MISERIA

The Land: Somewhere in the treacherous Mists floats the island of Miseria. Living conditions are difficult at this inhospitable place, and human populations do their best to feed, and protect themselves from the many spectral creatures roaming the countryside.


Miseria is approximately 40 miles wide east to west, and 25 miles north to south. The domain is filled with hills, and small mountains accented by many rivers, and hidden valleys. This domain is minerally poor, however; heavy and rare metals like gold, silver, and iron are very rare. The most common types of metals encountered are tin, and other soft metals unfitting to the construction of metallic weapons, and armor. Despite the scarcity of ore, mines are common in Miseria largely due to the vast network of caves, and tunnels native to the domain. These often run quite deep, and many hold untold dangers for the unlucky who, due to circumstance, have become miners in order to feed their poor families. The land is vastly forested, but much of the trees are twisted, and gnarled, as if the very forests were growing in agony. The major fruit harvested in Miseria is the apple. Miserian gnarled apple trees produce good-sized fruit having a beautiful crimson color with some hints of green.  Miserian’s cider is considered a delicacy. Forest wildlife is abundant with all manners of game animals appropriate for a temperate climate. Unfortunately, there also seems to be a slightly higher share of predators in this domain; bears, wolves and lynx are found in abundant numbers. 


The majority of the living population lives in the north of the domain. The port city of Notre-Dame-Des-Récifs is the most influential with a population of 2,500 habitants. The city lies on the border of what the natives simply call "The Sea." More than one fishing boat has met its doom in these troubled waters. The remaining villages are scattered among the countryside; most of them being far from one another. The further south one travels, the less likely one is to encounter a village.


The most creepy and morbid feature of the land is its status as a magnet for spectral activities. All manner of ghosts, and incorporeal undead can be encountered roaming the wilds. The appearance, and disappearance of ghost towns is frequent, and most disturbing. Rumors speak of whomever is present in a ghost time when it vanishes will disappear with it, so the population readily seeks to flee them should one be encountered. At the southern edge of the domain lies the ghost city of Elthiana that seems to be of Greek origin. Unlike the other ghost cities, this one is anchored to the land by the continuing evil of "The Children of Hecate"; a misguided group of arcanists believing they have found evidence, and lore of the worship of the one true goddess, Hecate. Another site of interest is the "Ancient Battlefield."  No one knows what battle took place there, but the physical remains of the warriors are still evident. Few dare to go observe it with their own eyes; fewer still return to tell the tale. Rumors report that at night the warriors continue to wage an unending battle against one another, and any who dare steal one of the items lying on the ground would be haunted by the spirit of its owner for all eternity. The truth is far worse however…

Cultural Level: The living inhabitants of this domain are at a chivalric cultural level despite the notable lack of heavy ore in the domain. The ghosts’ towns that keep blinking in, and out of existence, however, are another matter entirely. In fact, they can come from any place, from any time. For example, the Greek ghost city of Elthiana is from an antique society. Another ghost town could be quite easily from a renaissance period. This allows player characters to sometime retrieve mysterious, and anachronistic items from time passed or future eras.

The Folk: Miserians live in difficult conditions. Most of the population must strive simply to provide food on the table. Most trades are accomplished by exchanging goods, and services. They speak a fluent language called Kaenyth, similar, but unrelated to Mordentish. Villages are scattered, and far between. Wandering tinsmiths travel from town to town to fix pots, and pans as well as spread rumors, and information all across the domain.

The Law: The inhabitants of the domain are wholly ignorant that Cassandre Desesprits is the lord of the domain; those that know her only know her as a barmaid at one of the inns at Notre-Dame-Des-Récifs. Most towns are free to rule themselves as they see fit. The port town of Notre-Dame-Des-Récifs is ruled by a Town Council elected among the few land owners, and the clergies of Sainte-Marthe, and (rarely) Saint-Ambroise.

Native Player Characters: 

Humans are the sole race available for native Miserian characters. 

Rogues are the most common type of adventurer encountered in Miseria. After all, life is difficult, and the temptation to live at the expense of others is great. Of course, not all are thieves who live by stealing from their neighbors; many of them can be simple tradesman who have learned a trick, or two, and found a calling for adventuring. Although some Vistani have been known to wander the domain, there are no native gypsies in Miseria. Psionicists are not unheard of, but are extremely rare. 

Many also have embraced a warrior style of life. However, it is worth noting that since hard metal is rare, and that most of the dangerous encounters are with spectral beings unhurt by mundane weapons, people do not usually get in the warriors line of work as easily as a soldier, or a mercenary would. Rather, they should have acquired their skills according to their trade, and profession in the society. A skilled hunter, or a courageous lumberjack could have developed the abilities of a ranger. A hardy miner, or a town militant could certainly be a good candidate for the fighter class. Avengers may be permissible, but are rarer then the other warrior classes. Also keep in mind that weapons, and armor are much more difficult to obtain. Studded leather being among the best armor available at a fairly high price. As for the weapons, they usually correspond to the tools of their wielder’s trade: Axes, bows, hammers, and picks replacing the swords, maces, and flails encountered elsewhere. Even town militias are usually equipped with only simple leather armor, and a club.

Wizardry.  Now that is a profession that inspires respect (through fear) in the populace. This fear leads to a secretive hatred of those who practice the Art. The folks blame the wizards as being responsible for the presence of ghosts in the domain. All kinds of wizards are permissible, although they should be alert to not reveal their true nature to the general populace. 

Priest characters are also available to players, but they do not worship gods like in other domains (although there is one exception).  They believe that the gods created the world, and then left it. Otherwise why would they leave the living in such misery? On the prime material world where Miseria came from before its induction into the demi-plane of dread, they worshipped a pantheon of immortals; once powerful beings who gained immortality, and godlike powers due to their efforts, and dedication to their cause. Only two of them are remembered now: Sainte-Marthe, the immortal of law and healing, and Saint-Ambroise, the vigilant protector of the souls, and patron of the exorcists. It is worth noting that a secretive church dedicated to an ancient evil goddess of the moon, and of magic also exists, but no clerics of this religion are known. Their church is instead composed of a lay clergy of evil arcanists. All three religions are described below in the section ‘’Further readings’’.

Personalities of Note: In the town of Kentill, one of more prominent members of the town council is Kairin Grimalk. He arrived many years ago, and, with his genius of technology, and political affairs, elevated Kentill to a cultural level surpassing most in Miseria. A slender man in his mid-forties, with piercing green eyes, and long blond hair, he has gentlemanly manner that emanates a noble upbringing. Kairin is rarely seen in public, and spends most of his time in his own manor house.

            Amongst the secretive dealings of the black market, and illegal traders, there is a name whispered among them. The name of Valdrin. A man of dark tones, and mood, who appears infrequently on the outskirts of towns with a large hordes of treasure that could only come from the tombs of the rich. It is said he fears no spirit, lives amongst them in the forests, and may even be a ghost himself. 

Above Notre-Dame-Des-Recifs, there are several hills, one of which is feared by adults but heavily trafficked with children. The top of this hill has a steep drop, enough to kill, but no children ever fall. This is attributed to the presence of Overlook Annie, a ghost who haunts the Overlook, the hill where children love to play. There are many stories surrounding who she was in life, but most see her as a good spirit who protects children. Adults are another matter, and most have learned to let their children play their games without their presence while on the Overlook

Encounters: Except natural predators in the forest, almost all encounters are made with ghosts, spectres, and any other kind of mostly spectral undead.

