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ORLD’S LARGEST CITY

AN INTRODUCTION
TO THE WORLD’S
LABGEST CITY

“While stands the Coliseum, Rome shall stand; When falls
the Coliseum, Rome shall fall; And when Rome falls — the
world.”

— Byron,

“Childe Harold's Pilgrimage”

“...to Carthage then I came, where a cauldron of unholy loves
sang all about mine ears.”

— St. Augustine,

Confessions

Since ancient times, great cities have loomed large, both
in the imagination and in fact. They are the capitals of
mighty empires; centers of intellect and art; places of
wonder and excitement. They are also cesspools of crimi-
nality and depravity, that can easily remove the sheen
from any visions of glory that a visitor may have brought
with him. For good and for ill, cities take every aspect of
civilization, pack them cheek-by-jowl and serve them up
in concentrated form. The greater the city, the stronger
the flavor of the experience it offers. What will happen
when you visit a great metropolis? No one can say for
sure, except that whatever it is, no other place in the
world could match it.

Welcome to The World's Largest City. Here you will find
the ultimate example of one thing that, it seems, no high
fantasy roleplaying campaign can ever really do without: a
city. No matter how many dungeons your heroes explore
and how many monster lairs they brave, they will always
have to find an urban center where they can buy supplies,
sell plunder for cash, get healed, and find a hook
for their next adventure. The World’s Largest
City provides you with a city like
no other, ready for you to
drop into your campaign
world with only a bit of
tailoring to smooth out
the edges. The metropo-
lis that unfolds in these
pages is designed to be the
greatest city in the known
world — a vast multiracial, mul-
ticultural hodgepodge of wealth,
culture, virtue, intrigue and villainy;
a place where anything can happen and
probably will at some point. If you need it
you can find it here; and youll find plenty of
people, creatures, places and things worth investi-
gating besides. The city herein is a mircocosm of the
world that revolves around it, and once your heroes enter
its gates, they will never be quite the same as before.

HOW TO USE THIS BOOK
Before you plunge into the bustling streets of the city,
though, it's worth explaining some of the philosophical
and technical aspects of this book in order to make the
contents easier to use.

First of all, we should make clear that we designed the
World’s Largest City — hereafter referred to as “the city”
— with a high fantasy campaign world in mind. All of the
core Dungeons & Dragons PC races are represented here.
A goodly selection of intelligent races whom you might
not expect to find in a city are here also, but they are
exotic minorities. The material contained herein is quite
versatile in that you will find NPCs, locations and plot
hooks suitable for a variety of adventure types. Whether
you prefer lots of hacking and slashing in your adven-
tures, powerful magic, political intrigue, thieving and
skullduggery, defending law and order, social climbing or
economic competition, you will find something here to
suit your fancy. You will even find touches of gothic hor-
ror in the Lamplighters District (map section H). But its
millieu is, above all, one of fantasy.

We would also like to make clear that The World’s Largest
City is both a less linear and a more story-oriented prod-
uct than many d20 adventures, including its predecessor,
The World's Largest Dungeon. Instead, it's something of a
cross between an adventure and a setting book. There is
no single overarching story line here for the heroes to
follow (except, perhaps, for the meta-story of the city’s
history and ongoing present). Instead, you will find here
a vast assortment of small stories, as well as hooks that are
defined only in general terms, so that you can connect
them to the larger campaign world of which you make it
a part. You may use any or all of the content in this book in

your campaign in whatever order circum-
stances dictate; just let the needs of the
moment guide you.



Also, we have chosen to condense and imply much
hard information, such as NPC and monster stats. While
useful, such information also takes up space, and we
wanted to devote as much as we could to including more
locations, more information about flavor and ambience,
and more story hooks. The Appendix will give you appro-
priate guidance for producing a full set of stats for any
NPC. For a more detailed explanation of how we organize
key information in this book, read on.

INFORMATION YOU’LL FIND HERE,

AND INFOBRMATION YOU WON’T
Sixteen chapters — one for each of the city’s administra-
tive districts — form the core of The World’s Largest City.
Each chapter begins with an overview of the district and
discussion of general concerns connected to more than
one location within the district. A list of important or
particularly interesting locations within the district then
follows. Each location reveals some important aspect of
the political, social, religious or economic dynamics of the
city; or it acts as a center of an activity that could draw PCs
into an adventure; or it is simply an intriguing place to
visit, a flash of color in the vast canvas of your campaign.

Each location listing begins with a map number and
name, followed by an overview of that location. Boxed
text provides a physical description — information that
you, as DM, can use to describe the place to your players.
This information may be functional in nature, or it may
set the mood of the place, or it may serve both of these
purposes. A brief description covering what happens
there and who does it follows the boxed text.

The category “Residents:” lists the NPCs that belong
to the location. We call them residents even if it’s a place
of business and no one actually lives there. If an NPC is
likely to be found at this location when the PCs go there,
he or she is a resident.

We do not provide stat blocks for every single NPC.
Given the sheer number of NPCs both great and small in
this book, we felt that doing so would prove cumbersome.
Instead, below “Residents,” you will find each major NPC
and each category of minor NPC with a key to a generic
set of information that provides an approximation of an
appropriate stat block. That key consists of the standard
Dungeons & Dragons 3.5 class and level abbreviations
(including the NPC classes described in the Dungeon
Master’s Guide), and is linked to generic stat blocks found
in the Appendix.

Boxed text below the list of NPCs describes any trea-
sure of note at the location, including magic items on
the person of the NPCs. In most cases, you as DM may
assume that NPCs have minor personal possessions and
pocket change on their persons, even if that is not
specified here. You will also note that certain large and /or
particularly wealthy locations, such as major temples
and the residences of venerable noble families leave you
considerable leeway as to the full extent of what your PCs

would dredge up if they searched comprehensis
loot. It would have been tedious and space-consumin,
list every single minor magic item or gemstone at som
these locations, so we stuck to major coin hoards, and the
most important personal items and magic items. Feel free:
to tailor these lists and fill in the details in such a way as
works best with your campaign. It's a big and wealthy city
with some very wealthy people in it.
Finally, the category “Activity” describes typical goings-
on at the location, and/or how the residents are likely to
react to the PCs’ presence.
The conclusion of each chapter describes one or more
meta-plots covering goings-on within the district and pos-
sibly connecting it with events and NPCs in other parts
of the city. In keeping with the non-sequential nature of
the book as a whole, they do not necessarily script out a
strict series of events for your PCs to follow; instead, they
describe opportunities for the PCs to involve themselves
more intimately in the life of the city, along with the pos-
sible consequences of doing so. You will also find at the
end of each chapter a random events table for that district.
As DM, you should feel free to use it as often or as little
as you like, or ignore it all together. We include them to
provide some flavor for each district, and you should take
them no more — or less — seriously than that.

DETAILS, DETAILS, DETAILS
For additional ideas on how to bring this city to life
in your gaming sessions, you could do worse than
to consult AEG’s Toolbox d20 supplement, which
contains page after page of handy charts and tables
for use in a Dungeons and Dragons campaign. In
particular, the tables in Chapter 3, which deal with
cities, are entirely appropriate for use with The
World's Largest City.

