He wouldn’t tell me what thoughts crossed his mind, but he described 
the creature like a squid. We looked at one creature and saw two different things.

Fear is different for everyone. So it’s no surprise that everyone
 sees 

Krador, the living embodiment of fear, slightly differently. There are certain 

features that remain consistent across descriptions, of course. 
The all-consuming 

blackness, the deafening wings, and the feeling of pure dread.
 But that’s 

where the similarities end. Sometimes a Krador is a mess of w
hirling claws and 

teeth. Other times it’s barbed tentacles slinging out of the dark, 
flailing with 

the wings, lashing out. Sometimes it’s a beak tearing out of the s
hadows. Very 

rarely it’s all of these things at once.

 The krador is one of the hardest creatures to catergorize. There 
are those who believe that there is not one krador, but several, each 
visual disctinction a different species, or even just a difference 
among races, the way you and I might wear our hair differently. I 
don’t follow that line of thought. The krador is shaped by fear.

“It was fear, it was 

fear, it was fear. I 

fought fear. I fought 

fear, and fear killed 

my brother. Why did it 

take him? Why did it 
take him?”

-Traveler, name 
unknown
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I do not know the krador’s true form, I only know that it is 
fear, and it feeds on the shadows of our mind. You won’t see one 
clearly, and you’ll know it by its horror. If you are travelling with 
others, describe everything you see. Any discrepancies, especially 
when rooted in shadow, may be the krador.

Once you identify them, krador are not hard to kill. A bright light 
does wonders towards weakening their resolve. They seem to 
actually burn at its touch, with even the faintest light being able 
to overcome the shadow that it emanates. I must warn you: close 
your eyes when you strike. The stomach does not take kindly to 
the thing’s true form (or whatever form lies beneath the shadow. I 
have my doubts that it is in fact true).

Do not listen to any thoughts you may have while you fight. You
’ll feel like 

dropping your arms, like running, like giving up. This would be the last mistake 

you ever made. Of course, the Krador themselves  are rarely 
the problem, for 

they seldom travel alone. Often they are a distraction for some
thing more vile, 

I’ve seen them alone, of course, and it’s becoming more common th
ese days, times 

being what they are. But it used to be a Krador was little mor
e than an omen, 

accompanying some vile hellbeast sent to collect the spirits of m
en.

Initiative 3

Move 5

Fly 5 (must land at end of turn)

HP 14

AC 18

REF 9

FORT 10

WILL 10

AP 70

AP Regen 10

Claws +2 vs AC, 1d4 * 1

Abilities Demoralize (enemies within 4 take 
a -2 penalty)

Other Vulnerable 5/ Holy, Radiant, and 
Light

“I choose not to see the darkness. The radiance of my faith protects me. You see a nightmare, I simply see a great dog. A dog that is no match for my divine blade.”-Ser Braiden Cowly, Holy Warrior

“Ahhhhh
!”

-Andrew
 Burlm

an

“I watched them. The men
 

around me. It didn’t kill 

them. They let it. Why 

would they do that? They
 

put down their arms, or if
 

they swung, they missed b
y a 

margin. What did that thi
ng 

do to those men?”

-Arys Menal, squire
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Mare
No armor can protect aga

inst the devastation of th
e will, and it is this deva

station that the 

Mares carry with them, dist
ributing it as freely as c

andy in a parade. The Mares do not 

need to take physical for
m, do not need to lower t

hemselves to strike out w
ith flesh and 

blood when they can destr
oy the mind of even the 

most hardened warrior on 
a whim.

The mares are fear incarn
ate. They travel on clouds, taki

ng whatever shape they w
ill and blending 

into the night sky. Traditionally, the clouds look
 like horses, giving them 

their name. It is not know
n 

if this is because those w
ho witness them expect to

 see horses, or if there 
is another reason. In 

any case, a dark night m
arked by a rider whose h

orse makes no noise, no 
clopping of hooves on 

cobbles, is a sure sign th
at the Mares are nearby. 

The thing about fears is th
at they can’t be killed. They can be pushed down, 

buried in the 

darkest corners of your 
mind. But they lurk there,

 waiting for a moment of
 mental weakness. 

For those quiet seconds 
before sleep, for the lone

ly moments on the road. F
irst, doubt 

trickles in, perhaps in the
 form of a memory, an e

mbarrassing mistake. By 
then, it’s too late. 

The Mares creep through your m
ind, probing for what mak

e you most vulnerable. And
 then they 

manifest, appearing in fro
nt of you as a cloud of 

horror, tendrils slick with 
the moist coatings 

of the inner crevices of 
your mind.         

Only the most resolute of
 will, the stoniest warriors

, can drive them out. To everyone 

else, there is no hope. A 
Mare can paralyze its victi

m through sheer force of
 terror, 

binding them in place, caus
ing them to forget how to

 even move. One person 
might see 

a childhood bully, while ano
ther might see a bear, blo

odstained claws flashing. 
Yet another 

might see nothing, simply a
 void, absent of love, mea

ning, or companionship.

Those with abstract fears, 
that no 

one ever liked them, or o
f speaking 

in front of a crowd, have
 at once an 

easier time and a harder 
one. On one 

hand, it is harder for the
 Mare to 

manifest itself, for it to 
take form 

to begin with. The beast searches the 

victim’s mind for a form to
 take. If 

it fails to find one, it ca
n’t progress 

past crippling doubt, and a
 lack of 

confidence. In this way, th
e one immune 

to the Mares is not the one witho
ut 

fear, but rather the one 
without 

imagination. On the other 
hand, those 

who can bring the creatur
e to form 

have something to strike 
at, something 

that can be driven away 
or killed. In 

this way, each has their a
dvantages 

and their pitfalls.              
                      

Initiative 8

Move 10

HP 80

AC 25

REF 28

FORT 25

WILL 30

AP 200

AP Regen 60

Control Mod 5

Abilites Invisibility 
Mass Inspire Terror 
Duplicate (As Summon Bigger Fish, 
except a creature summoned this 
way can cast Duplicate on itself).

Intangible Takes ½ damage from physical at-
tacks, double damage from Abilities
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The creatures
 don’t feed 

on fear, exa
ctly. They start by

 lapping at 
confidence, 

absorbing 

trickles of 
experience a

nd rationalit
y, forcing e

ven profess
ionals to los

e their head
s and start 

to worry. W
orry, once it

 starts, is c
ontagious, sp

reading fas
ter than tor

chlight, infec
ting ranks 

of men. In t
his state, w

ith huddled, 
anxious mind

s, the Mares sort of
 breed, spre

ading and 

gaining idea
s. With each new

 worry and 
every added

 fear they 
grow strong

er, taking f
orm as 

a creature m
ore powerfu

l than could 
be formed o

ff the drea
d of one.

Few share the same fea
rs, and in this way it is 

hard to describe the Mares. 

They’ve been described five
 different ways by five 

fighters staring at the 

same thing. All that could 
be known for sure is tha

t each saw something tha
t 

made them tremble, fleein
g for safety. It doesn’t mat

ter that the thing is basic
ally 

harmless, if it can reduce
 a seasoned veteran to a

 sack of flesh unwilling t
o 

raise a spear, well then t
hese Mares could destroy an arm

y more effectively 

than any soldiers or plagu
e they might encounter. W

hen it’s the Mares combined 

with combat, well, at that 
point the plague will find 

few men left for it to ta
ke. 

“It was all over me, slith
ering and hissing. My arms 

were pinned, its forked to
ngue just 

inches from my face. I cou
ld see my fear like a clo

ud pouring from my mouth. 
I choked at 

first, but then I cried ou
t, yelling about the snak

e in my bed. The groundske
eper came 

running in, but he looked 
at the bed and froze. Luc

kily, Oscar was there. I d
on’t know 

what he saw, but he didn’
t hesitate. He ran into 

the room, barking and gro
wling at the 

thing. It immediately fled,
 and Oscar jumped up on t

he bed, making sure I was 
alright. I 

asked the groundskeeper w
hy he didn’t intervene, an

d he said, ’You said there 
was a snake, 

not a nest of spiders!’. T
he creature fled, but I k

now it will be back. I can
 feel it 

lurking in the shadows of 
my room, waiting for me t

o fall asleep. Still, I’ll re
st easier 

with Oscar by my side.” 

-Adam Boyes
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Network Spikes

The truth is, you don’t want to know where that email goes. It’s better left 

untouched. This isn’t last century, this isn’t a physical object. It’s not like some 

pony ran out of oats or a clumsy human dropped your letter to Santa. Those 

are physical threats for physical parcels. In here, in the world of bits? Those 

rules don’t apply. If you lose an email, it got eaten.

You know when an email 
gets lost? You’d think we’d

 be beyond that 

by now, but it happens. Yo
u send something off, and

 it never arrives 

at its destination. Maybe it’s a payment, holode
ck from your last va-

cation, perhaps a drop loc
ation or a book of recipe

s the corps don’t 

want you to know about. D
oesn’t matter. It’s gone. Write it off.

Most call them viruses, but that’s 

not really correct. For one thing, 

it’s virii, and for another, they’re 

more like mites. Little balls of 

energy, glowing in bright colors. 

They look like fires at first, the 

avatars they choose. You heard 

of Richt0r? Built the first Deck? 

He made ’em glow bright like 

that. One thing in the overlay that 

isn’t easy to change, and I don’t 

recommend trying. You’ll feel them 

before you see them, most times. 

Feels like a network drop, the 

empty feeling in your stomach, the 

wave of nausea. If it lasts more 

than a couple seconds, just jack 

out. Unless you’re looking for a 

fight, you’ve found a hive, and 

you’re in for more than you can 

handle.



45

“I feel even a kilo less d
ata than my 

uplink shows, I’m out. Seen
 too many go 

the way of dementia. Not
 me, not yet. 

I may not jander out, but
 fragged if I 

don’t come out every tim
e. No data’s 

worth what those things
 do.”

-Trexxorz, decker

Initiative 8

Move 6

HP 15

AC 17

REF 17

FORT 11

WILL 13

AP 130

AP Regen 10

Unarmed Attack 2 attacks, +4 vs AC, 1d4 *2

Abilities Disorient: + 2 vs Will within 4
Drain ability: one creature 
within 4
Enthrall: +2 vs Will within 4
Quell: + 2 vs Will within 4

I said it feels like a network drop, and t
hat’s because it’s what it is. Those 

things eat data. They swim around in the byte stream and t
ake a byte here 

or there, nibbling your emails. Most times you won’t notice. Maybe you thought 

that picture of your target had a little mor
e resolution, maybe the end of that 

file you downloaded got corrupted. Worst case scenario, you had to restart a 

file transfer. ’Less it’s time-critical, you prob
ably won’t notice. Unless you’re 

inside.

These things get to you, you jack out. I don’t care how bad the dumpshock is, you jack out. When you’re in, you are the bytestream. Your personality, your love of romance novels? All it is is ones and zeros. Unless you want to come out like a digital Phineas Gage, you jack the hell out. You can fight ’em, one or two at a time. But they grow when they feed, and they’re surrounded by food. If there’s more than a couple and you don’t take my advice, well, you weren’t cut out for hacking before, and you sure as hell aren’t now.