Further readings:

Miserian’s Religions

Religion is of deepest importance for Miserian’s native, for it has long been their last line of defense against the spirits that dwell across the region. So it is that both churches of Sainte-Marthe, and Saint-Ambroise, each in their own ways, have been stalwart defenders of the populace. Alas, there is also those who seek mastery over the spirits, thus, the Cult of Hecate was born by a fell group of evil arcanists. Just like anyone else in Miseria, none of the three groups suspects Cassandre Desesprits to be the real domain lord.

Sainte-Marthe, Lady of Healing, Keeper of the Law.
The rigid Church of Sainte-Marthe works hard to promote the law. As so, they are greatly involved in the political life of the domain. High-ranking priests of Sainte-Marthe can often be found as members of towns’ councils, or as judges in courts. Laws are primarily based on social order, and duties to the community rather than individual rights. Any transgression is severely punished to the maximum extent of the law. Although this may seem harsh at first, it had to be imposed in order to insure the security of the populace, otherwise crime would be on the rise in Miseria. Thankfully, justice is applied with wisdom, and honesty. 

Since suffering, and misery is the lot of the bulk of the populations, Sainte-Marthe’s clerics are also in charge of Miseria’s hospital making them the most popular religion of the domain. Alas! Even magical healing is not as potent as elsewhere. Whether a priest of Sainte-Marthe, or a cleric from another domain, curative magic always cures the minimum amount of hit points possible. Thus, healing magic is kept only for the direst of circumstances, or to those who can afford to pay high prices for it. 

The few anchorites who happened to find there way in Miseria swear that the icon of Sainte-Marthe is a perfect copy of their goddess Ezra, although it is quite clear that despite some minor similarities in their faiths, the method of Sainte-Marthe’s priests’ religious practices are dissimilar to the anchorites.

All towns, and villages maintain at least a small church, or chapel dedicated to the immortal Sainte-Marthe. The main headquarters of the clergy is based at the cathedral of Notre-Dame-Des-Récifs under the supervision of the archbishop Jean-Pierre DeCourtville, head of the order, and prominent member of the city’s council.

The church of Sainte-Marthe is primarily a lawful neutral religion, although both lawful good, or lawful evil characters fill its ranks. Her priests have access to the following priestly spheres: Major access to All, Healing, Necromantic (never used to create undead of any sort), and Guardian, with minor access to Divination, and Law. They cannot turn, or control undead. 

Saint-Ambroise, The Pious, Protector of the Souls, Patron of the Exorcists.

The church of Saint-Ambroise is certainly among the most pious, and virtuous monastic orders in Ravenloft. They also command great powers against the undead, but somehow are scorned, and despised by the population. Perhaps in part of their perceived incompetence in driving away all the spirits from the land. Sadly, the truth is because there are too few of them to fulfill that great task; a fact that the general populace strangely refuses to acknowledge. Yet, the exorcists of Saint-Ambroise do not fret, accepting their lot with a passive resignation. They have no time to devote to change the public opinion, nor do they harbor any hard feelings against the inhabitants. 

The church of Sainte-Marthe knows that the monks of Saint-Ambroise command greater power then themselves, and are jealous of that fact. However, as long as the monks do not threaten their power base, and keep battling the undead, Sainte-Marthes priests tolerate Saint-Ambroise’s flock.

Few villages maintain a chapel to Saint-Ambroise. Those that do so are mainly located near the southern part of the lands where the power of the exorcist monks is mostly needed. A small church is also present in Notre-Dame-Des-Récifs, but very few city dwellers gather there to pray. The main place of gathering, and worship of the monks is L’abbaye Des-Précieuses-Âmes (abbey of the Precious Souls), located on the hills near the south. An extensive library about almost any type of spectral being can be found in the abbey. The patriarch of the order is simply known as Father André.

Rumors hold that the monks may be members of the Order of the Guardian. While it’s true that members of the Guardians once found shelter at the abbey, no proof of the claim could ever be verified. This remains a mystery…

The Exorcist monk is a whole new specialty priest created for the church of Saint-Ambroise. All members of the priesthood are exorcist monks.

THE EXORCIST MONK

Alignment: LG, LN, NG, 

Ability Requirements: Wis 15, Con 13, Int 9

Races allowed: Human

Arms and Armor: As standard clerics for their weapons. Despite the fact that exorcists are sometimes called to fight, armor are almost useless against a ghost, or a spectre. Besides, Miseria is a metal poor domain, so these priests are restricted to leather, padded, or studded leather armor. The use of a shield is not permitted, as they need their other hand to lift their holy symbols more often than not.


Spells and Magical Items: They use the same magical items as all priests. They have major access to All, Necromantic, Protection, Sun, Time, and Wards. Minor access to Charm, Combat, Divination, and Guardian.


Duties of the Exorcist: The job of the exorcist is to drive away incorporeal undead, and fiends. This does not only include those who possess the living, but also undead haunting particular sites. An exorcist should never give up on a possessed individual, and will work as long as he can to save them, but to sometimes fail is human. Failure does not call for a penalty on the next attempt, but should inspire the monk to work harder with more resolute faith in his next battle. 


Benefits: 
At 1st level: Since exorcists deal with undead on a day-to-day basis, and are specially trained with driving them away, they turn as if 2 levels higher. Exorcists get a +1 bonus to all fear, horror and madness checks brought about by spectral undead. Miseria is almost solely filled with ghosts and spectres; fiends are so rare and instill so much fear that even the exorcist has no bonus against them.


At 3rd level: Because of their devotion, Miseria's exorcists are more resistant to attacks that attempt to possess the living. They are granted a bonus of +3 on their saving throws against such attacks.


At 6th level: The exorcist can Detect Spirits (see "Spells and Magic") twice a day.


At 9th level: The exorcist becomes totally immune to all aging effects from ghosts, and other spectral undead.


Hindrances:
People look down upon the exorcists, not because they see them as witches, or warlocks, but because they seem incompetent in ridding the land of all spirits. Since the exorcists do not provide many services to the community, they also receive a -2 penalty on their charisma checks.

Exorcists must donate 50% of any money they receive to the church. 


An exorcist must spend at least 1 hour per day in exercise, meditation, and silent prayer to keep his body, mind, and spirit fit and ready to do battle with evil. This can be postponed for 2 or 3 days depending of the circumstances, but the time needed to spend in his regimen will be cumulated day-to-day.  This extra time must be put in as soon as circumstances permit.


Hecate, ancient goddess of the night, and magic.


To the south of Miseria, passed the great battlefield, looms the ghost city of Elthiana. Once a thief by the name of Alexandre LeNoir thought he found proof of Hecate’s existence. So it is said that he decided to dedicate the rest of his life to her, creating a secretive cult known has Hecate’s Children. They believe her to be the goddess of the night, and the source of all non-clerical magic. Alexandre, and his followers searched deep under the ruins of Elthiana, and managed to uncover old spell books, and various fragmentary text on Hecate. Aided by some unholy power (probably the Dark Powers themselves) they managed to quickly grasp, and learn the working of magic, and were granted ascendancy over undead as well. All those things blessings were received from their goddess, or so they thought. As they delved deeper, and deeper into knowledge not meant for them, they came to be overcome by their need to understand, and control all kinds of occult lore and items, effectively turning them into true arcanists. Today, they seek to master all the spirits in Miseria to undertake their bidding. The monks of Saint-Ambroise are their mortal enemies.


The church of Hecate works secretly with ruthless cunning, and deadly precision. As such, they have chosen a select group of rogues, specially trained, and indoctrinated in the misguided faith of Hecate to act as spies, and assassin’s (DM are suggested to use the invisible kit provided in Champions of the Mists).


Their main headquarters is a shrine in the ghost city of Elthiana, where they perform gruesome, and diabolical rituals each three nights of the full moon. Those deeds anchor the city to the Miseria, which explain why the city does not randomly shift out of existence.