HOW TO USE THE WORLD’S LABGEST
CITY IN YOUR CAMPAIGN
How you incorporate The World's Largest City into your
campaign is pretty up much to you. You can drop it into
your campaign world whole, potentially utilizing every
bit of information on these pages, and also using the city
as a framework for creating locations and NPCs of your
own. Many of the adventure hooks set out here are meant
to connect the city with the outside world, and they are
framed in terms vague enough so that you may adapt
them to the particulars of your world simply by adding in
relevant details.
Similarly, you will notice that the vast majority of
buildings on the maps have no location number. They
are blank slates, waiting for you to fill them in according
to your needs and wants as DM. They also leave open the
possibility of allowing your PCs to buy real estate in the
city, in case they want to establish a safe house where



set up permanent residency in the city and give up the
andering life all together.

But it is also possible to pick and choose what you wish
to incorporate from this book into your campaign world.
Most of the locations described here can be made to stand
on their own, or ported into a campaign world by them-
selves with little or no adaptation. For instance, if you
need a temple to the god of destruction anywhere in your
world, the Priests of Calamity (see location J5) will fit the
bill. If you just want a rough-and-tumble tavern with pit
fights to entertain the customers, you could do worse
than to make use of The Reaper Tavern (see location N24),
And so on. The World’s Largest City offers you a long list
of parts that you can add on an ad hoc basis, if that's what
meets your needs best.

If you choose to incorporate the city into your cam-
paign as an entity unto itself, you should also look for the
hints that we've scattered throughout the book on how
your PCs can become part of the city’s fabric. Some hooks
suggest ways by which the PCs can gain allies among
those who hold power and authority (and not all of those
potential allies hold their power by respectable means).
Some location entries that describe important institu-
tions, such as the City Guard and various temples, list
criteria that PCs will have to meet if they wish to become
a member of that organization.

It is also possible that the City Council would decide to
ennoble a PC that has rendered the city truly extraordi-
nary service of some kind (see the discussion of nobility
below, at the end of the Government section). As DM,
you may use this as a discretionary way of rewarding
your players, or dangle it as goal toward which to strive.
However, there is a concrete prerequisite: The PC being
ennobled must be of 10th level or higher, or a have least 1
level of Aristocrat. A lower-level PC who is a commoner is
a highly unlikely candidate for the aristocracy, under any
circumstances.

THE WORLD’S LABGEST CITY:
BASIC FACTS AND CONTEXT
“What is the city but the people?”

— Shakespeare,

Coriolanus

OVERVIEW

The city occupies a section of land measuring about 4.5
miles west-east and 3.5 miles north-south. Ocean shore-
line marks its southern border, and the centerpiece of its
southwestern-most district is the port, which is built on
the best natural harbor for hundreds of miles in any direc-
tion. The coastal land to the southeast turns to marsh. The
elves found the enormous willows and mangrove trees in
this otherwise unprofitable patch of land congenial, and
so they claimed it as their own. To the northwest, stark,
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rocky bluffs set what would seem like another natural
border — except for the ingenuity of the dwarves, who
burrowed into them and, in their own way, turned them
into habitable land. The city walls extend across the
northeastern quadrant of the city, then due south along
the eastern edge of the Artisans District. This leaves
the Entertainment District, the Bazaar District and the
Lamplighters District outside of the walls, and indeed, all
of these districts either did not exist or were mere suburbs
when the walls were first built. The main thoroughfare
leading into and out of the city cuts a diagonal northeast-
southwest swath through the Bazaar District, the Main
Gates (location D1) of the City Walls and the Travelers
District, passes to the north of the Spire, and ends at the
steps of the Council Palace. All of the main roads leading
from other regions of the continent feed into the main
thoroughfare at various points, joining into a single great
stream, so that it may in truth be said that all roads ulti-
mately lead to the city.

With a steady stream of residents and potential resi-
dents coming and going all the time, it is difficult to
fix the city’s population with much precision (although
that doesn't stop the government and interested private
parties from trying; see location 124). However, best
estimates currently put the resident population at about
250,000, give or take a few. Of these long-term or perma-
nent residents, about 15% are dwarves and 15% are elves,
most of whom live in the enclaves set aside for their race.
The collection of evil demi-human races known as the
humanoids account for 10-15%; only a rough estimate
exists because no one has dared (or even considered it ter-
ribly worthwhile) to make an accurate accounting of their
overall population, not even the humanoids themselves.
Miscellaneous non-human races, including halflings and
gnomes, make up a further 15% of the population. The
remainder of the city’s residents are human, or of mixed
ancestry (half-elf, half-orc, etc.).

HISTORY

The city owes its existence to a feature of terrain with no
practical use at all. The Spire, as it is universally known,
is a spike of rock that rises 300 feet straight up into the
air out of otherwise flat surrounding ground. The Spire
has existed since time immemorial, so its origins lie well
beyond the realm of history. It is, however, an awe-inspir-
ing and thoroughly unnatural-looking piece of geology.
It is easy to understand how those who look upon it can
believe that it is not a natural feature of the landscape, but
the willed creation of a god.

The Spire’s supernatural appearance has placed it at the
center of most of the region’s religious beliefs and prac-
tices for as long as these lands have been inhabited. Long
before the city’s founding, the great human, elven and
dwarven kingdoms that dominated the region all claimed



the Spire as the most important sacred site of their respec-
tive religions. The fact that it stood at an important cross-
roads and within hailing distance of an excellent natural
harbor was important, too, but its status as sacred ground
even more so. The three kingdoms came together and
fought a terrible battle in the shadow of the Spire to settle
once an for all which one of them would have it for their
own.

But the battle settled no such thing. All three factions
stubbornly clung to the field even after they were too
exhausted to fight anymore. Equally unwilling to cede
ground, they had no choice but to make peace and share
the site. They agreed to build a city around the Spire, and
to share responsibility for governing it.

Under the treaty that came to function as the city's
charter, the elves were granted dominion over the coastal
wetlands to the southeast, while the dwarves gained con-
trol over the bluffs to the northwest. The former became
the Elven District (map section P) and the latter became
the Dwarven District (map section A), both official admin-
istrative districts of the city. But within their boundaries,
it was officially acknowledged that the elders of each race
could govern as they saw fit, without interference from
the City Council. In return, the elves and the dwarves
both agreed that the remainder of the city would exist as a
multiracial metropolis in which, because of their superior
numbers, the humans would probably always dominate
politics and the economy. Having districts of their own
allowed both the elves and the dwarves to retain their
self-respect as equal claimants to the Spire, even though
they would always be distinct minorities swamped by
the more numerous humans. No matter how much the
humans dominated the rest of the city, they would always
have their own areas where their word was law.

Blessed by the Spire
advantages — the city quickly grew into a vital trading

and the site’s geographical

center, a great and wealthy city where merchants, tour-
ists, fortune-seekers and pilgrims alike from all over the
known world came for business, amusement, adventure
or devotion.