They got Gundark-Zero, at 
least I think they did. One 
minute he was downloading 

the specs, me and Troy were 
covering him. Security knew we 
were there, but he said the 
network was clear. His signals 
flashed for a moment,but he 
didn’t jack out. Said he was 
almost done. Just another 

minute he said. Now he’s...well, 
you’ve seen him. Something fried 
his brain in there, and we lost 
the best decker I’ve ever ran 

with.”
-Joanny Amadczyk
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Octopus

It’s possible the octoposese see themselves as some kind of defender of the sea, 
or that they’re just a particularly xenophobic breed of sealife. Whatever the case, 
their training is thorough, and they know malice in all three of their hearts. They are 
experts in covert ops, as I said before, and can slip in unnoticed to most places. They 
also have never been recorded on film, are either transparent, or capable of natural 
camouflage, and can disguise themselves as all manner of beings. In the Melville 
attack, an octopus squad impersonated a sentry and reported for duty for three days, 
each time replacing the successor in the chain of command. The thing had served 
three hours as a Staff-Sargent before a janitor found the bodies. On top of all 
this, the beasts have rows and rows of suction cups, perfect for climbing as well as 
snatching an unmonitored access card or rifle. If you ask any of the survivors, they 
all echo the same phrase: “Look sharp, look up, look always”.

The octopopi alone are one thing, but that’s to say nothing of their recruit. I know not if he’s a man or a myth, but if you ask questions about octopi, sooner or later he’ll come up: The Squid. According to legend, he’s a man who sought peace with the leader of the octopus. What he received was something else entirely. I know not what magic or promise binds him to them, but they say he is the ultimate assassin: unable to be killed, and so stealthy he makes actual octopoxen look like manatees. Almost every unsolved murder under the sea (and a few above) have been attributed to him. The death usually looks natural, organ failure or a blood clot. But it’s always a little too convenient. A general preparing to staff a seastation. A mariner securing funds for undersea research. A researcher drafting a treaty with the ruler of Atlantis. I could go on. There’s a web of mysterious deaths related to undersea politics, and the more I stare at them, the more the tendrils start to look like tentacles, spiraling away from an almost invisible body...

Octopuses. Spiders of the sea. They can open jars, wield eight weapons at once, and, most 
horrifying of all, they have three hearts. While they tend to travel in solitary units, groups 
of octopuses have been spotted. Small groups of octopi have been reported to take out 
entire squadrons of Marines. They (the poly-octopasi, not the Marines) don’t have spines, so 
they can slip into even the smallest of holes in defense. Once they’re behind you, they can 
strangle three people at once, hold two others, wrestle for a gun AND text their command a 
status report. And yes, I have to believe they have a command. The strikes these monsters 
can execute are too coordinated to be random. If the rumors are wrong and there is no 
central command, well, waterlife is doomed, for these creatures are purebred evil, destroying 
well-guarded targets for sick pleasure. For now, they mostly strike military targets and 
research outposts, any settlement of non-native waterites larger than ten people. To date, 
the longest settlement has lasted 81 days.

“Never trust anything with more legs than you. That’s what my father always said. 
Course, he only had the one, after the incident with the Kraken, so he may have been a 
bit predisposed about water creatures. No matter how you look at it, I don’t think he’da 

much liked me answering questions about no octopodes.’
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Octopus

Initiative 3

Move 3

Swim 8

HP 40

AC 16

REF 16

FORT 18

WILL 16

AP 120

AP Regen 35

Control 35

Melee Weapon 
(up to 8, 1 per 
open hand)

+10, +6, +2, -2, 
-6, -10, -14 v.s. 
AC. 1d2x8 (1d4 
with Combat 
Advantage.)

Abilities Alter Self
Invisibility
Morph
Phasing
Quell
Relinquish
Reversal
Silence

Kraken

Initiative 8

Move 4

Swim 10

HP 130

AC 22

REF 14

FORT 21

WILL 22

AP 40

AP Regen 15

Unarmed 
Attack: Beak 
Smash

+10 v.s. AC, 
1d6x6. Crits 
on a 19 or 20

Bone Spikes +3 v.s. Fort 
within 6

Cannot be Dominated

The Squid

Initiative 8

Move 4

Fly 10

HP 25

AC 17

REF 17

FORT 17

WILL 17

AP 140

AP Regen 20

Destruction 
Score

40

Melee Weapon +2 vs AC, 
1d4x2. 1d6 
with combat 
advantage, 
target takes 
1d6 damage 
(save ends).

Abilities Invisibility
Phasing
Relinquish
Silence
Permafrost
Pestilence
Lesser Heal
Plague
Infection
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PIRATE

If you’re lucky, you’ll wake up to the sound of their horrid song. If you’re less lucky, 

you’ll wake up to the screams of your friends. And if luck is not with you at all, you 

won’t wake up until you’re breathing smoke and smelling the alcohol on their breath.

At that point, whether you survive or not seems to depend only on whimsy. There are 

enough who have survived the raids to show that mercy isn’t an alien concept to the 

raiders, but they won’t hesitate to leave piles of corpses in the towns they desolate.

I’m talking, of course, of the brutish folk who make their lives at sea, 
pulling into port only to make a raid. They’re no honest tradesmen, 
trusting no bank with their loot. Occasionally they’ll run an honest trip, 
transporting goods or people, but it’s only if there’s no better money 
to be made, and it’s just as likely they’ll keep the goods and kill the 
waiting merchants at the other end. These ruffians make their living 
preying on other ships on the sea, taking their supplies and disappearing 
again into the foggy night. If ever there’s a dearth of ships at sea, 
they strike a port city in the middle of the night, slipping past watch 
towers and lighthouses without ever stirring an alarm. Once they land, all 
attempts at subtlety are abandoned, and they charge into town, lighting 
on fire everything they can’t steal.

The raids are over in less than an hour. They pour from their ships, 
seemingly without number, spilling through town, thieving and burning before most 
are even awake. They never strike the same region in the same month, so 
the only time you know you’re safe is when your neighbors get hit.
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It’s not just torches. These 

thieves come armed to the 

teeth. Their ships have stolen 

cannons, all state-of-the-art, 

for when they overtake a 

ship with better equipment, 

they salvage what they want. 

Some of the more benevolent 

pirates will leave their old 

weapons with their victims, but 

more often than not, they’ll 

simply toss them overboard. 

They will sometimes take prisoners, though those that are captured are almost 

never heard from again. Whether they are sold into slavery, indoctrinated into 

pirate ways, or if they suffer some other, worse fate is one of those mysteries 

that no one is too eager to investigate. Recently, there have been rumors of 

a group of people going out to hunt the most egregious of these sea bandits, 

protectors of the coast and saviors of the sea. These pirate hunters are wildly 

popular with the port cities, and are often treated like royalty, given the best 

mead and food in town. Whether they actually help defer the pirate threat has 

yet to be seen...

They themselves carry swords, ru
sty and dangerous, along with f

lintlock 

spread-shot guns and blunderbuss
es. They set fire indiscriminately, hid

ing 

in the frenzied panic as they s
weep through a city. Anyone who

 does 

try to resist will quickly meet b
lade or bullet. While they may sound 

organized, they are anything but
. They revel in the chaos. If they 

need 

to shoot an ally’s arm off to sav
e themselves, they’ll do it without 

a 

second thought. Many dead pirates will be found 
in the streets after 

a raid, but the marks are of f
ire, scimitar and lead, rarely of 

the 

portsfolk’s doing. It’s just as lik
ely that a raider dies form an 

old 

grudge as it is that a shot simp
ly missed, or the dead pirate wa

s in the 

way of a good shot.

Initiative 5

Move 5

HP 30

AC 12

REF 8

FORT 16

WILL 12

AP 80

AP Regen 35

Control Score 20
Destruction Score 20
Ranged Attack Blunderbuss, :Range 6, +3 vs AC, d6 

* 2

Melee Attack +3 vs AC, 1d4* 1
Abilities Gambit

Dishearten
Inspire Fear
Injure
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Prickler

I assume the thing has jaws. It’s impossible to imagine 

it without a too-wide mouth full of jagged teeth, 

smelling of death. But I’ve never seen one smile, 

never seen that mouth open. All I can know is what 

I’ve seen, and that means the tails.

Each rope ends in a tail, a spear-like triangle that can whip out. They have at least 

nine tails, but I don’t believe they have more than a dozen. Each one has a different 

strain of poison in it, making this creature an efficiently dangerous hunter. It can carry 

a different weapon for each prey it seeks, and if any creature were foolish enough to 

hunt one of these, well, I’m sure it would have a weapon for that as well.

From far away, you might think it’s a panther. The glowing yellow eyes, 

what looks like black fur, the haunched stance, the way it blen
ds into the 

shadows... but no. The back is too arched, the body too wide. This looks 

too much like a beast to match the leanness of a jungle cat. A
nd what 

you might initially take to be fur is actually a mess of cables, 
long and 

thin that run down the length of the beast’s back. It might not ha
ve a 

back; it’s possible it’s formed entirely out of these ropey strands
.

“They com
e around,

 sure. Yo
u shine y

our torc
h and th

ey don’t 

come too
 near. Af

raid of t
he light, 

I think. S
torms se

em to 

scare ’em
 off too

. Not sur
e if it’s 

the thun
der or t

he lightn
ing 

that doe
s it. The

y also do
n’t like 

the cold
, come t

o think o
f 

it. You kn
ow, I’ve o

nly ever 
seen one

 of thes
e on nice

 nights. 

Course, I 
don’t go 

looking f
or troubl

e in the 
rain anym

ore.” 

-Mayrn G
reves.

“You chan
ge your l

aundry en
ough, you 

won’t se
e ’em. Th

at’s 

what my 
ma used 

to say. ’n
othin’ dra

ws a pric
kler like 

unchange
d laundry

’. Course, 
she might

’a just b
een sayin

’ 

that. Yo
u know h

ow mas a
re.”

“Felix her
e lost h

is back 

leg to a
 prickler,

 back wh
en 

he was s
till a pup

. Stabbed
 

right th
rough, it 

did. Had 

to cut i
t off, in

fection 

was sprea
ding so b

ad. He 

would bar
ely eat 

for a we
ek 

after, sn
ipped at 

my hand 

every tim
e I tried

 to feed
 

him. He’s 
gotten 

over it 

now, but 
he can s

mell the
m 

a ways o
ff. He’ll 

be sullen
 

in the m
orning, an

d just go
 

mad barki
ng when 

they’re 

nearby. G
ood trick

, that 

one.”
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I do not know if a prickler 
can die; I’ve never seen a 
corpse. I imagine it would fall 
to the ground in a pool of 
black vines, and no one who 
saw it would ever know there 
was a creature there. Some 
say there is no body, and 
that the creature is a spirit, 
possessing vines, ropes, or 
whatever sinew it can find. I 
don’t subscribe to this theory, 
although it would explain a 
few things. Why a spirit would 
need different ropes for 
each poison is beyond me; it 
seems like a spirit would will 
any rope to any effect...

Initiative 4

Move 4

HP 50

AC 16

REF 14

FORT 14

WILL 16

AP 120

AP Regen 15

Melee Attack Tail +2 vs AC, 1d4 * 2, on a hit can 
also spend 30 Ability points to add 
an effect to the target until the end 
of its next turn

Effects Deafen 
Daze and Confuse
Slow
Grant Combat Advantage
Ongoing 4 damage

Vulnerable 5/ Electric

“I saw it! A spirit rose up, possessing ropes. When it touched them, they turned 

black. It looked like a cloud poured over it. They snapped at us, making this terrible 

crack. I didn’t hear anything for a while after that. I just ran and ran. I was the 
only one who made it back.”