The lay clergy of Hecate’s Children is entirely made up of lawful evil arcanists (wizards). They have the same abilities just like all arcanists, except the dark powers also grant them the power to speak with the dead once a night. Should one do so, the restless soul spoken to would rise as a ghost exactly one year later, a fact unknown to the arcanists themselves. Fate is sometimes ironic, for as they curse others, so are they cursed themselves. Should one arcanist die, that individual would rise as an undead creature exactly one year later.

DarkLord of Miseria

Cassandre Desesprits

Human

2nd-Level Diviner

Neutral Evil

Armor Class

10

STR
9

Movement

12

DEX
11

Level


2

CON
9

Hit Points

6

INT
15

THAC0

20

WIS
16

No. of Attacks

1

CHA
15

Damage/Attack
1d4/1d4 (dagger)

Special Attacks
Spells

Special Defenses
Spells, Summon Spirits

Magic Resistance
Nil

Age


Unknown, but appears 18

Weapon Proficiencies:  Dagger


Appearance: Cassandre Desesprits is not the sort of person that one would assume to be a powerful force for evil. With her lustrous brown hair, sensual eyes; soft, fair skin, and innocent face, the only evil act she could be guilty of would be giving a man the wrong impression of how she feels about him. Dressed in the plain garb of a simple barmaid, she completes her tasks with grace, and ease.

Every once in a while, she may joke with the customers or even tease them a little, but for the most part she keeps to herself. Rarely has anyone ever seen her frown, but if one is careful not to be noticed, one might see her gazing around the taproom, the purest look of disgust on her  face. Strangely enough, all that attempt to press themselves upon her, or accidentally spill a mug of ale on her shoes, have been known to disappear, or even be found as little more than ancient husks with all their vitality drained away. The people that know of this coincidence often think that the girl has some sort of overzealous guardian taking care of their helpful orphan. While they are impressed with how she has refused to become afraid at this prospect, they fear that her mysterious lover will come after her one day, expecting payment for its help. 

Background: No one is quite sure which power Cassandre developed first. It was clear from a young age that she was very different, because she was talking constantly to imaginary friends, and always in "the right place at the right time". As she grew older, she began to give her parents advice, as to which crop they should plant, the best time for harvest, when and where to buy their tools, and so forth. She had the ability to see several possible futures, and understand what steps would have to be taken to achieve each. Every time her parents took her advice, they would narrowly avoid a disaster of some sort. Eventually, they refused to make any important decisions without consulting Cassandre. This eventually led to her powers being revealed to the entire village. Up to that point, Cassandre's life had been pretty normal. Her parents accepted her imaginary friends as a slight eccentricity that went with seeing the future, and the other children her age disregarded it, because she always knew what games to play. 

During a festival, Cassandre father was offered a new tract of land for his farm. It wasn't cheap, and if it didn't pan out, he would go bankrupt. As he had to make a decision right at that moment, he asked his young daughter what she thought he should do. At first, she would not answer, but when he insisted; she told him the land would make him very, very rich. Later that night, at the local pub, her father was celebrating the fact that he had found a large box filled with coins on the new land. One of his friends asked why his daughter made all the important decisions for him. In his drunken stupor, Cassandre's father revealed everything. Now, as is the nature with something good, everyone wanted his, or her own fair share. The entire town would constantly bombard Cassandre with questions. What should they plant, was so, and so being faithful, who will vote for who, and so on. Also in the rare moments that Cassandre had to herself, she found her old friends wanted nothing to do with her. All alone, Cassandre was forced to keep herself company with her imaginary friends. In truth, these friends did actually exist. They were ghosts, and it was they who told Cassandre the future. Cassandre was the only one who could see them, so they crowded to her for company, and alleviating their loneliness. Over time, Cassandre devised a plan for vengeance against her village. When someone would come to her for advice, she would give that person the advice that would give that person what he or she wanted, but in the long run would cause the death of a child. In this manner, Cassandre was able to gain quite a large number of followers. No one ever questioned the rapid number of accidental deaths among the villages' youths. By the time she was 16, Cassandre was completely self-centered, egotistical, and immoral. She only cared about how a person could advance whatever goals she had set for herself. Then the war began. 

Several neighboring villages had banded together with the sole purpose of acquiring her a personal seer. As her own village joined together with others to fend off the attack, Cassandre saw a perfect opportunity. She began to refuse to make predictions. As her village lost battle after battle, they became desperate. Finally, Cassandre set a price. For every prediction, she was given whatever she desired. Very quickly, she had been given an elaborate home, beautiful furs, fine food, and glittering jewelry. The alliance that has sword to protect her launched an offensive, winning battle after battle. Victory seemed to be on the horizon. Unfortunately, Cassandre had other plans. Realizing that without a war, she wouldn't be able to remain in the lap of luxury very long, the seer contacted the other side. Fabricating a story that she, in fact, wished to help them, she began to give them predictions that would keep them from losing. In this way, Cassandre kept the whole valley in the grips of war for two years. Feeding both sides with just enough info to keep them fighting, and in her opulent surroundings. Countless numbers died on each side, until the entire valley had taken a side on the conflict. While Cassandre feasted on veal, and goose, soldiers and civilians starved. While she listened to bards, and watched plays, children who were just old enough to walk were trudging through mud-covered battlefields salvaging arrows. During this time, Cassandre became interested in magic. Considering the fact that her powers for divination might be honed, she even hired a mage to teach her the arcane ways of the wizard. Yet, Cassandre did not have the dedication to achieve anywhere near the power that she craved. 

The valley had never been rich in metal, but now, because of war, its resources were taxed completely. Cassandre was told daily of the suffering that was occurring, to which she offered her condolences, and turned back to her latest romance novel. Finally, both parties gained the employ of wizards. Through the bragging of her contacts, Cassandre learned that they each had a spell that would ensure victory in the next battle. As she gazed into the possible outcomes, it seemed that no matter what; the war was destined to end. The only question was who would be the victor. Then, Cassandre realized that there was one possible future she had not seen. What would happen if both spells were cast at the same time? She guessed that the battle would end in a stalemate (with massive casualties on both sides, of course) and the war would continue unabated. With a quick word to her contacts, Cassandre explained that is crucial to "The Cause" that the spell be cast at exactly 6:00. Not a minute sooner, or later. On the day of the battle, a thick mist settled on the valley. Cassandre took a seat where she figured she would be safe, and prepared to watch her plan play out. At exactly 6:00, the spells were cast. According to her calculations, the spells would fizzle each other out, and the battle would be fought man to man as usual. Instead, the spells combined and twisted. The added component of the mists seemed to magnify the effect, and a gigantic explosion engulfed the entire battlefield. The force blew Cassandre through the air, and into unconsciousness. When she awoke, she found herself in the domain of Miseria.
Current Sketch: Since ending up in Miseria, Cassandre has been working as a barmaid in a local pub. The kindly innkeeper, and his wife give her free room, and board, and let her keep all the tips she makes during a night's work. Still, she pines for the days when she could summon a feast by snapping her fingers. For this reason, she revels in her ability to use her undead servants to punish those she hates. Any that insult her (whether in reality, or just in her mind) find themselves the target of an onslaught of ghostly attackers, an impish spirit, or maybe possession. She is constantly biting back her true feelings, and hates the fact that everyone treats her with kindness. Having been used to so much selfishness in her early life, she cannot even consider these feelings are genuine, and without an ulterior motive. 