But great cities have a way of drawing unwelcome
attention, as well. A horde of evil humanoid and gobli-
noid tribes, drawn by the role that the Spire played in
their own primitive religions, descended upon the city
with the aim of taking that sacred landmark for them-
selves. This humanoid army swept through the suburbs
outside the walls, but they could not break through the
Main Gate by force. A terrible siege ensued. The city’s
defenders resisted, led by the elite Palace Guard unit of
the City Guard and the Guardians of The Spire. At last,
a desperate sortie from the Main Gate broke through
the besiegers and pinned them against the bluffs to the
northwest. Here, however, the humanoids held fast, and
the city garrison was too exhausted to press the attack any
further.
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uneasy lull that followed, the humanoid horde
: an embassy demanding that they should be granted
quarter of the city as their own, because they, too, were
hildren of the Spire. The City Council refused, of course.
Why should they willingly rub shoulders with orcs and
‘gnolls? The presence of these... creatures... would be bad
for business. But the humanoids refused to move. Against
everyone else’s expectations, they found and cited a line
in the city charter that decreed that all who lived for a
sufficient period of time in the shadow of the Spire would
become citizens.
The Council were not pleased at this, but there was little
they could do. The siege had lasted long enough so that,
technically speaking, the humanoids had lived in sight
of the Spire long enough to qualify. The humanoids had
turned the city fathers’ own law against their descendants,
and even if the Council chose to argue the point that the
law should not apply to invading hordes, they did not
have enough armed might left to crush the humanoids
for good. The humanoids continued to hold the ruined
suburb. The city hastily flung up a wall along the front line
(the section that is now attached to the Colosseum), and a
group of arcane spellcasters joined their powers to cast a
monumental wall of force along the northern edge of what
now became the Humanoid District (see map section B).
Since then, the humanoids and the original three races
have learned to coexist, but never happily. Humanoids
gained representation on the Council, but only through
a non-humanoid proxy, and they are not allowed out
of the Humanoid District for any other reason without
official permission of the city government. Eventually,
the Council decided to make the best of the situation,
and they contracted with the humanoids to devote part
of their district to housing convicted criminals. It is an
uneasy arrangement, but one that has remained more or
less stable to the present day.

A NOTE ON TERMINOLOGY:
THE ‘“HUMANOIDS”’

The terminology in The World's Largest City agrees
with that used in the Dungeons & Dragons core
books except in one instance. The Monster Manual
defines “humanoids” as any demi-human intel-
ligent race, including elves, dwarves, halflings
and gnomes, as well as evil races such as orcs
and goblins. Here, however, we use “humanoids”
exclusively as a shorthand description of the loose
alliance of orcs, goblins, kobolds and other evil
demi-human races that attacked the city and who
now inhabit the Humanoid District. There should
be no confusion between the sense in which we
use the term, and the meaning that it has in the
Monster Manual.

S LARGEST CITY

GOVERNMENT

As is appropriate for a city founded in compromise, nego-
tiation and all-around exhaustion, the city is governed
by committee. Sixteen delegates, one from each district,
form the City Council, which meets in the Council Palace
(see location I1) and debates and decides all important
matters facing the city. The agreement of a majority of ten
delegates is required in order to enact a law or a tempo-
rary mandate, and much wheeling and dealing surrounds
most votes. Each delegate is chosen by acclamation of his
district and serves for life, or until retirement... or until
deposed by popular uprising. That last bit is not written
into the city charter, but it is from time to time a reality of
politics in the city.

It is also an improvised reality of politics in the city
that the Council is occasionally composed of more than
sixteen members. In practice, the Council may appoint
additional delegates for any reason, or to represent any
constituency not defined by geography. Exceptionally
wealthy individuals have been known to, essentially, buy
their way onto the Council. At such times, a 2/3 vote is
needed to pass a measure.

The Council members are a varied lot. The present
delegate from the Lamplighters District is a vampire
named Sir Milton Dennis (see location H2), and by all
appearances, he will be on the Council for quite a long
time to come. But some delegates are selected according
to local tradition. The Guards District is almost always
represented by the Lord Protector of the City Guard. The
Dwarven District is always represented by the senior clan
leader, and the Elven District sends their Chief Elder. The
Humanoid District is always represented by a human, who
may be a renegade who actually lives among the human-
oids (such as the current representative, Oswald Antarax,
location B3), or who may be someone who feels sorry for
them and the way the rest of the city treats them.

High officials appointed by the Council oversee various
functions of city government, but some departments are
better funded and wield more authority than others. The
City Treasurer (see location I3) is the most important and
powerful such official, with the Harbormaster (see loca-
tion M1) not terribly far behind. The City Guard holds
an especially powerful position in that it has considerable
popular respect, and almost always has direct representa-
tion on the Council. But most other departments are quite
weak, as they do not have the manpower or political clout
to get things done. Many of these lesser departments
exist in name only, and in order to accomplish anything
substantial in their bailiwick, the Council has to persuade
a noble or other such wealthy citizen to fund and manage
the project.

For instance, the city government does very little in
the area of maintaining public health. Whenever there
is substantial work to be done in fighting disease, the
temples do it. Whenever the government decides to erect
a monument, the task is farmed out to a noble or wealthy



commoner, who undertakes the project in exchange for
the privileges of patronage. Likewise with projects for
maintaining or repairing public structures like the city
walls or the sewers.

For more detailed discussions of the structure, func-
tions and character of the city’s politics and government,
see the location entries for the Government District (map
section I). Here is a brief list of the most important city
departments:

* City Guard. The City Guard combines the functions of an
army and a police force into a single organization, albeit
a large and multi-faceted one. The Guard has long been
the most respected public institution in the city. For a
detailed discussion of the structure and missions of the
City Guard, see the entries in the Guards District, as well
as the location entry for the Palace Guard (location 12).

* Treasury. Here, as in all great cities, money is a highly
reliable source of power, and the Council takes great
pains to make sure that its revenues are kept in good
hands. For more about the City Treasury and its opera-
tions, see location entry I3.

» Harbormaster. The city’s port is an economic lifeline,
connecting it with lands across the seas. Unless it
operates efficiently, many legitimate merchants (and
smugglers, for that matter) would find it impossible to
keep themselves open for business. For more about the
Harbormaster and the port, see the location entries for
the Docks District (map section M).

+ Navy. The Navy’s chief duty is to ensure the security
of ocean-going trade. Like the City Guard, it is also a
military force charged with defending the city from
seaborne attack by foreign foes. It has been generations
since any such threat has reared its head, but one could
argue that the larger pirate bands — the ones powerful
enough to take over an island and use it as a base of
operations — are more or less the equivalent of hostile
sovereign powers. Certainly, to a city that relies so heav-
ily on commerce with lands across the seas, any serious
threat to foreign trade is almost as great crisis as physical
invasion. For a more detailed discussion of the Navy and
its structure and missions, see the entries in the Naval
District (map section O).