 -Edline Armiss
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Purple Impaler

The body is a bulb shape, 
almost like an onion. The 
impaler has a number of barbed 
tentacle-like vines. Accounts 
vary, but the number seems 
to be more than five and no 
greater than twelve. Each 
tentacle can extend several 
feet, usually to the outer edges 
of the room they occupy. The 
tentacles are the primary mode 
of attack, grabbing opponents 
and reeling them in towards the 
bulb. I know not what terrible 
fate awaits those who near the 
bulb, and I’ve never gotten a 
good look at it myself.

What I do know is this: the thorns on the vines (each extending the 
length of a hand off the vine itself) are tipped with a noxious poison. 
It’s this poison that gives the thorns the purple hue from which the plant-
beast derives its name. This poison can cause a number of effects in 
victims, ranging from paralysis to delirium. Some survivors report a numbing 
sensation, while others spoke of burning, unstoppable pain.

Most plants grow in damp, bright places. 
Most plants also don’t try to kill you as 
soon as they notice you. The purple impaler, 
by all accounts, is not most plants. The 
most obvious difference is its size. Purple 
Impalers grow every time they consume a 
carcass. As far as I can tell, this is limited 
only by the size of the room that they 
occupy.  
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Purple Impalers exclusively dwell underground, often in the deepest parts of dungeons. It isn’t clear what draws them here, nor how they survive without the sunlight that most plant species require. I assume they find nourishment from any living creatures that stumble by, but given that they are firmly rooted in place by, well, a series of roots that run along the (often stone) floor, they tend to be set for life.

My research has shown 
that there are records 
of impalers living in the 
same area for hundreds 
of years, but whether 
it is one plant that has 
incredible longevity, or if 
the plant has reproductive 
capability, I do not know.

Advent
urer’s 

note: W
hile I m

yself 
have n

ot exp
erience

d it in
 my 

encoun
ters w

ith the
 creat

ures, s
everal 

survivo
rs I s

poke w
ith 

mention
ed tha

t the 
creatur

e emit
ted so

me kin
d of “

plant n
oises” 

as it a
ttacke

d. As 
far as

 I coul
d tell, 

the su
rvivors

 had n
o way 

of kno
wing e

ach oth
er or 

commun
icating,

 but n
one co

uld be 
more 

specifi
c abou

t the 
noises 

when p
ressed

. I dou
bt the 

veracit
y of 

the inf
ormatio

n, but 
include

 it her
e for 

posteri
ty’s sa

ke.

Initiative 4

Move 0

HP 250

AC 22

REF 13

FORT 21

WILL 20

AP 160

AP Regen 40

Unarmed attack (2 attacks, +2 vs AC, 1d6 *2, within 4 
squares)If hits, target is grabbed.

Abilities Ensnare
Infection +4 vs Fort within 8
Inspire Fear +4 vs Will within 8
Injure +4 vs Fort within 8

Vulnerable 10/ Fire

Resist 5/meat-based attacks

“I didn’t mean to leave him. But I 

saw those spikes puncturing Ev’s body, 

his screams adding to those terrible 

plant noises... I just ran. It wasn’t 

a conscious choice, my legs just 

sprinted away. I wish I could make 

myself go back” 
-Sten Cook

“I only got away b
y pressing back aga

inst the corner. T
he 

vines kept lashing 
out at me, but t

he spikes couldn’t 

quite reach me. I w
aited for- I don’t 

know how long, but
 I 

got tired of waiti
ng, and I ran as ha

rd as I could. One 
of 

the vines scraPed 
me, here on my leg

. Doc said the scar
’ll 

be with me for lif
e, but he was able

 to save my leg. Y
ou 

should have seen t
he way the gash b

ubbled!”

-Sasha Rendlings
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Robots
	 Me? Yeah, I’ve seen

 ’em. Killed a bunc
h of ’em myself, as

 much as they 

can be killed. It’s 
not hard, really, n

ot if you know wh
at you’re doing. Th

is 

baseball bat here 
is pretty good at 

crackin’ ’em wide, a
nd once you see th

eir 

circuits, a bucket 
o’water will finish 

’em right off. Piss’
ll work, ’f yer th

e 

type worried about
 saving up the fres

h stuff. Mattera 
fact, I lured a cou

pla 

the things into a
 construction pit 

a couple towns ov
er. Maybury, think 

it 

was. These things 
are getting closer

 to civilized life ev
ery month, I’m tell

ing 

you. Get ready. 

	 You got a bat? Car
eful with the met

al ones. You wanna
 wrap the end 

in rubber, else you
’ll electrocute yo

urself if you stick
 it somewhere th

ey 

don’t like. And th
ey don’t like lots

a places. Practice 
your swing. Not t

oo 

fast, not too high
. Real art to it. Y

ou can make a sort
 of music, if you hit

 

’em just right. 

	 Anywho, once you 
hit ’em, water wo

rks real well. Wa
ter, and good, 

old-fashioned blunt
-force trauma. Cou

pla hatchets to m
ake an opening, if y

ou 

don’t got a bat 
handy. Saw a guy t

ake one out with 
a power line once.

 I 

wasn’t sure it wa
s gonna work. Figu

red the damn thin
g would just star

t 

charging off it. Gr
owing stronger, you

 know? But wouldn’
t you know, that t

in 

can blew up, sure 
as you and me. Not

 as easy to carry 
around as a baseba

ll 

bat, though, 1500 a
mps is.

	 But you can’t let
 your guard down, 

not even in the 
water. Had a 

friend who did that
. We found some old

 showers. Public, out
side a swimming pool

. 

Place still had run
ning water, can yo

u believe it? We ca
lled out for survivo

rs, 

expected to see s
ome raiders or som

e schmuck holed up
, hogging the wat

er 

for himself. Didn’t 
look too carefully

, of course. Prospec
t of fresh water 

’a 

hot shower- was s
omething to see. Y

ou been out here l
ong? Few more nigh

ts 

by the campfire an
d you’ll know what

 I mean. 

	 We dropped our guar
d real low, me and

 him, thinking we w
ere safe with 

all the water aro
und. The clankers 

don’t like to get 
close to it,you kno

w 

how they are. But
 we were closer 

to damn fools tha
n we were to bei

ng 

safe. Couple of the
 more mobile ones 

came out after us
. They’d been dente

d, 

but not enough to
 slow ’em down.
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Initiative 4

Move 4

HP 45

AC 23

REF 18

FORT Immune

WILL Immune

AP 220

AP Regen 40

Unarmed attack 2 attacks, +3, d6 *2 damage

Control 30

Destruction 10

Abilities Inspire Fear
Pulse
Repair (As lesser Heal)
Reflect
Stun

Resist 5 blunt damage
Vulnerable 10 Electricity
Vulnerable 10 Water

 

	 I got out a’ cour
se, you see me he

re today. But Jimm
y? My partner, 

he wasn’t so lucky
. He stayed behind 

so I could go. 10:42
’s the time o’deat

h. 

They used to write
 that down, you kn

ow. Before...all this
. Now the very thin

g 

that’d tell you is 
just as likely to k

ill you for asking. S
tupid practice anyw

ay. 

As if it even matt
ered what time we

 stopped breathing,
 as if that piece o

f 

information ever se
rved any purpose. It

 didn’t. Not one ti
me. Never has, neve

r 

will. Only reason I 
know his is because

 of this watch he
re. Belonged to him

, 

to Jimmy. Only th
ing of his worth c

arrying around. He 
left the hatchet

s 

buried to the hilt 
in the ones that g

ot him, and it seem
ed like such a sham

e 

to remove them. I
 used this bat to

 drive them in fur
ther. But the wat

ch 

got wet, and, wel
l, what use is tim

e out here anymor
e? 

	 10:42 it was, 10:42 i
t is. ’Less of cours

e, it stopped befor
e he died. Never 

did really stop to 
consider that one

. He checked it en
ough, I can’t assum

e 

that was the cas
e. Always did wonde

r why the time me
ant so much to hi

m, 

even after the fa
ll. Said it was abou

t keeping order or
 something.... 

	 Look, this has been
 nice, but if you wa

nt me to pour out
 the rest of 

my life story, you’r
e going to have t

o pour me out the
 rest of that dri

nk. 

-Rand Simmons, surv
ivor
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Scathan

The Scathan lives in mirrors. Or 

rather, they appear in mirrors. 

It’s unclear to me if they live in 

them, or in some realm that is 

accessible only via mirror. Victims 

report seeing an elderly woman, 

doubled over, almost unable to 

walk. She seems blurry, and is 

beckoning the victim to take a 

close look, to lean in for a better 

view. The woman is dressed 

in dark rags, with ragged hair 

falling down about her. I know 

of no one who has seen her and 

survived, nor anyone who managed 

to look away.

The name comes from an ancient word for “mirror”. It isn’t known if it is one creature or many. It’s difficult to collect information given the rapid nature of the affliction. What I do know is the following: 

It’s not the worst way to die that I’ve heard
 of, but it certainly isn’t 

ideal. Anyone who crosses paths with the S
cathan eventually ends the 

same way: bedridden from heavy fever th
at refuses to break. It 

isn’t the fever that proves lethal; the body 
invariably explodes within 

three weeks of initial contact. It’s said that
 if anyone survived the 

experience, they would serve as host, that 
each victim the Scathan claim 

is merely an attempt to cross over into ou
r world. I fear the day they 

find a strong enough vessel.

“Every time I look in the mirror, she gets closer. 
There’s more than one of her now, I think.”

-Adrain Voursmith

“I keep seeing that poor woman outside my window, 
but no one else seems to want to talk to her. 

I do hope she stops by.” 
-Vivian Skiress, widow
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Once the victims see her, she appears more often, and more c
learly 

each time. She approaches the mirror, whispering and beckoning
 as 

if she has some important message to convey. If only one exis
ts, 

then all mirrors must be connected; reports of her have been 

collected from thousands of miles apart, from cultures whose on
ly 

communication has been me and my ilk, collectors of stories. It’s 

possible that this story was spread by those like me, but right 
now 

I have to believe that that isn’t true. The implications astound me. 

An entire realm of passages beyond the mirror. If we could fin
d 

some way to tap into that, to explore these lands... 

Still, I prefer this to the idea of there being multiple. Multiple Scathan could surround a city in minutes, turning friend against us. I don’t know if the host would alter physically, or if the Scathan would live silently inside, a parasite among us, watching, learning, waiting to strike. I suppose it’s possible that there are infected among us, that several Scathan have survived the transfer...

Initiative 5

Move 5

HP 15

AC 14

REF 12

FORT 10

WILL 14

AP 300

AP Regen 40

Melee attack Claws +3 vs AC, 1d4 * 2

Abilities Mirror Walk (As teleport, except 
can move to any reflection within 
15 squares).
Enthrall: +3 vs Will within 6
Infection: +3 vs Fort within 6
Plague (Control mod of 3). Anyone 
who dies while affected will turn 
into a Scathan.
Backfire (Control score of 35 +3 vs 
Will within 3)
Insanity: Cost 60 +3 vs Will within 
6, target becomes insane Save Ends

“I feel like there 
is a crow 

living inside my rib 
cage. Instead 

of fluttering, it i
s trying 

desperately to esc
ape. I can feel 

it thrashing, beati
ng against my 

bones in perfect, h
aunting rhythm, 

every strike echoin
g through my 

body. I am not awa
re of my heart, 

every pulse replace
d with the 

angry beating of w
ings. It is mere 

coincidence that t
his is enough 

to keep my blood f
lowing.”

-Final journal entr
y of Moira 

Fangly, victim
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Scotia
It’s not polite to ask how someone lost 

an arm, Deary. Though I suppose it’s also 

not too polite to lecture those who pay
 as much as you are. Very well, you have 

my tale.