It seems that entering Ravenloft has both increased and decreased her powers. Her talent for divination has been completely corrupted by the Dark Powers. While she used to be able to see several futures, and how to bring them about, her visions only reveal one possible outcome, and any action she takes, regardless of what changes she makes in her plans, always comes true.  She has begun to second-guess herself. Meanwhile, her ability to see ghosts, which had been always secondary in her life, has been amplified. Any incorporeal undead in Miseria becomes hers to control. Not only does she have the ability to see, and command them, but she can also understand them, making them the perfect spies, and assassins. Also, whenever a ghost uses its aging attack, the life force is given to her. While she just begun to notice it, Cassandre has not aged a day since her arrival in Miseria. Cassandre's greatest desire is to once again have the entire valley treat her like royalty. Yet, any attempt to regain this status always fails. It seems she is now doomed to spend the rest of her unnaturally long life as a barmaid. 
Closing the Borders: When Cassandre wishes to close the borders, a wall of thick red fog surrounds the domain. For every round a character spends in the fog, they age by 5 years (saving throw with cumulative –1 penalty). If they do not leave the fog, they will eventually crumble to dust and become ghosts under Cassandre' control.

Combat: Few if any knows Cassandre to be the real lord of the domain, and she never had to fight for her life yet. Still, in order to protect herself, Cassandre took a little time to learn how to properly wield a dagger. Hiding it on her person, she is able to brandish it at a moment's notice. However, she hates the thought of getting her hands dirty, and will only use it as a last resort. As a very charismatic person, she will usually try to persuade others to fight for her. While Cassandre has minor talent in the Art, she knows how to use it to her best advantage. She has complete control over all incorporeal undead in her domain, and when she calls for aid, 2d4 incorporeal undead creatures (DM's choice) will appear over the next 3 rounds. If Cassandre is killed, she reforms as a ghost. In this form, she can do nothing to influence the people. In 2d4 days, she will become flesh again, and move on to a different town, where she can plot the deaths of those that defied her. The only way to permanently destroy her is for an exorcist of Saint-Ambroise to denounce her past crimes, and banish her form the world of the living. Of course, discovering what Cassandre has done to deserve her imprisonment is easier said than done.

Spell list (3): 1st level: Detect magic, detect undead, read magic, spook, wall of fog.

Prominent NPCs

Tyrian Valdrin

Half-Elf

10th-Level Thief / 8th –Level Fighter

True Neutral (with chaotic tendencies)

Armor Class

5

STR
11

Movement

12

DEX
17

Level


10/8

CON
12

Hit Points

53

INT
13

THAC0

13

WIS
13

No. of Attacks

1

CHA
8

Damage/Attack
1d6/1d8 (short sword)

Special Attacks
Backstab

Special Defenses
Nil

Magic Resistance
Nil

Age


60

Thief abilities:

Pick Pockets   
30%

Open Locks                95%

Find/Remove Traps    95%

Move Silently       
70%

Hide in Shadows    
85%

Detect Noise        
15%

Climb Walls        
95%

Read Languages           0%

Detect magic         
10%

Detect illusion        
15%

Bribe                    
10%

Tunneling             
10%

Escape bonds        
15%
Backstab 

x4


Weapon Specialization: Dagger, Short Sword, Staff 

Tyrian Valdrin is an expert tomb robber, quite possibly the best in all Miseria. He spends the majority of his time infiltrating graves and looting the treasures inside. For there is little else he can do. Tyrian Valdrin is a very rare occurrence. Tyrian is a half-elf. His mother was a sylvan elf who stumbled into Miseria from somewhere on Krynn. Of course, she was not welcomed by the xenophobic, superstitious folk, and they attempted to kill her; accusing her of bringing the evil spirits with her. (Of course, by the time she arrived, the ghosts had been terrorizing the populace for quite some time, so this idea was completely ludicrous.) As she sat in her cell in the town jail waiting to be burned, she was liberated by a man in black, who quickly, and deftly defeated the guards in care of her, released her from her bonds, and rode off with her into the night on his black horse. 


After hours of riding, the pair stopped deep in a forest. It was there that the man removed his black hood and revealed himself to his rider. He introduced himself as Lodris. He bid the elven maiden tell him her name. The elf, stricken by his handsomeness and weak from all that happened that day, managed to squeak out. “Salania Leafskipper.” Lodris then went on to explain that he was a master thief, and had been in town examining the mayor’s manor to find the best way to break in, and saw her in all the commotion with the townsfolk. When he saw her, he had been immediately taken with the strangely beautiful alien creature. He could not see her burn. So he had decided to break her out. Then he asked Salania to explain how she had come to Miseria. Lodris was confused by the talk of Krynn, elves, and dragons, but he also felt great pity for this poor creature so far from home. He bade Salania to stay with him, for he loved her, and she had nowhere else she could go. They later became inseparable. For several years they lived as best they could, keeping to the forests to hide Salania, and to keep as close to Nature as possible. Lodris built his stronghold deep in the forest, and stole what they needed. Eventually, they bore a son, whom they called Tyrian. Tyrian looked very odd from most, because even though he was a half-elf, he bore the dark eyes, hair, and skin tone of his father, while keeping the ears of his mother. His facial features were an odd mix of hard, and soft. 

As Tyrian grew, his father taught him the secrets of thievery, loving that Tyrian had infravision, and combat; and his mother raised him on the ways of the elves, and how to live with nature. His relationship with his mother was to be short lived, however, as the twisted, evil, cold nature of Ravenloft sapped her strength. Her sylvan nature needed the lush, rich forests, and Miseria did not suffice. So within years, she died. The nature of Miseria, and its habit of trapping spirits managed to bind Salania to the forest in which she lived. Her spirit still haunts the site at which her body was buried, singing of times gone by, and places long lost. Tyrian, and his father continued on, stealing and surviving. Tyrian aged too slowly for Lodris to manage, and the dashing thief grew older. 


While Lodris was known amongst the local law, they were not a large problem. Much more prominent were the spirits that were disturbed by the pair’s grave robbing. It was not uncommon for Tyrian, and Lodris to flee a tomb, or cemetery clutching their ill-gotten gains while frantically outrunning a zombie, skeleton, or ghost. It became a game to them. 

One day the game ended. While infiltrating a rather intricate tomb, Tyrian and his now aging father came across the largest horde of treasure that they had ever seen. They were entranced by the mass of precious stones, so much that they lost track of themselves. It would be a fatal mistake. They were rocketed back to reality by an otherworldly snarl. They quickly turned to see a monstrous ghoul looming in front of them. The ghoul struck Lodris, sending him to the ground, paralyzed. Tyrian, in pure terror, broke, and ran. Only after he had escaped the ghoul did he realize that he had let his father behind. When he heard the sickening crunch, he realized it was too late. His father’s spirit now resides in that tomb, unable to move beyond. Tyrian has never returned to that tomb, or his mother’s grave, for he blames himself for their torment. 


He continued to run, running farther than he had ever run before. He found himself in a town, the same town that had taken his mother to be burned so many years ago. He had never been there before, as his parents had kept him from that place for fear of townsfolk would do something to them. Tyrian, with his dark tones, and long hair obscuring his elven ears, walked into the town square nervously, and frightened by the large multitudes of people, passed out. He awoke in the same cell that had held his mother. He awoke to find the guards muttering about, “Another one.” Another what? Another elf? Tyrian thought. The only other elf he had ever known was his mother. Were there more elves around? Tyrian waited for the guards to rotate, and picked the lock of the cell quickly. He escaped into the night. 