* Criminal Courts. Ultimate authority in the city rests with
the City Council, but it obviously has too much on its
plate without having to decide the fate of every petty
thief and vandal in this vast city, or having to adjudi-
cate every claim over a broken contract. The Criminal
Courts handle all matters of crime and punishment on
their behalf, and rule on civil disputes as well. Nobles
appointed by the Council sit in judgment and hear
cases, and rule on guilt or innocence, and the extent
of punishment (most criminals convicted of serious
crimes are simply thrown into the Humanoid District
and forgotten). Extensive knowledge of the city’s laws

is not necessarily required of one appointed tc
judge (although it does help); noble rank is a nece
however. For more about the Criminal Courts and
operation, see location entry F16. '

* Criers. Actually, this is not a city department, but it
a function (if loosely controlled) of city governmen

that bears mentioning. The Council contracts with the

Criers Guild (see location 115) to declare proclamations,
whenever news needs to be spread quickly throughout

the city.

In addition, it should be noted that the City Council
reserves for itself the right to reward individuals who
have rendered the city great service (whether for a single
extraordinary deed, or an entire career) by ennobling
them. An ennobled individual wins the privilege of being
addressed as “Sir,” or “Lady,” as well more material rewards
— a grant of cash, trade goods or items; an annuity paid
in cash or trade goods; real estate; or some combination
thereof. At the very least, the new noble party gains the
right to buy real estate in the Nobles District (map section
E) and live there. The noble’s spouse also gains the title of
“Sir” or “Lady” (as appropriate). If the Council declares that
the title is hereditary, the noble’s first-born child becomes
heir to the title and all privileges that come with it.

In practice, however, the city's aristocracy can gain for
themselves considerable leeway in how they apply the
rules of noble privilege and inheritance to their own situ-
ations. Noble families that intermarry may also combine
their family names, as was the case with the Rotburn-
Sievers clan (see location E15). All such fine points of her-
aldry are handled by the tribunes at the Hall of Heraldry
(see location E17).

SOCIAL DYNAMICS
The city’s social dynamics flow along two different paths,
one racial and the other based on wealth and social class.
The two frequently intersect, of course, but this distinc-
tion nonetheless provides a sound basis for understanding
how the city’s citizens interact with each other and see
their place in the larger scheme of things.

The three races who founded the city get along well
enough with each other. This is not a matter of loving one’s
neighbor so much as it is having lived in close proximity
for so long that one barely thinks anything of it anymore.
The humans, dwarves and elves don't exactly hold hands
and sing campfire songs with each other, but they do
respect each other’s turf and their right to worship at the
Spire. Dwarves and elves may go about the entire city as
they please without any fear of hostility from humans.
Humans are not permitted in the Dwarven and Elven
Districts without official permission, but when they enter

those parts of town, they do so without feeling any overt |

hostility toward them. The dwarves rarely enforce any
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objections, and the wealthier humans generally have
the run of the place. Elves hold to their prerogative more
closely, but accept the coin of non-elven tourists who
make a holiday out of taking in their exotic way of life.
Other good and neutral-aligned demi-human races,
such as halflings and gnomes, also inhabit the city, but
in smaller numbers. Even so, they generally have little
trouble blending into the city's social fabric and carving
out their own niches. In this vast, varied and cosmopolitan
place, almost no one gives their presence a second thought.
Their numbers are not large enough to threaten anyone
else’s position in the larger scheme, and they sometimes
fill important roles in both the private and public sectors.
But the same cannot be said of the humanoids. All of
the three major races hold them in contempt, and some
even regard them with abject loathing. They are newcom-
ers, they are uncouth, their claim to be Children of the
Spire beggars belief and, well, they're orcs and gnolls and
goblins... and suchlike.... Any one of those things would be
bad enough, but taken all together, well.... The other races
believe the humanoids fit for only the most menial and
least desirable jobs, such as taking care of common crimi-
nals. The humanoids know well how the other races feel
about them, but they've staked their claim to the Spire and
they're not backing down from it. As long as the various
race-based tribes that compose their horde stick together,
their god will someday return and affirm their claim to be
the true Children of the Spire.

It should be noted, however, that the humanoids’
notion of ‘sticking together' strikes the other races as
quite odd. Once the settlement that granted humanoids
part of the city as their own went into effect, the cohesion
that had allowed them to come so close to conquering
the city altogether collapsed. Suddenly left to their own
devices, the various tribes and war bands turned on each
other and began to squabble over the territory allotted to
them. Intramural warfare has been a constant of life in
the Humanoid District since then, and the various tribal
groups hate each other as much as they loathe the humans,
elves and dwarves.

In terms of distinctions based on social status and
wealth, the social structure of the city bears marks of both
a feudal aristocracy and a plutocracy. Even though there
is no monarch to serve, many families down through the
ages have been rewarded for service to city with property,
generous pensions and hereditary titles. Many ennobled
families have become so through military service, but
Council membership and some other high offices also
qualify one for nobility. And, as in any place where there
are plenty of opportunities to become rich, one may also
buy the trappings of gentility if one has enough coin in
hand. Wealth can translate into fame, and fame into high
political office, so in an indirect sense it is possible to start
with nothing and eventually get rich enough to buy one’s
way into the aristocracy.




Skilled artisans, professionals (such as scholars, apothe-
caries and lawyers), tradesmen and merchants who haven't
yet struck it rich form something of a middle class. These
folk support themselves in modest, but cozy style and have
earned a measure of dignity, but they still bow to and curry
favor from those wealthier and more noble than they.
Common laborers, petty criminals and the indigent form
the base of the social pyramid. Soldiers fall somewhere in
between the middle and the bottom; for although the City
Guard rank-and-file are paid but modestly well (one could
generally earn a more lucrative living as a mercenary), the
institution has such deep and broad respect among the
citizenry that service in it automatically confers respect-

ability.

ECONOMY

Trade forms the basis of the city’s economy. Its size makes
it a substantial importer of food and raw materials such
as metal ingots, lumber, wool, cotton and silk. The sheer
number of jewelers makes it an excellent place to sell gem-
stones. The sheer amount of wealth bulging at the coffers
of its highest and mightiest residents make it an excellent
market for exotic luxury items from abroad. In return, its
traders and craftsmen export finished goods to all corners
of the known world.

Because of its excellent harbor, the city is also a natural
focal point for ocean-going trade. Anyone who wants to
reach faraway lands across the seas (as well as anyone
from faraway lands who wants to come to this region
of the world) must pass through the city. Unusual and
intriguing goods of all sorts— some of them magical in
nature— flow into the city from abroad. The city makes

a natural home for anyone who wants to make a
through trading with distant lands, as well as those
dream of adventure on and across the high seas.
Tourism, both religious and secular, forms a signifi-
cant part of the city’s economy. Attractions such as the
Colosseum games, the Lamplighters District and even
the procession of the Guardians of the Spire draw visitors
from outlying regions. Given the universal veneration of
the Spire, it would be entirely surprising if the city did
not see constant traffic in pilgrims who want to see it for
themselves, if only once in their lives.
As to those who actually do the city’s work, trade and
professional guilds represent the interests of different
groups of craftsmen, tradesmen and skilled laborers. Each
guild stands for every citizen who follows that line of
work, the idea being that if every mason, weaver, potter,
etc. stands together under their own guild banner, they
will have strength in numbers that they would not have
acting on their own. Every tradesman pays annual dues to
his guild, and in return receives the guarantee of a modest
pension upon retirement, or in case disability prevents
him from working. Guilds also represent their members'
political interests, petitioning the Council, noble families
or temples for help as needed.
Here is a list of the city’s guilds:

* Apothecaries. In a city where there are plenty of clerics
who will heal and cure for a suitable offering, advanced
medical science is simply not necessary. But a small
number of apothecaries carve out a living by supply-
ing herbal remedies to those who cannot afford divine
healing, or have ailments too trivial to trouble a priest
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thal. Their guild tries to insure the quality of herbs
~ and other raw ingredients that their members import.
They also keep an eye on the temples (especially those
smaller and less reputable cults) to make sure that
the priests are not selling their services too cheaply,
thereby making the apothecary’s trade irrelevant.
Bakers. This guild includes all who prepare breads
and pastries. In order to ensure the quality and steady
supply of flour to its members, the Bakers Guild has
invested heavily in mills in outlying districts. It has also
backed expeditions to faraway lands to investigate new
varieties of grain and identify backup sources of supply,
in case of local drought and famine.