I was much younger then, with a couple of
 friends and not a care in the world. 

Becca and I would go collecting berries in 
the forest before sunup every week 

so we could come home and practice makin
g pies. This particular morning, we were 

after boysenberries. I remember thinking it
 was a little cold for as close to 

harvest as we were, but at the time we
 just attributed to the way Nature Is. 

Turns out there wasn’t a thing natural a
bout it. Becca and I each had about a 

basket’s worth when we first saw the t
hings. They were small, not more than 

two feet long and half of one tall. They
 had slick grey quills on their back. 

The one on the left had a few quills pok
ing out in odd directions, as if he’d 

forgotten to comb his hair that morning. 
I didn’t get a good look at the kempt 

one, but this one had the bluest shade of
 grey in its eyes. They pierced right 

through me, I swear I couldn’t move. I was 
staring at the little guy, urging it 

to come near so I could pet it. I could al
ready hear my mother’s voice. “Mary-sue, 

you cannot keep this creature! You do not
 know where it has been or just what 

it could be carrying! You take that thing 
back where you got it and bake your 

pies so someone might believe I actually ra
ised you proper!” 

Pa wouldn’t care though. He’d just look at
 me, a shine in his eyes, never saying no, 

neither of us acknowledging the fact tha
t he hadn’t said yes either. He’d claim 

not to know anything about it, especially 
as far as mother was concerned, but 

I’d find fresh prints in the mud to and fro
m its shed almost every morning, and it 

would grow as it was well-fed with scraps
 from whatever meal my pa happened to 

“lose sight” of. 

But of course, that didn’t happen. I never 
got the chance to talk my parents 

into keeping it. When I bent down, two of 
the quills straightened and launched 

towards me, striking me in the arm. I near
ly fell over with fright. I couldn’t feel 

a thing! It felt cold at first, like I’d plun
ged the left half of my body into the 

river in winter. But soon that faded to n
umbness, creeping in both directions, 

past my elbow. The quill struck me right 
here... oh sorry, just a bit above the 

wrist. 

 



59

Mother wouldn’t hear anything of 

it, she took me straight over to 

Mickey’s. He’d not seen this before, 

and insisted I was lying. Said I got 

bitten by a snake and was telling 

tales. Said we needed to amputate 

to stop the poison from spreading. I 

said it then and I stand by it now, 

it was him telling those tales, or 

if not him, that accursed bottle he 

found his solace in. 

Here I am now. The only victim of 

those poor creatures. They hunted 

them, probably near extinction, at 

least around these parts. I bet some 

ranger got struck somewhere tender 

with one of those quills and was 

too ashamed to admit to me that 

it wore off in an hour or two. They 

tell me that’s just wishful thinking, 

or a bitter remembrance from an old 

maid, but I for one do not see how 

the same sentiment can be both.

- Mary-Sue Brown

Well Becca dropped her berries 

right there, and knocked mine out 

of the my good hand. She started 

screaming and running back to 

town, frightening the poor things 

off. I sauntered after her, only 

catching up when we were about 

to my mother’s place anyway. 

Course the way she told it she 

carried me right from the start, 

after scaring those things away by 

tossing our berries at them. They 

weren’t even tipped over when 

we left, and I never did get a 

boysenberry pie out of the ordeal.

Initiative 2

Move 4

HP 50

AC 22

REF 18

FORT 22

WILL 18

AP 180

AP Regen 50

Ranged attack Quills: Costs 30 points. 2 attacks, +2, 
d4*2 cold damage. If hit, a creature 
is slowed until the end of their next 
turn. If already slowed, creature is 
immobilized (save ends).

Alteration 30

Abilities Permafrost

Other Vulnerable 5/Fire

Resist 10/Cold
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Seeker

Whether charged or not
, Seekers are formid

able. They rush 

forward, lusting for c
ombat, ready to tear 

their own limbs off 

and use them as club
s or bone spears in 

close-quarter combat. 

Whether because they k
now mages are less 

potent at short 

range, or because the
y feed off the mere

 presence of magic 

isn’t known. The fact is, once they’r
e close enough that y

ou 

can feel their ragged
 breath on your wizar

d’s robes, you don’t 

have a good chance o
f making it out alive.

  

While Seekers are nonviolent towards those who cannot use magic, almost to the point of not noticing their 
existence, they feed off magic energy. Seekers are 
drawn to magic users like carnivorous, fireproof moths to a particularly vulnerable flame. For you see, magic has 
little effect on Seekers. They absorb it, charging their pus sacs. When they get hit with a  spell, a new sac 
forms, surging with light. And then the battle truly begins.   

Specifically, they have large sacs of flesh, pus and acid that 
hang from their bodies like forgotten ornaments. Oftentimes, 
they sit dull and lifeless, waiting to be punctured, spraying 
foul-smelling ooze over everything in sight. Other times, they 
glow, giving off a bright light that can serve as more of a 
warning than the fetid smell creeping before them. This light is 
the only sign that a mage put up a fight.

Seekers can tear these sacs off and throw them 

towards mages, causing a sticky mess of burning pus. 

Other times, they’ll tear the sac off and drink from 

it. When they do, their wounds seem to heal, their boils 

and scars glowing softly as their blood dries up. 

The most obvious warning that Seekers are approaching is the smell. The creatures 
look almost human, from a distance, and they smell exactly how they look. They walk 
with a slight limp, though you wouldn’t know it by their speed. Clumps of skin hang off 
of them, dangling by the last thread of humanity. Their body is covered in boils, their 
limbs hang almost limply off of them, bones bending at odd angles. They walk in a 
certain way, a shuffling of their feet that is almost a shamble. And sometimes, they 
glow.             
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Some say that the Seekers themselves are mages that have been 
corrupted. A poultice gone wrong, or a misfired spell, and suddenly an 
apprentice becomes a Seeker, feeding off the cauldrons of magic stew, 
the many orbs and artifacts that magic users keep around. 

Others suggest that victims of the Seekers turn into Seekers themselves, a plague designed to rid magic from the world. Still others hold that they aren’t from this world, that some sorcerer meddled in affairs that were not hers to meddle in. Some pact formed, some portal opened, and now Seekers aim to devour magic, to rid the world of the most powerful casters, clearing the way for some more pow-erful foe to enter. Subscribers to this theory believe that Seekers are merely a mindless army moving before some great foe who has yet to be revealed.... 

Initiative 8

Move 7

HP 35

AC 18

REF 15

FORT 20

WILL 22

AP 200

AP Regen 60

Utility Mod 1

Melee attack Torn limb: +3 vs AC, d6 *2 damage. A target hit by this attack is debilitated (save 
ends).

Ranged attack Throw Sac: consumes one sac. Choose a square within 4 squares. All creatures 
in that square or an adjacent square take 1d4 * 2 acid damage and are slowed 
until the end of your next turn.

Abilities Backfire: +4 vs Will within 8. If hits, target gets Backfire 45.
Battle Rage
Bloodlust Frenzy 
Speed Burst

Sacs Roll 1d4 - 1 to see how many charged sacs a seeker starts with. There is no limit 
on how many sacs a Seeker may have charged at one time. 

Drink Sac Minor action, consumes one sac. Regain 10 hit points.

Magic-fed When a seeker is hit with an Ability that would normally deal damage, they 
take no damage, and heal half of the damage that would have been dealt. It also 
charges one sac.

“They only hunt mages. They don’t care ab
out the 

rest of us. That’s why you and I were able
 to walk 

right by them. It’s almost like they could
n’t sense 

us. Perhaps they can’t. Maybe we’ll be the
 only ones 

who survive because of it.” 

-Ryder Schoon, Courier



62

Sidewinder
Everyone who’s been within a day’s travel of 

the sea has 

encountered one of these creatures, and I
’m no exception. A 

full-grown Sidewinder is as tall as three me
n (though the 

rounded bodies don’t look to be taller than a
 man’s, they are 

quite elevated). This makes them easy to see, and easy to
 

avoid. While not typically hostile, Sidewinders will ch
ase down 

anything they deem to be a threat to their
 eggs, which they lay 

on the shore. They’ll usually ignore children, but it’s better t
o be 

safe than to be dead.

If you can get far enough away, Sidewinders are a thrilling sight to 

watch. The males are covered in intricate whirling designs, usually 

just a shade darker than their skin. The way their legs attach to 

the body makes it hard for Sidewinders to walk in a straight line. 

This leads to a bobbing effect that can be quite hypnotic as the 

designs weave over the waves. If you ever get the chance to watch 

Sidewinders by sunset, leap on it!

The legs themselves are huge, jagged things that jut straight to the air, 
above the body. Each of the four legs makes a sharp angle downwards, 
towards the head, and it’s here that they attach. This angle is a joint, 
though it only provides minimum movement. That being said, DON’T 
underestimate their speed. Sidewinders may look clumsy, but they will move 
quickly if they need to, and I’ve no doubt that they could spear an entire 
family with a single swipe of that jagged leg.

You aren’t really welcome ’til you can fell summin 
bigger ’n yourself. We’ll sell to you all the same, 
if the money spends, but you won’t be treated 
quite the same, not ’round here. Sidewinder’s a 

good’a place to start as any.” 
-Rojer Elkins, hermit

“I love to 
watch the

 sidewinders
 dance and

 bob 

along the 
shore. The 

way the su
n strikes t

hem 

really illum
inates the

ir patterns
. It’s no wo

nder 

to me tha
t the danc

e attract
s the wom

en. 

I’ve almost
 walked dow

n there my
self more 

than 

once.” 

-Sunshine M
arie
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The body is shaped like a large egg, with clusters of eyes atop. They have 
a rounded mouth with rows of jagged teeth, though I have never seen one 
eating. I would love the opportunity to examine one’s corpse, but they are 
almost as protective of these as they are of their own young. Some villages 
will hunt the ’winders for sport, claiming the meat and any eggs they can 
find as luxuries. Most stay their distance, as I am advising you.

I haven’t heard it myself, but sailors will oft
en refer to “the call of 

the Sidewinder”, a faint croak they hear 
at dawn. I don’t think anyone 

can say that it’s definitively the Siderwinder
’s making the noise, but 

the hollow creak echoing across the water
 is a sure sign to boats 

that they’re near shore.

Initiative 6

Move 6

HP 35

AC 15

REF 8

FORT 13

WILL 11

AP 100

AP Regen 20

Melee attack (Jagged leg)+2, 1d8*2 (can attack 2 
adjacent enemies at once)

Abilities Disorient +4 vs Will against 1 
creature within 8 squares

“You want to see something funny? You kill a wolf 
or a bear and string it up good enough, run on down 
by the water. You’ll see Sidewinders sprintin’ and 
runnin’, almost falling over themselves. They come 
right out of the sand, I swear you can’t see them. 
They tear that pelt up until there’s not a trace 
left of it. Da’ says it’s a waste of a pelt, but I 

say it’s worth it.” 
-Daniel Townhall

“I wanna ride one!” -A.J. Carpenter, age six
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Skeleton

More often than not, I’ve se
en these creatures return

 to the job they 

had in life-sweeping a porc
h, cutting hair, or planting 

seeds. Things 

they’ve done so many times
 that it’s not a thought, it’s

 a reflex sewn 

into their very bones. Oth
er times, I’ve heard tales 

of glowing red eyes 

and a tendency to fight. 
And not just those who w

ronged them in life. 

Folks tend to be more c
ontent with a skeleton cle

aning shop than they 

are when its holding a st
raight razor near their vu

lnerable bits, but that’s 

folks.