He never returned to that town. Instead, he traveled to different towns inquiring about elves, often meeting with suspicion. No one seemed to know of the elves, except the occasional vague legend. From these encounters, Tyrian learned to move among the humans, though never to be friends with them. The only human he could ever love was his father, for the humans had done terrible things to his mother. Tyrian decided that the humans could never be his family, and the elves that he seeks are never to be found. 
From this, he took on a new name, a name relayed to him in the stories of the elves that his mother had told him in his early youth. He became Valdrin, the dark stealer. 


Tyrian Valdrin stills lives in the forest in the stronghold of his father, collecting rare artifacts and keeping them in a private collection. He is almost always in a grave, or tomb of some sort, adding to his collection.

Valdrin has taken up trading the residents of the villages that surround the forest in which he lives, trading in a black market with his ill-gotten gains for necessities that he cannot furnish himself. However, he keeps the exceptionally valuable artifacts that he steals, for he feels that he risked himself for them, so he gets first pick of the spoilings. He is known among the more underground trading persons as a good source of material. If the PC’s manage to establish a relationship with some local thieves, or illegal traders, they may learn of Valdrin. 

Valdrin has a penchant for rare, or exquisite pieces of art of metalwork, and if he sees one, he will be hard-pressed not to take it. 

Valdrin has encountered so many types of ghosts, and undead, he is very knowledgeable on almost any kind that will be found in Miseria. He also knows the layout of many of the cities at this point, and would be a good guide if convinced to give his services. 

Valdrin, if encountered, will be very cautious, and keep his guard. He has grown quite cold, and trusts no one. He will never reveal his name to be Tyrian. He is always Valdrin. 


Valdrin has two distinct phobias. He is afraid of crowds, for being alone all the time. He is also terrified of ghouls, and it will be almost impossible to keep him from running if he encounters one. If the PC’s are able to aid him in slaying one (not an easy task), they will earn great gratitude from him. 

Valdrin has yet to face his guilt in what he feels is his responsibility in the deaths of his mother, and father. It is a source of constant torment for him. Meeting the spirits of his parents would be a hard thing, indeed.

He is almost always successful in searching for secret doors, and traps. He has an iron will, which allows him to handle most things that would horrify others (except ghouls). 


He handles the dagger, short sword, and staff with exceptional skill, and fights barehanded well, also. A half-elf ends up fighting a lot. If the PC’ s are with him and encounter humans, expect a brawl.

Valdrin is of deeply tan skin, shoulder length black hair, and brown eyes. He is unusually big for a half-elf. He usually ties his hair back, but allows it hang loose when going to a public place, to hide his ears. He most often wears black from head to toe, and is generally clad in leather armor.

If the PC’s encounter him, it will be difficult to convince him to aid them, as he does not handle company well, and is rather rude. However, if the PC’s know anything about elves, the party contains demihumans, or the party offers some rare treasure, they will get Valdrin’s attention.

Boris Gustaffe

Half-Vistani

Dual Class 5th-Level Arcanist / 7th –Level Gypsy

Lawful Good

Armor Class

6

STR     13

Movement

12

DEX
16

Level


2

CON
15

Hit Points

33                    INT     18

THAC0

17

WIS     16

No. of Attacks

1

CHA
16

Damage/Attack
1d6/1d8 (short sword)

Special Attacks
Backstab

Special Defenses
Nil

Magic Resistance
Nil

Age


29

Weapon Proficiencies:  Dagger, Short Sword

Magical Items:  cloak of protection +2, Talon (+3 dagger of venom holding holy water within), Savior (silver short sword given to him from the Weathermays), 2 doses of zombie dust (a powder used to make the living slowly turn into undead),  vials of holy water, 1 potion of undead control,1 wooden stake, 1 holy symbol of Ezra (has been blessed by LG Ezra Priests, and contains a mirror on back, worn around the neck)

From the Journal of Boris Gustaffe:


To whoever reads this journal… This journal is a testament of my life as it now stands, I wish that the wisdom gleaned through years of anguish, and hard work Can someday be used by those who read this book. Prosperity be to you reader, and may fortune always be on your side.


I, Boris Gustaffe, was born on the banks of the Musarde River. My father was a male Caucasian, and my mother was a Giorgio, a Vistani. The love between my parents was a secret affair, not condoned, or accepted by anyone but them. My parents met while my father was helping deliver cargo down the Musarde River. His traveling companions felt it necessary to stop, and make camp on the riverbank one night while they were traveling. My father agreed, and the men set up camp, not knowing that a group of gypsies, or more precisely, a group of Vistani, was also making camp not far away. When the cargo-men found out about the Vistani, they wanted nothing to do with the strange people, fearing a curse would be put upon the head of any foolish enough to go snooping. My father was a brave, and curious man, however, and set out to see the gypsies, despite warnings to the contrary by his companions. When my father reached the gypsy camp, he hid among the shadows of Madame Mishka’s vardo. He watched as the strange, olive-skinned people danced widely around a campfire and sung many songs in a language he couldn’t understand. 


Eventually he saw my mother. I knew her to be a vision of loveliness as a child, at a time when lines of care where worn upon her face, and the years of raising me shown upon her. My father saw her as she was in her prime, a young vivacious woman of around 18 who had not a care in the world. He fell instantly in love with her. This growing obsession with my father to see, and profess his love for my mother drove the cautious man from the shadows and into the light of the large campfire. The men gypsies surrounded my father, grabbing him roughly, and hauling him away, as he screamed out the love he had for my mother. My mother took notice of my father’s good-natured looks, and deep blue eyes and wanted to get to know such a bold man. It was on that night that she set out to the cargo-men’s camp, when she had the chance to slip away, and came to meet my father. The two spent the night talking to one another, my father going on, and on about how lovely my mother looked in the moonlight, and the two agreed to see each other again. The two young lovers saw each other sporadically from that point on, always meeting in secret, and sharing no tells of their trysts together with those that knew them. Eventually the meeting of the two led to the birth of me. It was on that night of my birth that a tragic twist enters unto this story. 


My parents were joyous to see a healthy baby boy, with his mother’s olive skin and brown hair and brown eyes, and with an intelligent spark that shown in his eyes. The two had known for nine-months that this day would come, my mother always making up excuses in her tribe of why she was gaining weight. They now were faced with the choice of what to do. Begrudgingly they decided to inform my mother’s tribe of the birth, not knowing how awful a mistake such a decision truly was. After telling Madame Mishka about my birth, and informing the old Vistani that they were planning on being wed, my parents were treated to a cruel surprise. Madame Mishka was furious, she turned blood red, and said many curses in the Vistani tongue. She ordered that my father be killed along with the demon child he helped bring into the world, which of course was me! My mother watched in horror as my father was surrounded by the gypsy men, and brutally stabbed to death, his screams echoing out throughout the night. My mother saw all this and could do nothing, not really accepting all this as being real, thinking it more to the liking of a nightmare. Unfortunately for her, and her newborn son, the nightmare was real and was just beginning. The Vistani were going to kill me, and make sure that any memory of birth was not spoke of, except maybe by my mother. 


My mother, however, had different plans, when the gypsies came after me, her motherly instincts kicked in, and she began to run. She ran hurriedly into the surrounding forest, not knowing where to go, or how she would outrun the men. She ran for what seemed a half a day, at least that is what she told me when I was old enough. When she could run no farther, she dared look around, but was able to breathe a sigh of relief that no one was behind her. She said it was remarkable, the whole time she made her trek to the domain of Mordent, she said that I did not cry once, even though she was barely able to keep me fed. Her journey took about a half a week, at which point she found the town of Mordentshire, and decided on getting supplies for me. My mother was almost broke, never having any real amount of money, always relying upon the gypsies in her camp, or my father to support her. With what money she had, she was able to buy her and me some food. She searched about town, looking for a job with which to support the two of us. The townsfolk though, were hesitant to hire a Vistani, fearing that such an act would bring down the curse of my mother’s tribe. Eventually, though, my mother found a job being a cook for the rich folk of Heather House, the most prominent family in Mordentshire then, and now for that matter. Working for the Weathermay family, my mother was able to raise me into a young man of 16 years. She taught me to always obey the law, and to what was good. She taught me how to use divination magic, and the Weathermays taught me how to read. My mother was so impressed with the ease with which I learned things, she wished that I would attend Mordentshire’s boarding school, but I refused, wanting to work to help support her as she had done for me. 