Blacksmiths (location F33). The Blacksmiths Guild
includes armorers and weaponsmiths as well as smiths
who fashion more mundane items, which makes gives
this guild a lot of political heft. Shoeing horses and
forging tools doesn't bring you much attention, but
when your members supply the City Guard with arms
and armor, you become friends with the most widely
respected organization in the city. Because of their close
relationship with their favorite armorers and weapon-
smiths, the City Guard will usually lend their political
influence to the Blacksmiths Guild in any dispute.
Brewers. This guild includes those who distill spirits
from grains, as well as brewers. They maintain a strong
rivalry with the Vintners Guild, whose members they
regard as snobs. The Brewers Guild maintains strong
commercial ties with outlying farming areas, from
which they get their raw materials.

Carpenters (location L32). This guild includes all wood-
workers, whether they specialize in construction proj-
ects, crafting functional items or fashioning decorative
items. The Carpenters Guild has long-standing com-
mercial ties to outlying regions, in particular with the
sawyers who supply them with wood.

Clothiers. This guild includes tailors, furriers and every-
one else who fashions clothes and apparel from cloth,
wool, silk or fur, The Clothiers Guild maintains close
ties with the Weavers Guild, and usually supports them
without hesitation whenever the Weavers feel threat-
ened. The only point of contention between them (and
is an important one) is the matter of imported fabrics.
Unlike the weavers, the Clothiers Guild encourages the
importation of fabrics from abroad, both to limit the
ability of native weavers to control the price of cloth,
and to offer their customers a wider variety of prod-
ucts.

Cooks. This guild includes all who prepare food (other
than bread), whether they labor over a common tavern
spit, or assemble great feasts for the well-to-do. Even
the cooks who serve in noble households are guild
members; no common servants they, and they are
treated as skilled professionals worthy of respect.

LARGEST CITY

Coopers (location N1). This guild includes all who make
barrels, casks and other such containers. The Coopers
Guild maintains close relationships with the Brewers
and Vintners Guilds, as well as the Navy and shipown-
ers — in other words, they take care to stay friends with
their best customers.

Courtesans. This guild includes all who are paid to
provide companionship. Brothels are less legal in the
city, although they require a license from the Master
of Games (see location C5) in order to set up in the
Entertainment District.

Criers (location I15). As noted above, the Criers Guild
does so much of its business with the city government
that it is practically the Council's own press office. But
it also receives business from private clients who want
to make public announcements.

Entertainers (location C21). At one point, the city had
separate guilds for different kinds of entertainers.
There were guilds for actors, musicians, jesters, bards,
jugglers, tumblers, puppeteers, and so on. But all of
them eventually merged into a single guild for two
basic reasons. First, each guild by itself was too small to
exert much pull. Also, too many entertainers had (or at
least, considered themselves to have) multiple talents,
and divided their loyalties between more than one
guild. Now, all entertainers are represented by a single
guild organization, and it is one of the largest (as well
as one of the most varied and flamboyant) guilds in the
city.

Fishermen (location M33). The elves do not permit com-
mercial fishing in their district, so the Fishermen Guild
includes only coastal and ocean-going fishermen based
in the rest of the city.

Gamesters. This guild includes all those who run games
of chance. This is not one of the city’s more reputable
guilds, but in fact, they regulate as well as represent their
members. The Gamesters Guild routinely inspect their
own membership to make sure that their games are
(reasonably) honest, as well as defend members against
accusations of cheating.

Gravediggers. The Gravediggers Guild does not have the
standing or numbers that it did in the city’s early years,
simply because there are so few burials now, compared
to earlier times. Even so, it limps onward on the dues of
the funeral workers who remain in the city. The guild
has long tried, without success, to incorporate the
dwarves who tend to the Mausoleum in the Dwarven
District (see location A10), but they insist that their
jobs are a defining characteristic of their racial identity,
rather than a mere profession.

Jewelers. The Jewelers Guild includes gemcutters, gold-
smiths and silversmiths, as well as everyone who crafts
gemstones and/or precious metals into luxury items.
As you might expect, this is one of the city’s wealthier
guilds.



* Lamplighters (location L9). The only individual guild to
have a district named after it, the Lamplighters Guild is
a private organization that organizes and carries out the
lighting of street lamps every night.

* Lawyers. The will of the City Council, capricious though
it may be sometimes, is the most important source of
authority in the city. But the city is large and ancient
enough to have built up a canon of laws that determine
what can and cannot be done in the absence of a direct
edict by the Council. The Lawyers Guild includes the
small group of scholars who devote themselves to
studying and parsing those laws and selling their exper-
tise to the public.

* Leatherworkers. This guild includes tanners and all who
make goods and garments from animal hide, except for
shoes. The crafting of leather and hide armor is covered
by the Blacksmiths Guild, however, since they repre-

sent armorers.

» Longshoremen (location M20). Carts and wagons provide
the vast majority of cargo transportation in the city,
but ships must be unloaded by hand. So the guild that

encompasses all those who bear loads for their daily

INTRODUC"

bread is called the Longshoremen Guild because
of its members work on the docks, loading and unle
ing merchant ships. Because an unusually high prope
tion of longshoremen are oversized humanoids (like: .
giants), this membership of this guild is both motley f3
and physically intimidating compared to those of other
guilds.
Maritime Officers (location M38). Sailors are sailors
and officers are officers, and never shall the two share
the same professional association. So officers have
their own guild, separate from the Sailors Guild. The
Maritime Officers Guild has a much smaller member-
ship, of course, but they enjoy standing on the dignity
of rank. The guild pushes for vigorous prosecution of
mutineers in the Criminal Courts and mediates disputes
between their members and the merchants and nobles
who employ them. It is also quite a wealthy guild, con-
sidering its small size. Career naval officers do not join
the Maritime Officers Guild, just as City Guardsmen do
not join the Mercenaries Guild; the armed services take
care of them, so they don't need a guild.
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ons (location L23). This guild includes bricklayers, as
ell as those who work with stone for construction pur-
 poses. Historically, they have close ties to the Sculptors
Guild because members of the two work together on the
construction of monuments and buildings that feature a
lot of decorative stone carving.
Mercenaries. The City Guard, the Guardians of the Spire
and the Wyrm’s Scales give the city all the official and
semi-official protection it needs. But a thriving market
for hired blades exists nonetheless, fed by demand for
caravan guards, private bodyguards and the like. Noble
families have even been known to hire small private
armies to settle feuds. The Mercenaries Guild provides
a labor exchange, and is also notoriously effective at
settling disputes between employers and its members.
It draws many (though by no means all) of its members
from cashiered City Guardsmen, would-be enlistees
who couldn't meet Guard standards, as well as apostate
Guardians of the Spire. Humanoids are disproportion-
ately represented in this guild, also.