It’s certainly not uncommon for the corpse to
 be destroyed again, and I’ve 

heard of more than one town driven mad 
as they ran from door to door, 

murdering each other, trying to drive out t
he necromancer among them. If 

there’s one thing I’ve learned in my travels, 
it’s that people want to believe 

others are to blame. That, and I’ve seen a dozen ways to ruin a s
ettlement. 

They all start with doubt. Doubt and fear.

I see it all the tim
e, whenever bodies

 aren’t buried quite
 right. Sometimes 

there isn’t 

enough reverence 
given to the corps

e, enough tears sh
ed, some ritual ove

rlooked. 

Other times it see
ms the body simply

 wasn’t ready to d
ie. No matter the 

cause, the 

outcome is the sam
e: A decaying corp

se, with no muscle 
left to direct its b

ones, 

crawls out of the 
ground and wander

s about. Sometimes
 it takes weeks. 

Other times 

years. But they ar
en’t always hostile.

But the skeletons.
 It’s usually 

just people who co
me back 

like this, but I’ve s
een it 

happen to a pet. B
it of a hard 

spot it puts the pa
rents in, 

between destroying
 the kid 

a second time and
 allowing 

an abomination into
 the house. 

Even if the abomina
tion 

doesn’t eat or crap
 and still 

comes when it’s cal
led. Then 

again, it tends to 
be less 

fuzzy after having
 been dead 

for a few weeks.

Initiative 1

Move 3

HP 12

AC 15

REF 7

FORT 14

WILL 14

AP 100

AP Regen 20

Unarmed attack 2 attacks, + 3 vs ac, 1d2 * 2damage

Abilities Throw me a bone (as throw weapon) 
+3 within 8
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Are th
ese th

ings m
alevole

nt? 

Not th
at I’ve 

seen. 
Sure, 

I’ve he
ard of

 them 
slaying

 a 

colleag
ue fro

m life 
that th

ey, 

uh, had
 a bon

e to p
ick wi

th 

(excus
e me), 

but tha
t seem

s 

to be 
the ex

ception
, rathe

r 

than th
e rule.

 At le
ast fo

r 

the fir
st few

 month
s. Every 

settlem
ent I’ve

 trave
lled to

 

reports
 the s

ame th
ings: 

a perio
d of h

appines
s, 

followe
d by a

 self-d
estruct

ive 

rampag
e.

But the period. It can last anywhere from weeks to months. It varies by continent. In the south, it’s shorter: they destroy them on sight, and have taken to burying their dead at odd angles. In the north, the good-natured period lasts for close to a year most times. Perhaps it has to do with the weather? Must investigate further.

And when I say self-destructive, I mean removing its own limbs 

and using them as weapons. Skeletons hobbling through the streets 

using their own femurs as weapons. Old friends throwing rib 

bones, arm bones, hip bones... until there’s nothing left to throw, 

just a clattering skull. The life usually fades when there’s 

nothing left. Just once I’d love to learn what’s going on. If only 

they could talk!
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Snowmen

When exposed to snow for 
the first time, the younge

st among us 

played with it, forming sha
pes, and forming those sh

apes into images of 

themselves, into men. Som
ewhere along the line, the

se “snow men” came 

to life. And, confronted w
ith their own mortality, the

y grew mad. I can’t 

tell you if it happened tha
t first winter, or if the h

ostility arose several 

iterations into the endless
 cycle of being born and 

slowly killed by the 

ever-bearing sun, but I kno
w that however many of 

these things exist, 

they aren’t happy.

For centuries, unsolved murders like these plagued villages and
 cities. Every 

winter, corpses would appear. It seemed like men would die, evi
dently by their 

own hand. A wood axe next to the body was the only clue. She
riffs had little 

choice nor clue, and investigations were brutally short. As time w
ent on, we 

became more aware. We travelled together when the snow fell, and we started 

listening to the children. You see, it all started with the children
.

Thumpity thump thump, thumpity thump thump thump look at 
those heads roll. For many, these are the last sounds 
they hear. Within moments, the only sign of the murder is 
a bright smear of red in the otherwise untouched snow. 
If any footsteps are present, they were made by the 
corpse. 

Initiative 2

Move 1

HP 25

AC 14

REF 12

FORT 15

WILL 12

AP 70

AP Regen 35

Unarmed attack (2 attacks, +2 vs AC, 1d4 *2)

Abilities Snow Walk (as teleport, range 5)
Permafrost

Other Damage Reduction 5

“That’s just an old myth, who told you that? Someone dies in the snow, everyone’s eager to blame it on the yeti or the snowmen. I say don’t go out in the snow and we don’t have to worry about what’s out there! No one ever died sitting in front of the fire, Itell you straight.” -Miss Maderly Oakworker

“I told my 
momma 

that snow
-man camed

 

to life, but
 she didn’t 

believe me, 
not one 

lick.” 

-Skipper Hor
son
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One moment they’re across the field, a child’s plaything. You turn around, chopping wood. You look up a moment later and it’s bigger. Closer. You’ve been working too hard, you think. There’s wood to chop. But then it’s on your left, and closer yet. You start to sweat. It’s the axe you’ve been swinging, bound to make anyone sweat. Still, sometime isn’t sitting quite right. The way that carrot seems to twitch at you, the way those beady eyes...wait. Those eyes are actual beads. Your wife’s beads, you’ve seen them before. The snow man takes a step towards you. Or rather, it uproots itself, bouncing on the snow with a muffled thump. You want to run, but your legs freeze. You cry for help. The snowman disappears. You exhale, uncomfortable warmth spreading. You start to move towards the house, faster than normal. A shuffling in the snow. It’s behind you. Your axe, forgotten in the snow, rises up as the ground mounds up below it, forming into a large ball, then two, three. It’s holding your axe, swinging down. You dodge, and the axe falls to the ground. A second later, the snowman is in front of you. You run, spotting your shotgun near the shed. You’re halfway there. Closer. The snowman is nowhere to be seen. You lunge for the shotgun, but it too starts to rise up out of the ground. You scream again, your cries cut off by a blast of lead. A second. You collapse in the snow, your blood melting the ground around you.

Rumors tell of a ’major disturbance’ some years ago in the East near Atir when three 
of these snowmen discovered they were not long for this life. They went on a rampage, 
searching for some way to extend their lifespans, some way to delay the ever-rising 
sun. As I understsand, they held half the town hostage before the heat got them. Even 
as they were melting away, they held onto hope and anger. I wonder, if they come back, 
will they have the same personality? The same memories? 

“’S juss a tale them coun
try wimmen 

tells them’s chillum’. I ne
ver seen 

snow com’ta life. Them de
ath’s just 

folks tryna go easy on t
heir famlas. 

Winter’s hard on folks.” 

-Argun Strands, Recluse

“Not wise to go outside in the 
winter alone. You’ll find your 
death out there, one way or 

another.” 
-Rikkard Brokerman
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Soulcruncher

Initiative 8

Move 5

HP 140

AC 19

REF 14

FORT 16

WILL 15

AP 100

AP Regen 10

Melee Attack (Axe) +6 vs AC, 1d6 * 3

Abilities Demoralize: +4 vs Will 
within 8, -4 penalty.
Reflect
Wallop

Resist 5 fire

Vulnerable 5 ice

“By the time you smell the sulfur, he’s already gone. No warning does he give you. Never any 
warning, not that one.” 
-Luinda Lores, Gardner

“I’ve not 
heard of 

him, not 

that I ca
n rememb

er. Course
, 

I don’t re
member se

eing you 

’round her
e before, 

neither. 

You’re not
 looking t

o start 

something
 are you? 

Coming 

around ask
ing about 

strange 

giants in 
lands you 

don’t 

belong. Go
od way to

 start 

trouble, t
hat is.” 

-Goodwin 
Vacar

From what I can gather, the soulcruncher is a giant made of smoking tar 
and smouldering fire said to haunt mountainous regions. According to popular 
folklore, he feeds on lost explorers, and as long as he gets his fill, he avoids 
the town. But the second he goes hungry, he knows just the place to go.

The town drunkards told me how their ancestors used to 

intentionally lure mountaineers to their deaths, or trap them in 

ruins and treacherous slopes outside the city in order to keep 

the giant sated.  They said that when he reaps a soul of a 

loved one, you’ll feel it in your bones, suddenly thinking of a 

friend you haven’t spoken to in years.

No one can give an age on Soulcruncher; the oldest person I talked to, 
a gardener, said she could remember hearing about Soulcruncher from her 
grandmother when she was but a child. Certainly not a new story, then. But 
how long can one such creature live for on lost adventurers?
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As the story has it, Soulcruncher has another name, one too terrible and too difficult to pronounce, that has been lost to time. There was one fellow who I thought knew more than he was saying, but he wouldn’t let anything on while his buddies were watching. I’ll make a point to single him out later.

No matter what name he goes by, the stories I’ve gathered place him at around twenty feet tall, with globs of dri[pping pitch and the smell of sulfur trailing behind him. Some say he carries a club, others had it as an axe, some say he has no arms at all, but is more a roiling mass of hot earth, fire, and dead bodies.

 I thought it was a legend, but I did find a law on record, an ancient 
thing the sheriff wouldn’t comment on, stating that anyone turning a 
townsperson over to soulcruncher for the good of the community was not 
to be punished. Now I’m not so sure. It only adds to my suspicions how 
many townspeople fell silent when I started asking questions, or ran 
out of the stew they’d offered me in generous proportions the moment 
before...
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SPicloPs
A flash of light chased them from the caves, reducing a sturdy rock to a pile 
of ash, billowing through the air. When they made it back to town, the villagers 
still smelled like chimney smoke and magma. 

Initial report: Some months ago, a few villagers went to explore
 a cave. 

They’d hoped to find an underground lake, perhaps some valuable g
ems. 

What they disturbed in those dark corridors was something else 
entirely.

In the time since its discovery, I’ve had the unique chance to study the 
creature they found. I say creature, for as far as I can tell, there is 
just the one, though I have not ventured deep enough into the cave to 
learn if it has a colony, nor have I traversed every cave in the land. 
It’s quite possible that these large arachnids inhabit caves just outside 
of every village from here to the Jeweled Coast.

 In any case, the creature stands as tall as five men, with eight large, arching legs that stretch half as far outward as they do to the ground. These legs, as well as the body of the thing, are covered in hair, so much so that an aspiring merchant could make a small carpet from each. The hairs are thick bristles that can be moved independently. I have determined that the creature can sense with each one. Not only touch, but air pressure, temperature, and even remote movement. It has no ears, but does respond to sound. It seems as though the vibrations from sound itself tickle these ears, alerting the creature to even the smallest mammal’s breathing within its chosen habitat.
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             Ammendum: Though sight may not benefit the spiclopes, the eye 
is not simply vestigial. The villagers who discovered it spoke of a great flash. I 
cannot imagine many before them have seen that flash and lived to tell the tale. 
It took over a month of observing before I witnessed it myself, but the beast is 
capable of unleashing devastating bursts of energy from its eye with almost no 
warning! One moment, the pupil swivels towards its target, and the next there is 
a flash, and whatever the eye was looking at is replaced with a cough-inducing 
nothingness, as dust fills the cave. This doesn’t hinder the spiclops at all; I’ve 
already spoken about the redundancy of vision for the thing. Only now can I 
grasp at understanding the lethality of such a beast. And only now am I grateful 
that it does not hunger for more prey than can be found in this cave, as the 
village is only a short jaunt away...

The bottom of the eye (the body of the thing) is a mouth, with 

teeth as sharp as a soldier’s blade. I nearly cut myself just looking 

at them! The teeth vary in size from six inches to as long as my 

forearms, immediately dispelling any hopes of the creature being 

herbivorous.