The information I learned about my father’s death, and my parent’s meeting was gleaned exactly one night before my sixteenth birthday, and my mother’s death. I was sitting in what served as the living room of the building that we lived in on the Heather House estate, when my mother came to me, and told me that which I have told previously in this journal. I asked my mother why she disclosed this information to me, but she only looked at me with a sense of worry, and said that she “felt” that she should tell me, that it might be her last chance to. I looked up worriedly, telling her not to speak in such an ill way. She only smiled that sad way she was known to do, and said that no matter what happened to remember that she and my father always loved me, and to try my best to do well in the world. I promised her that I would always love her, and my father whom I had only heard of in bits, and pieces up until that night. I also promised to be the best I could, to strive to do good in the face of all things evil. My mother was pleased, she said goodnight to me, and that was the last time I saw her alive… The next day I awoke to find the estate of the Weathermays in an uproar. My beloved mother had been found near the well of the house; her very life seemingly sucked from her body. The Weathermays forbid me to see her corpse, but I insisted. What I beheld chilled me to the bone, and changed me for the rest of my life. I saw my beautiful mother, the very woman that had raised me from a child and who had taught me to do well, dead. Her body was aged beyond that which one can live. Her hair was stark white, and her skin was wrinkled and lay withered upon her bones. I…I…it still pains me to think of her that way, I will not dwell on it here anymore. I asked the Weathermays what could do such a thing to my mother. Surely a normal living, breathing creature could not do such a thing. They said, “Nay, tweren’t a living being, but a ghost.” I told them that ghosts only existed in fairy tales, in stories told by children to scare one another. They sat me down, and told me the truth. I was horrified to find that such creatures truly existed. I swore that I would hunt down the creatures, to destroy them, and their entire ilk. This was my calling, I was sure of it, and I would bend my utter will against such supernatural creatures. The Weathermays told me not to be in haste, to remember the old adage, “Don’t go seeking evil, and it won’t come seeking you.” I told them that the old adage was wrong that my mother never sought out evil, and that no one was safe until such creatures were destroyed. They agreed to let me leave, and pursue my quest, equipping me before I went so that I wouldn’t be without protection. They gave me the short sword “Savior”, a blade that wasn’t named until by myself. Appropriately named because I would have perished in my pursuit of evil if not for it. I set out into the world, ready to take on anything, not knowing the peril that I sought. I went out only knowing the divination magic my mother had taught me, and what little use I had with what was then an unnamed, silver short sword. 


My first brush with death came when I found the home of a ghostly arcanist that lied about five, or so miles outside of Mordentshire proper. I was very inexperienced then, and heading into things without using the good mind that Ezra had bestowed upon me. My battle with the arcanist was one with disaster, the creature used a chilling touch, and drained my strength from my bones, and I had barely enough strength to run for protection away from the creature. I decided on finding a weakness of the creature. I stayed in the shadows watching it as it moved about at night, never did it stir during the day I noticed. The creature never visited a section of its aging home were green ivy grew, abhorring the plant for some reason. It also spoke of a wand it had lost. I say spoke, I should say it whispered, a barely audible sound over the blowing of the wind. Observing this, and speculating the creature would depart if it found its wand. I searched about the house, on the outside, of course. I eventually found the wand, lying buried beneath the ivy in what must have been the creature’s rotted hand. Also lying amongst the decaying form I found a spellbook, full of the arcane rituals necessary for necromancy. I took the book for my own benefit, and then took the wand to the ghost. The creature looked angered until I handed over the wand, at which it turned around, and slowly dissipated, along with the wand. I learned on that day to rely more on the wits that had been bestowed upon me than to rely on my fighting skills. Don’t misunderstand me, though, I also recognized the need of proper fighting skills. One must be able to do battle if they are to rid the world of the creatures of the night, because some creatures don’t move on as peacefully as others. So I set out to gain experience and to help more innocent folk whom were being preyed upon and didn’t even know that their lives were in danger. 


My crusade took me through Darkon, through Barovia, through Invidia, and through the neighboring domain of Dementileu. I passed through other domains to get to these locales, but in those other domains I never saw anything or anyone that needed looking into. Surely if I had looked beneath the surface, I would have been able to discern some trouble. My crusade, however, was a hot-blooded one, one in which I didn’t tolerate inaction. The more I waited, searching for some sign of the supernatural, the more death, and suffering that would be had by the victims of these creatures. So I strove from domain to domain, with a grim goal, and an even grimmer outlook on life. I met others in my crusade. There were, to my surprise, other good-natured folks that had had their lives torn apart by some gruesome, vile creature. Some of these adventurers had reasons that resembled my own, others had darker, more hidden reasons for giving up a decent life, and going searching for death at the hands of the unknown. I joined a few adventuring parties during my crusade, but these either ended badly, with many party members meeting less than noble fates, or with me having to part ways because I had different ideas about such matters. I was restless, the image of my withered mother upon my mind’s eye, and I would not stop in my search for an end to the supernatural. I would have continued acting out of hate, and passion, slipping further and further from the goodness I sought so hard to protect, if not for the intervention by one man, Dr. Rudolph Van Richten. I met Dr. Van Richten one fateful night in Barovia. I say fateful for two reasons. On that night, I learned of the evil that was corrupting me, and I also came into possession of the most prized possession in my adventuring equipment. I was in the local tavern, drinking ale and pouring about some old tomes I had gotten from a local sage, one who keeps in secret fearing death at every corner. The tomes were of some help, revealing to me some information I could use in my latest adventure, to find and kill the creature that had attacked a family of wereravens. It might sound strange to hear that I took a job from a band of lycanthropes…  (The journal ends abruptly)

Kairin Grimalk 

Half-Elf

11th-Level Necromancer

Neutral Evil 

Armor Class

10
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13

Movement

12

DEX
14

Level


11

CON
14

Hit Points

40

INT
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THAC0

17

WIS
16

No. of Attacks

1
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Damage/Attack
1d6/1d6 (quarterstaff)

Special Attacks
Spells

Special Defenses
Spells

Magic Resistance
Nil

Age


45
Spells:

Animate Dead Animals, Corpse Link, Locate Remains, Spectral Voice, Living Link, Skeletal Hands, Bone Dance, False Face, Brainkill, Empathic Wound Transfer, Summon Spirit, Bind Undead, Bone Blight, Graft Flesh, Ghoul Gauntlet, Transmute Bone to Steel, Wound Conferral, Death Shroud, Life Force Transfer, Death Ward, Life Force Exchange 

Kairin Grimalk was a gentleman of stature in Dementlieu, learning the noble arts of fencing, music, and etiquette.  However, he had a fascination with death that was highly unusual for one in his position. Instead of mingling at parties, and courting ladies, as would be expected of him; Kairin would be found in the manor library, reading books on the occult, and the dreaded superstition, “MAGIC”.  Karin, to maintain somewhat of a good standing in Dementlieu society, would make brief appearances at required events, be seen, make idle small talk, then disappear quickly. Kairin found that he had a natural talent for necromancy, but could never tell anyone; hence he would be driven away.  