« Painters (location L14). This is a small, but elite artisans

guild for portraitists and other decorative painters. Its
members rely almost exclusively on patronage from
nobles and wealthy commoners for their living. As
a result, they feel ill at ease around other guildsmen,
except sculptors and entertainers.

Potters. This guild includes all who make clay vessels for
mundane or decorative purposes.

Runners. This guild includes all professional messengers
and couriers. Private messenger firms form a primitive
postal system within the city, and reputable firms will
only employ guild members. The Runners Guild is
unusual in that it values youths and ingenuity, whereas
most craft and professional guilds enshrine the virtues
of experience and tradition. Other guildsmen therefore
tend to regard the runners as whelps and upstarts, and
indeed, their membership skews younger than most
other guilds.

Sailors (location M8). This guild includes all ordinary
seamen, as well as the crew of freshwater vessels such
as those that ply the Elven District. Ships’ officers
have their own professional organization, the Maritime
Officers Guild. Elves that navigate the Elven District
form a clique within the guild and remain aloof from
other members. The Sailors Guild maintains a somewhat
adversarial relationship with the Maritime Officers Guild
(as well as ship owners), as it bargains for higher pay and
defends its members against accusations of mutiny and
dereliction of duty. The Sailors Guild also provides bare-
bones support services for the families of ocean-going
sailors (who are away from home for long periods of
time) and also sells life insurance to its members.

Scribes (location 111). This guild represents the clerks
who transcribe documents. The city government
employs a veritable army of scribes all by itself.
Sculptors (location L20). This is another elite artisans
guild, but its members are not as snobbish as painters
because they are often called upon to work alongside
masons in the building trade. Sculptors also rely heav-
ily upon private commissions from aristocrats and the
wealthy, and from time to time a fortunate sculptor gets
to work on a civic monument.

Shipwrights (location O3). This guild includes those
who design and construct ships, boats, barges and other
water-borne vessels. The Shipwrights Guild maintains
close ties with the Navy, which is a constant and lucra-
tive source of commissions. However, rumors have long
circulated that it also has clandestine relationships with
smugglers and pirates. Elven shipwrights, who build
barges and gondolas for use in the Elven District, do not
belong to this guild.

Teamsters (location N6). This guild includes hostlers,
as well as those who drive carts, wagons, carriages and
other animal-drawn conveyances. The Teamsters Guild
is hardly the city’s most glamorous. The guild also
regards the Runners Guild with some suspicion, fearing



that messenger companies will start employing giants
and other large humanoids to steal business from them.
An entrepreneur in the Warehouse District named
Norman Corbisher (see location N8) is also causing a
stir within the guild by employing ogres as cargo bear-
ers. But the teamsters know that their work, though
humble, is crucial to the life of the city, and they can
literally bring it to a standstill if they so choose.

» Thieves (see location G3). In its own warped sort of way,
the Thieves Guild is the largest and most influential of
the city’s trade guilds. It has its hands in illicit activity
in almost every district, and aggressively tries to clamp
down on any “freelancers” who try thieving without
their permission.

* Tinkers. The Tinkers Guild represents all shoemakers,
whether they serve wealthy or humble customers.
They cooperate with the Leatherworkers Guild when it
comes to matter concerning the supply of leather and
hides, because their interests almost always coincide.

* Vintners. This guild includes those who distill spirits
from fruits, as well as winemakers. The winemakers
regard beer and ale as hoi polloi, fit only for boors and
slobs. They prefer to have nothing to do with brewers
and so insist on maintaining their own guild, despite
the fact that both make alcoholic beverages for a living,
and that neither guild is exceptionally large, wealthy or
influential.

» Weavers (location N12). This guild includes everyone
who creates cloth from raw fiber, whether it be wool,
silk or plant fiber. The Weavers Guild maintains a gen-
erally friendly relationship with the Clothiers Guild,
but resents the use of fabrics imported from outside
the city (and therefore woven by someone else). The
guild periodically petitions the Governing Council for
prohibitively high tariffs on imported fabrics. It is a ven-
erable institution in the Warehouse District, historically
wealthy and powerful compared to most other guilds.
Because of this, the head of the Weavers Guild gener-
ally has an inside track on getting the district’s Council
seat.

BELIGION
Practically every religion in this part of the world reveres
the Spire. Almost all of them believe that the Spire was
created by (or is otherwise intimately connected with)
their creator deity, hence its divine nature. This god takes
different names and different racial affinities in each reli-
gion, but the same rough template stamps the mythology
that underlies every one of them. But all of these sects
believe (admittedly, with varying degrees of fervor) that
their version of god is the true god, their faith is the true
faith, and that their followers and them alone are the true
Children of the Spire — a chosen people whom their god
has singled out for its blessing. Many of these religions
are apocalyptic in their beliefs, in that they preach that
someday their god will return and make explicit to every-

one else what the sect had known all along —
will of the true god decrees that their followers
hold dominion over the Spire, the surrounding lands, as
all who live on those lands. This apotheosis of the el

smiting of those who belong to the false religions... but
then again, it might.... The belief varies from sect to sect,
as does the exact degree of smiting involved.

But as far as the religious life of the city is concerned,
not all sects are created equal. As is the way of things, in
practice, there are religions, and then there are... cults.

Three ancient sects dominate the religious life of the
city. They are racial in nature — the ancient faiths of the
humans, dwarves and elves who founded the city. It is those
three that inhabit the great temples that effectively cordon
off the Spire from anyone else who wants to get close to it.
They got here first, and every third-rate street preacher who
comes along after will just have to deal with that.

Of course, other sects, most of them aspiring to some-
thing more than third-rate status came along afterward
and they want their plot of sacred ground, too. Not all of
these religions are racially exclusive, as are the original
three sects. Their deity may represent an abstract prin-
ciple, such as luck or war. Or it may be a national god;
some foreign kingdoms want that their priests should
be represented in the shadow of the Spire. Smaller sects
have splintered off from the three main racial religions
as well, although not all of those groups have survived
through the ages. The largest and most successful of these
by far is the human racial sect known as the True Children
(see location J3). Unlike many other offshoot sects, it still
thrives today. All of them keep smaller, less impressive
temples as close to the Spire as they can get. With the pos-
sible exception of the True Children, none of them will
ever be as respectable as the original three sects, however.