The body of the creature is remarkable. If I’d been told of it, I would have 
called the story a lie, as it seems to be nothing but a vulnerability, especially 
for a creature living in the dark depths of a cave. The body, you see, is an 
eye, fully functioning, near as I can tell, and longer than I am tall. I assume 
the creature can see in the dark, though it responds to torchlight far less 
aggressively than most cave-dwelling creatures. With its fine-tuned hair legs, I 
can’t imagine the eye’s vision is actually used for hunting or defense. A curious 
thing indeed. 

Initiative 0

Move 4, Climb 4

HP 80

AC 24

REF 22

FORT 24

WILL 22

AP 100

AP Regen 40

Unarmed attack (8 attacks, each hit does 1d4 * 5 damage.  +6/+4/+2/+0/-2/-4/-
6/-8 to hit)

Abilities Eye Blast: Cost 60. +5 vs Will against all creatures burst 
5. Each creature hit takes damage equal to 1d4 * 5 and is 
blinded (save ends).

Large Creature

Darkvision

Enhanced Senses Takes no penalties for attacking creatures it cannot see.

Awareness Does not grant combat advantage from being flanked.

“Mostly what I remember 
is the legs. It had so 

many. I didn’t know things 
could have that many 

legs. You’d think it would 
fall over, tripping all 

the time.”
-Sam Browning, discoverer
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SuPervillian

Errr, I mean lots of powers. I let him know he’s in my part of town, and as 
I’m clarifying that that does not make us nemeses, the guy screams something 
about spearmint and lobs a spear at me! A spear! Who does that? I got out 
of the way, but my “Hierarchy of Nemeses, Edition Two” got harpooned like a 
beached whale. I had it autographed and everything.

So now I’ve got this problem: some new villain going around making ice everywhere. 
Single-handedly fighting global warming and threatening old ladies with hip replacements. And the guy doesn’t even know how the nemesis system works! How 
am I supposed to defeat him if he doesn’t know the rules? I mean sure, villains 
break rules all the time, that’s kind of their thing. But they’re usually AWARE of 
the rules that they’re breaking. This guy’s completely unpredictable! He could lock 
the police force out of their cars until they can get boiling water! Or get stuck in 
some girl’s hair until she can find scissors.

As if my life isn’t hard enough tracking dow
n the bank robbers from the Renton 

heist, some new clown rolls into town this 
week, calling himself Arctic Breeze. That’s 

not a super villain, it’s a type of chewing gu
m. Anyway, I told him this, and gave him 

about as much attention as a piece of gum
 deserves. My mistake. Don’t underestimate 

this guy, he’s not messing around. What he lacks in originality, he makes up f
or with 

minty fresh breath.

Actually, I’m not sure about the last one. I think the chewing gum shtick 
(heh) only applies to his naming conventions. At least I hope so. If this guy 
can make things arbitrarily cold, unpredictably sticky AND carries around 
spears, I might have to call in some backup. Then again, I could always 
claim him as my nemesis...
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Arctic Breeze

Initiative 5

Move 8

HP 150

AC 20

REF 18

FORT 18

WILL 15

AP 300

AP Regen 60

Control Mod 4

Destruction Mod 3

Ranged attack Spear (range 6, +3,d6 *2 cold damage)
Has 5 spears

Abilities Permafrost
Ice Shards (As bone spikes)
Blizzard (as storm, but cold damage)

Other Resist 5/ Cold

“Two weeks
 ago, Lord 

Predictable 
announced t

hat he wou
ld end the

 world 

at 8, 7 C
entral. It 

seems tha
t despite 

his timely 
warning, su

per hero 

squads A-F 
are unavaila

ble. We und
erstand it

’s not idea
l, but we’r

e going 

to have to
 call in wh

omever we 
can spare. T

he sidekicks
, the rejec

ts, the 

nobodies. An
yone we ca

n get a ho
ld of, no m

atter how
 inept, who

 doesn’t 

have plans 
tonight ne

eds to get
 to Lord P

redictable’s
 lab and st

op him 

from ending
 the world

.”

“I was on t
hat mission

. First one
, actually. 

It was me, 
Americaw, a

nd 

that Germ
an Stealth

 Bear that
 got kicke

d out of t
he circus a

 few 

years back. 
Wunderbear,

 I think his
 name was.

 Anywho, t
he three o

f us 

get to Lo
rd Predicta

ble’s at ab
out 4 pm, a

nd the guy
 pulls out 

a giant 

purple rifle
 and says h

e’s going t
o shoot his

 death ray
 at us! Evi

dently 

he grabbed 
his +1 Glass

es of Badas
sery instea

d of his re
ading glass

es 

that morn
ing, because

 none of u
s died. Not 

then, anyw
ay. he had 

grabbed 

his shrink r
ay instead 

of his deat
h ray. I fou

nd out lat
er the thi

ng was 

clearly labe
led. 

Anyway, his 
cleaning ro

bots tosse
d us in the

 trash, but
 Americaw 

turned 

into an eag
le and flew

 us back t
o the grow

th chamber
. Lucky thin

g to 

have sittin
g around, r

eally. Well,
 we confro

nted him, j
ust the t

hree of 

us. He star
ted monolo

guing, didn’t
 even see 

the bear c
oming up be

hind him. 

Still thoug
h, we were

 all curious
 what his 

doomsday ma
chine actua

lly did. 

Label only 
told us wh

at it was, 
didn’t tell 

us anything
 more. “Doo

msday 

device,” wha
t an unhel

pful label! 
So, yeah, we

 may have 
pulled it. W

ould you 

have done a
ny different

?”

-Hero, anon
ymity reque

sted



74

SwamP Man

It’s a story as old as America. Family’s driving down the road, they see something 
move. They ignore it. It’s a foggy night. Raccoons are out. Makes no difference that 
raccoons aren’t 8 feet tall. The lies we tell ourselves never do. Make a difference, 
that is. It’s just about comfort. But this isn’t about some hypothetical suburban family 
from a hundred years back. This is about the war, and this is about your uncle.

You remember the stories, back from before. Everyone knew ’em, even if no one believed. There wasn’t a person around who didn’t have an uncle who swears he saw a shambling pile of moss chase him off the road. Problem is, that uncle liked to drink. Still does, matter’a fact. You should check in on him. But you won’t. Just facts, kid.

Initiative 1

Move 3, Swim 8, Ignores difficult terrain

HP 70

AC 20

REF 11

FORT 21

WILL 18

AP 200

AP Regen 45

Control 10

Destruction 10

Enhancement 30

Utility 30

Unarmed attack 2 attacks, +4 vs AC, 1d4 * 2)

Abilities Barrier
Crush
Enthrall
Morph

You hear of Bogeymn and Zombies, swamp men and devil-folk... Those other ones aren’t real, 
are they?”

-Gerald Foster

“You know 
what it’s l

ike serving 
under an 8 

year-old? I 
can’t imagin

e you do. T
hey have no

 

experience, 
no rigor. It

 is NOT wh
y I signed 

up for this
. But I had 

my orders. 
’How can 

we know w
e win if we

 can’t see
 our enemy

’. 

BAH!”

-Lieutenant
 Adam Savan

d



75

You didn’t believe him, 
I wouldn’t have believe

d him either. No one 
blames you. 

Only now it’s not just 
your alcoholic uncle wh

o’s seen the thing. War’s over, 

I guess it didn’t have 
a reason to hide anym

ore. It’s out there. I d
on’t know 

what it’s capable of, d
on’t reckon many peop

le do. But people like
 to talk, and 

not knowing nothing n
ever stopped anyone 

from talking on it, sp
ecially round 

these parts. Look, ma
ybe it just wants to 

protect its swamp. There was a 

movie ’bout that, way b
ack. Probably older’n y

ou are. But the fact 
is, people 

have gone missing. An
d if we can’t find som

eone willing to go ’n m
ake peace 

with a mound of moss
 shaped like a man, 

well, I reckon folks 
are gonna start 

looking for a scapego
at. Known associates 

and the like. I’m talkin
g about your 

uncle.  I’m not saying he’s one of them, 
though, there are some round here who 
say it’s contagious, I’m just saying, ya 
might want to seek him out, if there’s 
any love left to be lost between you. 
Just be mindful of those rumors flying 
around, hear?

“I wasn’t in
 the war, 

no. Couldn’t
 see any o

f 

the things
. Lost my 

brother to
 it though

. 

He was alw
ays more a

dventurous 
than me. 

Never learn
ed to let 

go of his im
agination. 

I always to
ld him it’d 

be his undoi
ng, but I 

never thou
ght...fairy t

ale creatu
res coming 

to life, wh
o would hav

e imagined?”

-Sophia Torr
es

“The hardest part, growing up after the war, was not knowing how to react when my kid told me there was a monster under his bed. It’s not that I didn’t believe, I just...
Never had the sight.”

-Sam Concanon
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ThAco
I thought it was 

a man walking. I’ve ne
ver been so wrong. T

he thaco is a 

curiously unique creatu
re. I know not if it i

s a ghost possessing 

abandoned armor, a f
allen fighting spirit th

at hasn’t realized its 

body has gone, or if 
simply the armor itsel

f has come to life. 

They aren’t inherently dangerous, any more than a suit of armor can be. They’ll thrash into you and pinch here and there, but every encounter I’ve had with thaco has ended the same way: confusion. This is why I believe them to be spirits of the dead, they themselves not knowing why they continue fighting or moving about the world. That confusion spreads from them like a tangible cloud. Alone, they are no problem, but if ever a beast were to be with them, it could be deadly indeed.It’s a tale commonly told around here, though the names often change: a group of youngsters with not enough chores goes to investigate some old abandoned building, and they all turn up dead. The next week, another group will go in to investigate, to the same end. Eventually, the building gets boarded up, and the myth only grows.

That’s not to say that s
trange buildings don’t h

ouse murderous folks
, 

not indeed! But on mo
re than one occasion, 

what seems like a su
it of 

armor decorating the 
foyer is actually a th

aco, and in their enra
ged 

confusion, the explore
rs turn on each other

,  driving a stake th
rough 

their friendships as w
ell as their spleens. 

What I do know is that they used to be everywhere! In dungeons, 
crypts, and vaults, near dragons and their hordes. These days, they’re 
much harder to find, having been driven to extinction or exile. That’s 
not to say they’re gone from the world, not by a measure! If you’re 
ever walking through a dark tomb and you feel a mix of dread and 
nostalgia, well, keep your wits about you, it’s liable you’re about to 
encounter a thaco.
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Initiative 2

Move 3 (flight, hover)

HP 20

AC 17

REF 10

FORT 18

WILL IMMUNE

AP 30

AP Regen 10

Destruction Mod. 3

Unarmed attack (1 attack, +2 vs AC, 1d4 *2)

Abilities Chafing (as Pulse)

Damage Reduction 5

“Th
e t

ric
k, 

you
 se

e, 
is 
a v

ery
 st

raig
ht
for

wa
rd 

th
ing
. T

he 
les

s o
f t

he 
th
aco

 yo
u s

ee,
 t

he 

har
der

 it
 is
 t

o h
it. 

A g
rea

t 
lar

ge 
one

 sh
oul

d 

be 
no 

pro
ble

m 
at
 al

l!” 