One night, in his mid twenties, during one of his frequent visits to the local graveyard, Kairin put his abilities to the test.  He stood over a coffin that awaited burial in the morning.  Kairin raised his hands, made his secret gestures, and spoke his forbidden words.  The RAISE DEAD spell was a success. Kairin heard movement in the coffin, and smiled to himself.  Yes, this power was very useful Kairin thought.  However, when the coffin opened, and the zombie crawled out, Kairin was overwhelmed with terror at what he saw, and ran from the graveyard into the Mists that had gathered to surround the place.   


When the Mists parted, Kairin found himself in Miseria.  He thought it a nice change from the place he had been; a chance to start again, but he was appalled when he saw the cultural level of this place. Kairin, being from a Renaissance domain, was shocked that he would find himself in a Chivalric place. Kairin decided to immediately bring these people to a proper level.  He attempted to establish himself as the lord of a town (which one will come later), but the local clergy was wary of this newcomer.  Kairin managed to establish a rulership for a short period, for his advanced education allowed him to impart information that allowed the towns farming and architecture to unheard of levels for Miserians. Knowing that the unusually high spiritual activity of the area made this place prime for developing his craft, Kairin continued his necromancy.  However, he was wise enough to keep it a secret, for the common folk were terrified of the ghosts, and would see him as an accessory to their activity.  


Kairin made a mistake however, when he started raising corpses to use to perform activities.  The clergy learned of this, and ran him from the town.  Kairin took up refuge deep in a forest, and continued his craft.  He found that he could sense the presence of incorporeal spirits, but could not see them. He could only perceive their most basic thoughts, and energies. In them all, Kairin could read a similar feeling.  A nagging pull towards Miseria, and a source of the pull.  Cassandra, being the “ghost magnet” that she is, drew spirits from all over Ravenloft.  From these spirits, Kairin learned of Cassandra, but does not know who, or where she is.  Kairin wishes to overthrow her and rule Miseria himself.  Once attaining what he felt to be adequate power, Kairin infiltrated yet another town some distance away.  The distance between the towns, and untrusting nature of the people of Miseria made the communication of Kairin’s abilities, and identity all but impossible to catch up with him. Kairin used his high-class charm, and intelligence to once again attain a high position in the society.  He is now a town elder, and uses it to his full advantage, while ever seeming the benevolent public mediator.  While Kairin has been gone from the original town for some time, some people still remember him.  Particularly the clergy members who ran him out.  If Kairin is ever confronted with this information, he will coolly deny the events, insisting that the self-righteous clergy of that place condemned him because his ways were not theirs, and he left of his own free will. 


Kairin has learned the secret to becoming a lich, but currently lacks the proper components to create the potion.  He may utilize the PC’s assist him in acquiring them.  At present, Kairin is torn in his desires.  On one side, he wishes to rule Miseria. Power is a very beautiful thing to him.  On the other, living forever, and continuing to develop his abilities is equally tempting.  He will most likely attempt to realize whichever goal proves itself to be easier to attain.  Little does Kairin realize that if Cassandra were ever to be truly destroyed, then he would become the new Darklord of Miseria.


Kairin, on the surface, remains ever the gentleman. PC’s meeting him will notice that he is unusually refined for the domain.   He will show good manners, but underneath all this, is extremely untrusting, and suspicious.  He likes to strike a gentleman’s deal, but often will not follow through on his end of the bargain unless it benefits him in some way.  Kairin still enjoys fencing, and playing the flute and mandolin.  He will gladly take on a challenge in either from a PC.  Winning will earn a favor from Kairin, but he is still a sore loser.  Kairin is extremely power hungry, and wants to acquire total control of Miseria.  

Kairin is extremely pale, has long blond hair, and piercing green eyes.  He still moves with an arrogant grace.  


Kairin does have a limitation.  From his time in Dementlieu, he has a post hypnotic suggestion left over.  While engaged in a gentlemanly contest, he cannot break the rules of the contest (meaning no raising zombies, kicking the groin, breaking the instruments of the PC’s, etc.). Before, or after the contest has formally begun, he has no restrictions, but while performing, he is bound.  Kairin still does understand why he cannot break the rules.  Therefore, when he can, he will attempt to deal with his opponents from afar, with zombies or whatever.  But if drawn into a duel of swords or music, he must follow the rules.  But do not underestimate him in that regard, he is still very good at both, without cheating. 

OVERLOOK ANNIE


Lying above Notre-Dame-des-Recifs, are several hills.  One of them is often the spot for the Annual Summer Festival, when merchants of all types set up their wares in the open air amidst a grand carnival atmosphere.  Another is the site of an ancient ambush, and is rumored to still be haunted by marching soldiers.  An odd collection of large white marble boulders found nowhere but atop one hill gives rise to the legend of two giants, who fought, and died there.  Yet another is rarely visited by adults, but often the congregation point of groups of children.  Worried parents allow their children to play on the open flat clearing, in spite of the treacherous cliff overlooking the city.  The odd reasoning for this in a ghost fearing populace is the hill is rumored to be haunted.


The Overlook, as the city’s residents call it, is a wide flat topped hill, sparsely populated with trees along the edges.  Its almost as if the gods had shaved off the top of a hill to create the football field sized area on the top.  On the city's side, the apparent shaving has continued, slicing off a vertical section leaving a steep rocky cliff.  A person falling from this 75 ft height would surely perish when hitting the rocks below.


Children often gather on the hill's top, running to and fro, and even up to the edge itself.  No fencing or rope exists to prevent anyone from falling over the edge, yet there are no reports of any accidental falls by children. There are a few suicides once in a while, but adults seem uncomfortable on the hill, and often stay away.


There are many rumors about the haunting, and why no children ever fall. One tells of a young girl that fell when the city was first built, and who stayed on as spirit to protect other children.  Another speaks of a merchant that died far from her home, and family, who now sees those surrounding her as if they were her family.  Yet another is of an old midwife who could never have children of her own. Even more; a cleric of an orphanage that hasn't let go of her charges; a very odd one of a she-wolf thinking that she was protecting her pups; a dryad who's tree has long gone fulfilling an ancient promise.  A darker tale speaks of a woman cursed after drowning her own children.  All the tales have a common element; the protection of the children on the hill, and the mysterious female.  The city even has a name for her: Overlook Annie.


Annie's actual history is long forgotten by the living city residents. Centuries ago she was the poor mother of a young girl who decided to enjoy a family picnic one sunny day after a long rain.  As they sat on the hill, several wicked mercenaries of "the Wyvern Band" came upon them.  The men caught up Annie, and began pushing the young hysterical girl back, and forth between themselves.  At one point, she broke free, running blindly toward the edge, where she slid on the wet grasses, and went over the cliff.  Annie wailed and thrashed about, injuring the man holding her.  He decided she was too much to handle, so he threw her after her daughter.


After death Annie's spirit remained.  She now sees all children on the hill as her own child, and acts to prevent them from falling, as she was prevented from doing in life.  She also has animosity towards adults, because of her poorness, and the attack by the mercenaries.  Adults are encouraged to leave, so that she can enjoy the company of the children as she did on that last day of her life.

Overlook Annie

Second- Magnitude Ghost, Lawful Neutral

Armor Class -1/6        
STR ---

Movement    Fl 12 (A)       
DEX---

Level/Hit Dice  5       
CON---

Hit Points  30      

INT  9

THACO       15      
WIS  9

Morale      20      

CHA  13


No of attacks   1       XP 2000

Damage/attack  as per telekinesis

Special Attacks: 
Cause Despair, Perform Telekinesis

Special Defenses:   Insubstantiality (semicorporeal), invisibility, rejuvenation, typical ghost magic immunities, +1/0 or better magical weapons to hit

Special Vulnerabilities:  Unable to leave a child in danger near edge, 

Insignia of Wyvern Band acts as Allergen


Appearance:  Overlook Annie is most often invisible.  On the rare times that she becomes visible-usually only the dates of her death, her daughter's birth, and the nights of the Annual Summer Festival, she appears as a vaguely female shaped haze with flowing hair.  Eyewitnesses often report the sound of a woman crying accompanying the sight.