The humanoids also revere the Spire. That's why they're
here in the first place, after all. They do so through a
jumble of racial/tribal cults that jostle each other for atten-
tion within the rough patchwork of the humanoid com-
munity. However, that lack of unity, along with the formal
restrictions on their ability to move about outside their
own district, has prevented the humanoids from gaining
representation at the foot of the Spire that they feel they
deserve.

Of course, in a city as varied and lively as this one,
almost anyone with enough ambition and spiritual fervor
can start his or her own religion. The Freelance Worship
Hall (se e location J15) gets by on collecting rental fees
from tiny sects with more faith than followers, who can-
not afford a temple of their own. Preachers who lack even
a small steady following can find a free place to spread
their message in the Park of the Divine Vista (see loca- 7
tion J7). Such folk gravitate to the Spire and they are by
no means rare, or else the city would not have seen fit to
devote public space to them.
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ith such a jumble of religious practice to choose and intelligent races, with the elves (of course) as their
m, most in the city hedge their bets and do not limit favorite. However, the father deity then drowned in the
emselves to one sect. Everyone has their own racial primordial deep and the mother deity, in her sorrow,
religion as a matter of default. But most will also take on leapt from the earth into sky and in the process, created
one or more religions of abstraction in addition to their the heavens. The Spire, in their belief system, marks the
racial religion. For instance, a human sailor might belong beginning of her path; it is a strand of earth that pulled
to the Children of the Creator (see below, and location up after her as she ascended. She remains in the heav-
J2), but also worship the god of the sea (and maybe the ens, and so for the elves, who await her return, living in
goddess of luck, for good measure). A dwarven apothecary and among the trees is a sort of continual communion
would belong to the Stone God Fellowship (see below, with her. The Lady of the Heavens (the church, not the
and location J11), but might also worship the goddess of goddess herself) maintains generally friendly relation-
compassion (see location N36). A half-orc assassin might ships with druidic cults, and visiting non-elven druids
believe in one of the orcish tribal religions that flourish in have a sacred grove of their own in the Elven District
the Humanoid District, but also belong to a cult revering (see location P25).
death and destruction, such as the Priests of Calamity (see ~ * Humanoid Sects and Sub-sects. The various humanoid races
location J5). And so on. have their own sects and sub-sects, and so their beliefs
The Guardians of the Spire (see location J4), the warrior- and practices vary. They are united, however, in the
monks who have taken it upon themselves to guard the belief that their creator god departed from this world to
Spire, are a multi-racial and multi-denominational order. test the worthiness of his children. If they proved their
They accept any candidate with an appropriate level of worth through fighting other races, their god would
skill and a sound moral character. They are old enough to return and destroy those other races, granting ultimate
command deep and widespread respect, but they are also victory and dominion over the world to the humanoids.
recent enough so that the primacy of the original three In most humanoid sects, victory over the other races is
sects means much less to them than it does to the sects a pre-condition for the god's return, which leaves open
themselves. the question of why they would need their deity’s aid if
Here are brief descriptions of the city’s main racial reli- they were already beating their enemies. The humanoid
gions. More about each can be found in Section J, the Spire sects also vary in the extent to which other humanoid
District. races are included or excluded from their god’s grace.

Will the orcs have to fight the goblins after the humans,
elves and dwarves have been defeated? They also differ
as to the timing of their god’s return. Does it anger their
god that for now, the humanoids have agreed to share
the Spire with other races? There is no universal agree-
ment on these issues, and it is unlikely that there ever
will be, the humanoids being as they are.

« Children of the Creator. This is the main human religious
sect, and as such it is the city’s largest. As such, they have
more money at their disposal than other sects, and they
exert the most political and economic influence. The
Children of the Creator believe that their god created
the world and then left it specifically to make room for
human settlement. Historically, there has been much
debate over whether or not this allows for sharing the
world with other races, but tolerance of other races has
solidified into their doctrine through the ages. The very
existence of the city leaves them little practical choice
in the matter, and the Children of the Creator temple
and clergy have benefitted so much from the city’s
wealth that they would be fools to upset its dynamics by
preaching war against non-humans.

* Stone God Fellowship. The dwarves believe that the Spire,
as a geological formation that is divine in origin, is
by itself proof that they are the true Children of the
Spire. After all, who among all the races of the Material
Plane, is more at home among stone and rock than the
dwarves? The priests of the sect debate among them-
selves whether or not this proves that their god is actu-
ally made of stone, but this is a minor point of conten-
tion.

* Lady of the Heavens. The elves of the city believe that the
world was created by the mating of a male deity and
a female deity. They then spawned all of the animals

HOLIDAYS
A variety of secular and religious holidays are celebrated
in the city. The secular days are meant to inspire loyalty to
the city government among the citizenry and/or stimulate
economic activity. Each major racial religion celebrates its
own principal holy day, and so there are four that are gen-
erally recognized in the city. When the city was founded,
it was decided that the human, elven and dwarven sects
would have their holy days at a different turning of the
seasons, so that they would be equally spaced from each
other and would not seem to conflict with each other. The
humans chose the end of summer, to celebrate the coming
harvest and pray to their god for plenty. The elves took the
vernal equinox to celebrate the coming of spring and the
revival of nature. The dwarves chose the winter solstice
because their cavernous dwellings kept them comfortable
during the coldest time of the year, when everyone else
needed furs and fire to stay warm. When the humanoids
came along, they received the summer solstice by defaul,
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and rightly or wrongly, their shamans generally consider
this yet another indignity that the other races have heaped
upon their kind.

* 2nd month, 10th day— Guards Memorial. This civic holiday
honors the City Guard and Navy. All non-essential gov-
ernment personnel receive the day off, and many shops
and artisans close up as well.

INTRODUCT

from the Lord Protector’s Residence (location F1)

the steps of the Council Palace. Simultaneously, repre-
sentatives of the Navy and their pensioners start out for
the Council Palace from the Lord Admiral’s Residence
(location O21). The parades culminate in a ceremony
in which they are honored by the City Council. In
the afternoon, both service branches hold memorial

In the morning, a parade of ceremonies to honor their fallen at their respective bar-
City Guard detachments racks, while the rest of the city celebrates with games
and pensioners proceeds @ at the Colosseum.
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* 3vd month, 20th day — Elven Holy Day. For the Elves, this
is supposed to be a day of meditation and communion
with their god. All Elves are supposed to stay home
and spend their time in contemplation and/or attend
religious services, the largest of which are held in the
Hall of the Elements (location P3) and in the Temple of
the Sky (location J10). The services are led by the senior
clerics of Lady of the Heavens.

* 4th month, 19th day — Fool's Cap. Fool's Cap is a folk tra-
dition rather than an official holiday, but it is tolerated
as relatively harmless by the city’s secular and religious
authorities. On Fool's Cap, all adults must wear motley
or otherwise silly-looking headgear as a light-hearted
renunciation of their sober duties as members of the
community. Men who defy the custom are supposed
to receive a hearty pounding between the shoulder
blades, ladies a tug of the hair. Nowadays, even mem-
bers of the City Council play along, wearing silly hats
to the Council Chambers. But it should also be noted
that although the precise origins of Fool's Cap are now
forgotten, it is largely a human custom. Elves, dwarves
and humanoids who like to go along to get along join in
the merriment, but other non-humans can be grumpy
about it and don't take kindly when they are assaulted
for their refusal to play along with the gag.