- P
rof

ess
or 

Egw
in 
Gr
ay
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VamPire

Then came the hunters. People from nearby cities 

who’d bagged a few wolves, maybe something a 

little scarier. They’d heard to words, the warnings 

our mayor was sprouting, came to cleanse us, to 

capture the bounties. They sat in our bars and 

drank us out of town. They would have if we’d 

been allowed to leave, anyway. They were rowdy 

enough that we all started to stay home. Not that 

anyone wanted to be seen after dark anyway. 

Seems to me we’d want to make a show of being 

seen in the sunlight, not hiding inside at night, 

but maybe that’s why I was never put in charge 

of this kangaroo court. The hunters were taking 

over. They owned our town, started declaring their 

own kinda martial law, claiming property “for the 

good of the hunt”. Mayor wasn’t gonna stop ’em. 

That’d mean admitting he was wrong. He wanted 

their vengeance.

No, what he did is quarantine the town. He turned us against each other, 
offering bounties for proof of the death of this creature. Creature. 
Monster. These are the words he used. Nothing else. Never acknowledging 
that it was one of us. Started offering money to whoever could kill the 
Monster of Perf Crater. First came the merchants. Nearby folk looking to 
make a neat profit. They were selling protection kits. 

She woke up  about a month ago, a little paler than usual. Worried about her health, he 

inspected her and found the two pinpricks. Like I’ve said, it’s happened to all of us. 

Me? I don’t think he noticed the paleness. I know I never did. I think he found the 

pinpricks of his own accord. That’s not really the point though. Point is how he reacted. 

He decided there was a vampire amongst us (as if we didn’t already know, as if we 

hadn’t been shushing our children from talking about it for fear that them singing their 

songs and spreading his tales would bring him to our door for more than just a taste). 

It’s all the mayor’s fault, really. It all started after that thing with his wife, you 
know? It had happened to most of us at one point, but we weren’t ones to fuss. 
Neither was she, really, but she was the mayor’s wife, and he... well, you know how 
he his. Things got a little out of hand. It was always a peculiarity around Perf 
Crater, the two neck pricks. Called it the Mark of the Crater. Practically sold it on 
our postcards. But the second the mayor’s wife gets one, the town goes to hell.
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Then the clever ones started to realize that if you could prove you’d been bit you 
wouldn’t be one of them. So we started asking our neighbors to see their necks, 
growing suspicious of scarves and turbans. And those greedy merchants, eager to take 
their piece, sized up the situation and started selling kits. Little bits of dye so you 
could mark yourself. Sarabeth bought one. They were watching her, the Mayor’s squad 
was.  Burned down her house while she slept. 

’Course that didn’t stop the bitings. So they went after the merchants. Wanted to 

drive them out of town, but the mayor started saying the thing could shapeshift. 

Seemed to know quite a bit about it. So we killed them. Anyone selling goods aimed 

to hide that creature, the Mayor’s monster, was killed and hung outside our gate. 

’Course they were all exsanguinated before their death. Couldn’t leave anything for 

that creature to enjoy. 
We grew warier. Turning on each other.  I’ve run in fear from women I’ve 
known my entire life. I know that vampire is still around and feeding well, and I 
don’t think we’ll ever find him.  

Even so, I’m not so certain that it was ever the Monster of Perf Crater.

Vampire Lord

Initiative 10

Move 8

HP 140

AC 25

REF 25

FORT 24

WILL 28

AP 300

AP Regen 60

Control Mod 4

Destruction Mod 4

Enhancement Mod 8

Utility Mod 4

Unarmed attack Bite (1 attack, +6, d4*2 damage)

Abilities Armistice
Battle Focus
Battle Rage
Death Field
Decoy
Dishearten
Enthrall
Inspire Terror
Mass Inspire Fear
Morph (Wolf)

Other Crits on 19-20
Vulnerable 10/Radiant

Vampire Underling

Initiative 6

Move 6

HP 70

AC 18

REF 18

FORT 16

WILL 21

AP 200

AP Regen 40

Control Mod 4

Destruction Mod 4

Enhancement Mod 8

Utility Mod 4

Unarmed attack 1 attack, +3, d4 *1damage

Abilities Aura
Decoy
Demoralize
Drain Ability
Enthrall
Inspire Fear

Other Vulnerable 10/ Radiant
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Veeshan
It’s unclear where the Veeshan came from. The oldest references we have 
to them are from almost one hundred years ago. No documents nor living 
people can recall them existing before then (though, most living people have 
no memories of that time period, for one reason or another). I believe they 
were created by a scientist by the name of Francis Paine. I’m not alone 
in this belief. Paine was a researcher who studied birds, and whatever 
research he did probably led to these foul beasts. Whatever he did, his 
creatures turned against him, and they continue to plague the land to this 
day. What I wouldn’t give for a look at his journal... of course, no one is 
brave enough to venture into what remains of his research laboratory, and I 
am not going to be the one to supply enough coin to inspire that bravery.

Initiative 4

Move 8

HP 75

AC 20

REF 16

FORT 16

WILL 20

AP 200

AP Regen 40

Unarmed attack Wing Strike (+8 vs AC, 1d6 * 4)

Abilities Disorient
Dominate
Empower
Ridicule
Scream
Taunt

Other Vulnerable 5/ Electric
Insanity Aura (whenever an enemy 
enters a square adjacent to a veehsa, 
it must pass a saving throw or 
become Confused until the end of 
its next turn)

“They tend to hunker down in 
the winter. Every spring though, 
at least one veesha will parade 
through the city. Best just to 
stay inside, I say. The young ones 
never do, but then, they never have.” 

-Artin Jilks

“My husband usually hu
nts a couple 

a year. I make a mean
 hot pie out 

of the things. There’
s just so much 

meat there, you can 
easily make 

fifty pies, even from 
a small one! 

We usher in every spr
ing the same 

way. If we freeze the
 meat, we can 

usually sell them unt
il the start 

of summer. Of course
, my kids are 

tired of them by the
n, but our 

neighbors love them, 
just you ask.” 

-Anita Corinth

“I remember the sound of honking. And 
the smell of cherries. Then waking 

up here the next day. I’m sorry, that 
can’t be helpful.” 

-Mac Highwater, victim
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Whatever the origins, the V
eeshan have remained lar

gely unchanged 

over the years. I know n
ot if these are the same

 ones that Paine 

created all those years a
go, or if they figured out

 some method 

of reproduction. What is clear is that these
 giant, bipedal, swan-

like creatures should be f
eared. They grow up to seven fee

t tall, 

and a single strike from 
their pure-white wings can 

break bones. 

Luckily, the creatures are
 not hard to avoid: they n

ever leave the 

plains, though sightings ha
ve been spotted closer to

 the mountains 

every year. They regularly announce the
ir presence with loud, 

honking roars that strike
 fear into the sane. Any 

who ignore these 

warnings will be drawn un
der their spell: each vees

ha emits some 

kind of pheromone that c
auses rioting, anger, and 

general loss of 

control. I’ve never been af
fected myself, but I’ve see

n the veeshan 

tear through a city, destro
ying infrastructure with re

ckless abandon. 

Even the most well-ordered 
militia have trouble contain

ing them. Once 

they’re gone, only a trail o
f destruction remains.

The birds either migrate or estivate; they only appear in the early spring. 
If you ever see one attack, you will know chaos as they flail around. Every 
strike is a sporadic stumble accompanied by a harrowing honk that echoes 
over the plains.

“We’re gonn
a go huntin

g veeshan! 
Whoever ca

n 

stay himsel
f the long

est wins!” 

-Aden Cort
ez

“Ha
ven

’t 
hea

rd 
abo

ut
 t

hos
e i
n q

uit
e s

om
e 

tim
e. 

Can
’t 

say
 I 
mis

s i
t 

rea
lly
. I 

didn
’t 

lea
ve 

th
e p

lain
s t

o a
void

 t
hem

, b
ut
 I 
sur

e d
idn’

t 

st
ick
 ar

oun
d f

or 
th
em
 ei
th
er!
” 

-Cl
ay 

Nor
dsh

ire
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Wendigo
The first thing you notice is the smell of death. 
For many, it’s also the last thing you smell. It 
creeps into your nose, crawling into your throat, 
smothering you. The smell of a dead mammal, 
perhaps a small rat, forces all other scents and air 
out of your lungs, choking you with its cloying odor. 
And of course, the scene does not come alone.

The first thing it brings is memories. Every 
time you’ve smelled death, every corpse you’ve 
stumbled across, every friend you’ve had to 
watch die. Each of these memories is lured 
to the front of your brain. This leads to the 
second gift of the Wendigo: panic.

People don’t like death, and they don’t like 
being reminded of their 

own constant movement towards it. Many times, Death comes before 

the Wendigo, the scent alone being enough to dr
ive men to striking 

their friends. By the time a search party 
is sent, all that remains is 

one survivor, pieces of the rest scattered
 around their campsite or 

left dissolving in the survivor’s stomach. Experienced travelers will 

end it there. But some encourage the trav
eler to come back to town, 

to tell their tale. This is the third gift of the Wendigo: itself.

The Wendigo is a gaunt man, one who looks as though he has 
not eaten in weeks, perhaps longer. The opposite is usually true, 
he feeds on his fellow companions, and the guilt of these actions 
feeds on him. He wears his skin like a mask, stretched thin over 
his bones. They poke and tear out, and while it may look like your 
childhood friend, only the Wendigo remains. Each time the creature 
strikes, a lone survivor is left. More often than not, this survivor 
rises up, becoming a Wendigo itself. It travels to the nearest farm 
or city, continuing the cycle. After all, who would turn away a starving 
man, lips bloody, covered in cuts? Even if the smell of death clings 
to him a little too closely...
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But those who take pity don’t live long. The Wendigo sheds its 
human mask, unhinging its jaw and climbing out through the mouth, 
unleashing its cannibalistic horrors on all who offered help. All but 
one.

Of course, these are just the newborn Wendigo, as it were. As they travel, 

they grow, each meal adding to both their 
size and hunger. They are an 

insatiable plague, spreading through the win
ter wasteland, not leaving even 

so much as a pair of footprints. Old Wendigo (and they do grow quite old, 

as only vultures and scavengers seek the
 smell of death for food), grow 

as large as five men, and still look as em
aciated as a beggar. But these 

old Wendigo do not go about their feasts in the
 same way as the young. 

They do not seek refuge, or pretend to be
 something they are not. When 

the eldest appear, death is near, the scen
t more like a beacon, a call to 

perform whatever last rites you see fit. F
or the Wendigo brings Death, 

and the two rarely split company.

Initiative 6

Move 4

HP 60

AC 23

REF 20

FORT 24

WILL 20

AP 120

AP Regen 40

Control Mod 3

Unarmed attack (2 attacks, +4, d8*3damage)

Abilities Enthrall
Infection
Mass Inspire Fear
Wallop

 

.“The Wendigo doesn’t want to kill us. It wants to bring out the worst in us. You see a starving man on the sideof the road and you leave him there on the chance he might kill your loved 
ones? That’s it. The Wendigo won.”
-Al “Bearclaw” Shearton, lumberjack
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Will-o-wisP

Unlike most of the creatures in here, Wisps are fairly harmless, 
though heaps of superstition and folklore surround them. Most stories 
pit them as bearers of bad luck. The oldest tales, those from two 
hundred years ago, tell that they’re only bad luck if you catch them, 
but modern tales have it that catching them is the only way to reverse 
that luck, and that just seeing them will put you in an unlucky spot. I 
think it’s just a matter of convenience; folks like to catch them, and 
what better excuse can be had than it being the only way to reverse 
the spell they’ve already wrought. See something pretty, lock it up. 
Bah! Any creature as fascinating and long-lived as the Wisps will 
naturally develop lore, but that’s not to say that there couldn’t be some 
truth to it all.