Personality: Overlook Annie is calm, and peaceful when surrounded by the children playing on the Overlook.  After they leave, or when an adult comes into the picture, she becomes horribly saddened, almost distraught.  


Her origin is somewhat due to stewardship, as she now protects those who fall as she couldn't in life, but mostly because of her extremely emotional state at the time of her violent sudden death.  


Annie will always act to save a child falling on the hill.  She feels a sense of responsibility for them all.  She may be fooled into thinking a halfling, or elf in disguise is a child, especially if using a disguise proficiency.    


The insignia of the Wyvern Band, a long defunct mercenary group, may be used as an Allergen-as according to VRG.  The insignia can be located within very old town records, but only through extremely careful searching.

Combat:  Annie usually uses her semicorporeal state and Perform Telekinesis abilities to push fallers back upon the edge to save them.  These abilities could be used to do the reverse, however, in the case of an obvious foe. Her other ability, Cause Despair, is linked to her own sorrow.  Instead of the usual aura of despair, she directs this attack against an intruder.  A failed save produces a negative modifier to all dice rolls of  -3, as if she were 4th magnitude.  This is due to the focusing of the normal Cause Despair ability, mirroring her own.  The concentrated despair gives the victim a horrible feeling about the situation, as if they should leave quickly.  Most do.  A few that don't, end up as the infrequent suicides that happen off the Overlook.  None, of course, are ever attributed to Annie, because she is seen as a good spirit that protects the children of Notre-Dame-des-Recifs.

Spells
Curse of the Waking Dead

(Necromancy)

Level: 4 for priests, 6 for wizards

Sphere: Necromantic

Range: 20 yds.

Duration: permanent, or until removed

Area of Effect: 1 creature

Components: V, S, M

Casting Time: 1 rd.

Saving Throw: None

This horrid spell is used by priests, and wizards who guard tombs and graveyards. They use it very rarely, as it is the very last resort to punish grave robbing. Once cast upon an individual, it will not appear that anything has taken effect... until the subject of the spell enters a tomb, or graveyard. Once the grave robber enters an area where there are dead at rest, they will get a horrible feeling that something is definitely not right, and that they are going to die if they do not leave the grounds right away. This feeling results in a -1 to all attack rolls, and saving throws. If they do proceed to rob a grave or tomb, the results can be quite gruesome. As soon as they open the lid of a coffin or otherwise expose a dead body, an Animate Dead spell is triggered. The corpse that they are robbing, along with adjacent corpses, or corpses within the area of effect (see Animate Dead spell for details on area of effect and the number of animated corpses) will rise as zombies. The dead body that is being robbed will rise as a zombie with half of the hit points of the being that bestowed the curse. It has a movement rate of 12, is turned as a wight, and will follow the grave robber until he/she is slain, after which it will return to its grave. The remainder of the zombies will return to their graves after the robber has fled the graveyard, or if the he/she is slain. The lesser zombies will not leave the graveyard.

Note that this spell is not good in nature, as it creates undead, and a Powers check must be issued whenever it is cast. It is again used only as the very last resort to grave robbing.

The material components for this spell are earth from a grave, and an

eyeball from a corpse.

Magical Items

The Assassin's Claw

(1d6) +3 {1d6 depending on the accuracy of the blow, and +3 for it's magical attack adjustment (+3 to thac0 and damage)}

Armor piecing: The most fearsome power of the claw is its ability to pierce armor. Only the opponents AC modified by dexterity, and magical bonuses offer any resistance to the attack. Example: Grog the Brute has a dexterity of 17 (-3 to AC), and is wearing plate mail +1. His usual armor class is -1, but when attacked by the assassin's claw, his AC drops to 6 (-3 AC for dex, and -1 from plate +1). Every successful hit made by the claw has a cumulative 10% chance of permanently damaging the opponent’s armor rendering it useless until repaired by a blacksmith. Example: Grog is struck 3 times by the assassin's claw. The first two strikes Grog made his save, but on the third strike (30% chance), Grog failed, and his armor became useless. 

Proficiency in small blade weapons (such as a dagger, or stiletto) is sufficient in order to properly wield the claw, and catch an opponent off guard...

Description: The Assassin's Claw is composed of 5 razor sharp blades protruding along the fingers on the palm of an ordinary looking leather glove. The blades are made of a strange black colored metal with a slight green tint, suggesting an otherworldly origin. Dried blood can be seen covering the tips of the blades. The claw is generally paired with a similarly looking harmless leather glove to avert suspicion.

History: Little is known of the Assassin's Claw. The claw first made its appearance in Darkon in 732, having been discovered in a ghoul lord's treasure horde by a cunning professional assassin named Tybalt Lagaro. Over the next 5 years, the claw was utilized to destroy many of Ivana, and Ivan's political enemies in Borca, until Tybalt was challenged, and defeated by an unnamed Knight of the Shadows. An underling of Ivana stole the claw from the Knight's possession, and sold it at a black market in Il Aluk (before the big bang of 50') to a tall, pale man wearing a sparkling jade necklace hosting an ivory skull emblem. When asked about where he was from, or where he was going, the man mentioned something about a new land dubbed Miseria... slit the would-be merchant's throat, and fled into the night.

************************************************************************
About the Brotherhood :

The Miserian project began about a year ago when the old Kargatane message board was still alive. We wanted to create a domain for the Book of Shadows made up by the efforts of many Ravenloft fans from around the world! So it is that our brotherhood is composed of members from Canada to New Zealand! The task was not always easy as communication between us was often difficult, but here it is, and we dare hope you’ll like it as much as we. 

So we stand despite the distance between us, Brothers in the Mists!

Andreas J. Aumer III (The Masked Marauder), Missouri, USA: Our fearless leader in the mist, and instigator of the project. His vigilant work made all of this possible. A valuable friend to us all.

(Brom Van Tassel), Canada: The mastermind behind one of the most important additions to Miseria: the Darklord herself. 

(Edziu), USA: How old is this man? It remains a mystery, but he must be laidened with experience indeed, since he claims to keenly remember when he laid his hands on the first D&D basic boxed-set. His wisdom was an invaluable addition to our crusade.

(Boris Gustaffe), Kentucky, USA: We owe much to this one, since he provided his own message board so that we may communicate amongst each other. He didn’t stop there, of course, and helped us flesh out the domain in great detail.

Jason Janes (Dark One, or Valdrin), Illinois, USA: Another valiant soul (despite his nickname) in the project with us to the final round! He designed many of the wonderfully detailed NPCs.  We all hope to work with him again for next year Book of S_.

Marc-André Bédard (Thorgar), Québec, Canada: The man, the myth, the legend…  his dedication, and love for Ravenloft made working with him an honor.  With the support of fans such as he, Ravenloft will be alive, and well for many years to come.

Lost in the Mists, but not forgotten: These are our brothers whom mysteriously vanished never to be seen again.  However, without their contributions none of this would have been possible:

(Klaus), Brazil: (To whom we owe the fantastic drawing of Cassandre Desesprits)
(Nero), USA

(The Servitor of Shadows), New Zealand

(Chipper), USA

(The Grim Sage), Italy

(Thrax), Turkey