Country folk love to capture the Will O’ Wisps, 

despite almost all conventional folklore tell
ing them 

not to. Perhaps that’s the very driving facto
r. Wisps, 

for their part, aren’t malicious. They just love a 

good prank. It’s said that they bring winter’s
 frost 

with them wherever they go, and it’s them w
ho puts 

the morning dew on the grass.

Will O’ Wisps aren’t
 hard to f

ind, they l
urk in cav

es and fie
lds, 

and at nig
ht they lig

ht up. Littl
e balls of

 lights, wit
h creeping

 tendrils 

floating, d
ancing in 

the darkn
ess. They aren’t 

very big, n
o more tha

n 

the size o
f your pal

m, and the
y fit nicel

y in a ma
son jar, p

rovided 

you let in 
enough air

. It’s a sha
me to catc

h them tho
ugh. When 

they’re fre
e, they las

h out, twis
ting from 

a simple b
all to a sp

read 

of tentacle
s, each on

e cutting t
he black n

ight, leavin
g traces o

f light 

burned into
 your eyes

 or maybe
 the night 

itself.

“They’re harmless, really. Just like 
to pull pranks. Can’t blame the 

critters, really, given how often we 
bottle them up.”
-Farmer Sen Lakes

“Bad luck to see a ’wisp.
Only way to reverse it is 
to catch one in a glass 
bottle that you make 

yourself”
-Old Tab Mires

“Oh don’t listen to 
him. Any bottle’ll do. 
Plus’n that way you 
get ta watch them 
dance and shine.”
-Old Morn Mires
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Initiative 1

Move 5

HP 6

AC 12

REF 12

FORT 12

WILL 16

AP 240

AP Regen 40

Unarmed attack (+2 vs AC, 1d4*2) If hits, target’s luck 
score is reduced by 5 (Min 10)

Abilities Backfire 15
Bless (cost 30, restore all attributes 
to full normal values)
Disorient +2 within 4
Ensnare
Imbue
Mass Deafen
Permafrost
Silence

 

“All my wife’s spoons were stuck 
together in one clump. She thought that was bad. They took my hearing from me, for a whole day, they did. I couldn’t hear the song of the birds, the laughter of the children, the 
wash of the waves. I never realized how truly empty the world is without the mundane sounds tapping away at your ears. I notice now, I tell you, I 

do.
Also didn’t have to listen to my Cela go on about her spoons. May’nt have 
been so bad after all, now that I 

tell you.”
-Bryn Stabler
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Wraith
	 A spirit of energy, floating through places 

of unrest. Often felt at the bridges of s
uicide 

victims, at graveyards, and at train station
s. At wedding altars, and schools. At first 

date spots and 

crossroads. The creatures seem to be drawn to choosin
g points, to transitions in human lives. The 

most unsettling time to encounter one is w
hen it seems to happen without reason, in 

a forest grove 

or natural oasis. Nothing interrupts a peace
ful scene like an unsettling presence lurk

ing just out of 

sight. Despite their fascination with the tu
rning points in our lives, it is important to 

remember that 

these things are not human. They are the furthest things from human.

	 In their natural state, they barely look lik
e anything. A gust of wind that seems mo

re solid than 

most. Leaves spinning when none are near
by. Our mind brushes away the truth with s

omething more palatable. 

But if you stare long enough, look until yo
u can see past your mind’s veil, you might s

ee them: Spiritual 

energy, not tied to anything else on the pl
ane.                

	 No one is sure where they come from, not
 really. There’s theories, of course. There’s always 

theories when it comes to the unknown. Bu
t the facts are these: Everywhere in the world these spirits 

exist, and everyone’s mind fills in a convenie
nt lie to avoid seeing the truth.   

	 But it can only be avoided when it isn’t tied down. And before too
 long, the story ends the 

same way: The spirit, the wraith, finds some untied host, some body that isn
’t as guarded against 

spiritual energy as the ones around it. An animal, usually. I’m alway
s grateful when it’s an animal.

 	 The host, whatever it may be instantly dies.
 There’s debate on this matter, but I can’t beli

eve 

anything else. It’s possible that this is one o
f those lies my brain is feeding me, but i

t’s one I have to 

cling to, for on it lies my sanity.  The host is replaced with a pale shadow of
 its former self, twisted 

and wrong. It turns black and wispy, becom
ing less substantial, a grim reminder that i

t is no longer part 

of this world.  Cows become cow wraiths, 
sheep become sheep wraiths, and so one. I

t’s easier to deal 

with the problem when you can accept that 
this transformation is permanent.

	 Often, the changes are slight at first. An 
extra spot on a favorite cow. A wolf that 

you can’t quite 

seem to focus on. But the effects in pers
onality are immediate. The animal spurns its old habits, acting 

standoffish and confused. It isn’t long befor
e the rest of the changes follow.

The eyes turn silver, and the black energy 
spreads over the beast. It grows, and with

 its growth as it 

seeks more power. Before too long, the w
raith is wearing the beast like a mask, it

s silver eyes shining 

through the empty husk that used to be th
e animal. Then it unleashes itself upon its next victim

.

 	 They can be killed once they have a host, 
leaving behind a deformed skeleton, vague

ly resembling 

each of the hosts it had consumed. The skeleton is charred black by the sheer
 energy contained within 

it, and the wraith is let loose upon the wo
rld, biding its time until it is ready to tak

e on a new host, wiser 

this time, more powerful. If there is a mor
e permanent solution to this problem, it is 

not known to me.               	

	 There are stories of humans who have been
 able to keep the wraith at bay, humans s

trong enough 

to retain both their sanity and their shape
, restricting the wraith to their own body. 

These humans are 

said to be great leaders, singlehandedly tu
rning the tide of war. They also tend to be largely fabricated. 

I would love for such a thing to be true, b
ut it simple cannot be. This, these human “werewraiths” are a 

manifestation of hope, a lie we tell ourselv
es to sleep at night. The truth is there are few horrors worse 

than becoming host to a wraith, and fightin
g for control, struggling in the dim hope th

at you can fight back 

the black energy, that you can merge soul
s and gain mastery over the wraith’s power 

before it controls 

your body... holding onto that hope is sure 
to be the final foolish notion you hold befo

re you die.



87

Intangible Takes ½ damage from physical attacks, double damage from Abilities

Initiative 5

Move 4

HP 30

AC 21

REF 18

FORT 18

WILL 22

AP 180

AP Regen 60

Unarmed attack 1 attack, +3, d4 *2 damage

Abilities A were-creature gains all of the abilities that a Wraith has, if it does not al-
ready have them 
Death Field 
Injure 
Inspire Fear 
Invisibility 
Phasing 
Possession: Cost 140. Make an attack Control vs Will against one creature with-
in your Control range. If the attack hits, the creature is dominated (Save ends). 
If the creature fails 2 consecutive saving throws against this domination, the 
Wrath takes control of their body and the creature makes a saving throw. On a 
success, they become a were-creature. On a failure, the Wraith retains control.

“There is no way to describe the terror, the intoxication. At times you feel more beast than man, worried you will break at the slightest push but always loving the surge of power. You hold it back, you guide its strength, but you fear one day it will win. You fear one day you will wake up and you won’t be you anymore. Mostly, you fear the truth. The gut feeling that there is no “it”. There is only you. Your deepest instincts, your base desires, without leash.” -Sahu

Novem
ber 2

1st: I 
track

ed th
e spiri

t thr
ough 

mount
ain an

d fore
st, ho

ping t
o find

 the 

slight
est t

race 
of its

 origin
. This 

is the
 

first 
unboun

d wra
ith re

corded
 in ye

ars, a
nd 

felt 
I must

 stud
y it. 

I shou
ldn’t 

have c
ome. W

ho wo
uld’ve 

thoug
ht 

somet
hing s

o unna
tural 

felt 
at ho

me in 
the 

quiet 
peace 

of nat
ure? I 

wante
d to 

find 

more, 
and I 

did. Oh
, I did.

 And 
now, I

’m afr
aid I’m

 

not t
he on

e tra
cking 

anymor
e. 

-journ
al of 

Stephe
n Ste

r, disc
overed

 3 mil
es 

from 
town.

 No b
ody wa

s foun
d.
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Zombies
My mom married a dead guy. He wasn’t dead

 at the time, of course. 

But a year after the wedding, his heart g
ave out. She lost herself 

those days. Didn’t change out of her mourn
ing veil, just kept to 

herself, muttering about how she missed h
im. I let her be. Maybe it’s 

my fault, but no one told me what to do
. She wasn’t my mom that 

week. She barely ate, and she never talke
d except to say how she 

missed him. And at night, oh at night she’d
 wail so loud I thought 

the neighbors would come running.

They didn’t of course. They brought food t
he first day, and then 

faded from sight. That’s just how it was. 
Until Shen came back. I 

opened the door, thinking it was a joke. So
me drunkard propping him 

up like that. I wanted to scream, I wante
d to vomit. Most of all, 

I wanted to hide it before my mom saw. Bu
t it wasn’t a joke, it 

wasn’t his body. It was him. Flesh dangling 
off, his bones visible. The 

way he walked towards me without ever l
ifting his leg, like they 

were rooted towards the ground. His limbs
 were crooked and...wrong. 

I slammed the door, and I did vomit then, a
nd when I had moisture in 

my mouth I screamed. But my mom didn’t co
me.

He stayed like that, outside our door. He’s
 been there for almost 

a week now, and I fear every time my mom
 leaves her room that 

she’ll see him, that she’ll let him in. I don
’t know why the neighbors 

haven’t done anything, but I hope they’re a
lright...”

-Syndianne Groves, 15
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One zombie is rarely a problem. The brain is a fragile thing, moreso when th
e 

integrity of the skull is compromised. The thing is, they rarely come one at a tim
e. 

They come as a horde, and a horde, no mat
ter how slow-moving, is something that 

can’t be stopped by any lone person.

You’ve heard of them. They’re in every culture, and sooner or later, they appear in 
every town. Zombies, shamblers, living dead. They’ve got a dozen names, and only 
one way to deal with them: Bash in the skull. That’s a temporary solution; you’ll 
be swimming in former friends until your graveyard’s empty or you find the cause. 
There’s always a cause.

There are some folks who run around calling themselves specialists. Most times, they lost their family this way, their village, their town. But you get a lot of experience when you survive, experience that makes it hard to go back to the way things were. Whatever their reasons, they often take up the same lifestyle: listening for news of outbreaks, and using their experience to eradicate the undead problem. Of course, nothing is free, any more than one village has found that the price of the liberators can beworse than the undead threat that drew them...

Sometimes it’s a talisman. I’ve also seen a plague, an angry priest, an 
unsealed tomb... the cause isn’t important. What’s important is the effect: 
recently dead rising up (usually in a localized area, thank all that is good!) 
and feasting upon the flesh of their own.

Initiative 0

Move 2

HP 8

AC 12

REF 5

FORT 14

WILL 12

AP 90

AP Regen 15

Unarmed attack +1 vs AC, 1d4 *1

Abilities Infection + 1 vs Fort within 2
Inspire Fear +1 vs will within 2
Drainlife (As Death Field, but 
against one target. Cost 30, +1 vs Fort 
within 2)

Other +3 on all saving throws

“Used a shovel to put 
them in the ground 
once. Only fitting 

that I use it to put 
them down again”

-Riordie Jean, 
Undertaker

“It helps not to look them in the 
face. Never know when you might 

recognize somebody.”
-Alan Moines, specialist