* 6th month, 30th day — Humanoid Holy Day. The human-
oids resent the fact that the other main religious sects
gave them this day of worship by default, and some
humanoid sects express that resentment by celebrating
as many several days before or after the 30th day of the
6th month. Other than that, the day conforms more or
less to the practice of the other sects. Humanoids may
abstain from work (unless they perform an essential
service, such as working in the Colosseum), and the
various tribal shamans perform their most important
religious service of the year on this day.

 7th month, 15th day — Day of Ease. This is a secular holi-
day organized by the guilds and informally recognized
by the city government. Representatives from each
guild gather in the Travelers District in the morning and
parade down the main thoroughfare to the Spire, where
they leave offerings to their racial gods (the offerings,

of course, are collected by the temples and divvied up).
All guildsmen are entitled (even encouraged by their
guilds) to take the day off from work, and the guilds
sponsor games at the Colosseum.

8th month, 10th day — Festival of the Sea. This is a secular
holiday sponsored largely by the Sailors, Maritime
Officers, Longshoremen and Fishermen Guilds to
improve the image of The Docks and those who rely on
the sea for their livelihood. The port closes for most of
the day, and local taverns spruce themselves up as best
they can. The guilds hold boat races, and the Fishermen
Guild holds an exhibit of exceptional and exotic catch-
es. The Navy also participates by staging maneuvers and
even mock battles.

9th month, Sth day — Human Holy Day. In theory, all
humans should spend this day in worship and religious
contemplation. But in truth, humans, by virtue of being
the most numerous race, cannot stop working en masse
without shutting down the city. So it is largely a matter
of individual discretion whether or not one treats this
day as a true holiday. Nevertheless, both the Children of
the Creator and the True Children hold well-attended
ceremonies in their temples by the Spire, and humans
who cannot devote this day to worship are strongly
encouraged to donate money to the temples.

10th month, 1st day — Artisans Festival. This is not so
much a holiday as an annual fair held in The Pavilions
(location L10), sponsored by the artisans guilds to
popularize their various trades. Select representatives
from each artisans guild sets up shop and gives public
demonstrations of their craft.

12th month, 22nd day — Dwarven Holy Day. The Dwarven
District completely shuts down on this day. The Gate of
the Stone Fathers is barred, except to dwarves who wish
to enter, and the Great Smithy is shut down and locked
up. Dwarves who work outside of the Dwarven District
must close their shops or otherwise refrain from work
(only City Guardsmen receive dispensation). Religious
services are held in the Stone God Fellowship Temple
(location J11), and also in the Hall of the Ancestors
(location A30). The latter is led by priests and the clan
leaders.
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MAP SECTION A:
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OVERVIEW

The Dwarven District is a peaceful and usually tran-
quil place, where order reigns supreme. City laws are
strongly enforced here, not because of an unusual need
to fortify them but rather because most inhabitants of
the “Dwarven Ghetto” (as this place was once referred to)
are lawfully abiding citizens who frequently make sure
that all who enter this part of the city respects the laws
— whether these people are residents, visiting dwarves,
or foreign members of other races.

The Dwarven District is divided in two main regions.
The first region looks like a typical district of the city;
most of the dwellings and larger buildings are made
of different beige, brown, and
gray stones. The roofs of
most of these structures are
flat except for one or two
chimneys protruding from
them. This area of the district
is clean and orderly, with wide
paved roads made of square
flagstones that run through-
out the area. Several patches of
verdant trees and neatly cut grass
can also be found in various places
in this part of the district. In the
northern portion of this region
stands an area clearly reserved for ¢,
the most important commercial
institutions, and in the northeast
lies a field abounding with apple -,
trees. v

The second region of the °
Dwarven District is built
beneath the bluff
that dominates the
west. This region is -
divided into differ-
ent sections. The
main section is

composed of var-
ious tunnels and
chambers, each of
which are neat-
ly cut from the

DISTRICT

bedrock and elaborately decorated. This section includes
dwellings for the dwarves who prefer to reside in the
heart of the mountain, but its main goal is to provide the
inhabitants of the district with a fortified place in which
they can retreat if things turn for the worse. The second
section, north of the main one, consists of a vast labyrinth
of passageways that once were home to a rich mithral
mine. Though parts of this section

are still in use today, most of
it has been shut down.
The last portion of the

underground complex

is quite isolated — a
place where the dwarves
and the other citizens
of the city can bury
their dead — for a

"’ price.
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though many dwarves inhabit this district, the place
usually calm and quiet, as most of its inhabitants are
well mannered and respectful of both their environ-
ment and their neighbors. This does not mean that there
are no activities in the Dwarven District, however. The
industrial area in the north hums with activity during
all hours of day and night, and many workers busily toil
there. The fires of the Great Smithy (location A23) burn
24 hours a day and the hammering of its many metal and
weaponsmiths resound through the entire area. The cliff-
face chambers where merchants display their wares are
opened from dawn to dusk, and many locals and foreign-
ers visit their establishments. The Burrow (location A14),
the most important tavern in the district, also attracts a
fair number of regular customers as well as strangers visit-
ing this part of the city. The residents use the terraces and
Meeting Hall (location A22) every day, and worshipers
often fill the Hall of the Ancestors (location A30) and the
smaller Shrine of the Spire (location A7), where they can
pray in peace and quiet.

Underneath this calm and unperturbed surface, how-
ever, seeds of turmoil are beginning to sprout. While the
majority of citizens obediently follow city laws, a small
underground network of thieves and smugglers works to
gain control over a number of shops in the district. This
Dwarven Underground recruits youths who strongly feel
they do not have much of a say in their peoples politics.
The Dwarven Underground has only a small foothold
in the area, but profits from the new but quickly rising
movement of dissatisfied youths who wish to see changes
in the current politics of the place.

For their part, most mature dwarves view these dissatis-
fied and disorganized youngsters as naught more than
children following a new trend, but there is a distinct
tendency of dissatisfaction toward the
current state of political affairs within
the district. The recent nomination
of Tharn Graybeard as the District’s

representative on the City Council does not help matters.
The old politician and his supporters value ancient tradi-
tional laws above all else, and many consider their policies
to be archaic and narrow-minded. Since most residents of
the district tend to be more open to new ideas and new
people than the average dwarf, these policies quietly stoke
the fires of discontent within the otherwise peaceful dis-
trict.

Despite the progress made in recent time, strangers
are still not openly welcomed in the Dwarven District, at
least not officially. The entire population of this part of the
city is comprised exclusively of dwarves, and members of
other races are not allowed to build homes or own busi-
nesses. They can be admitted into the district for various
reasons, however, provided they obtain a written permis-
sion at the Gates of the Stone Fathers (location A1). Still,
many strangers — from curious visitors to merchants,
buyers, and dignitaries all corners of the world — come
to the district on a daily basis. These foreigners are some-
times accosted by the City Guardsmen surveying the
sole entrance into the Dwarven District, as well as by the
Dwarven Militiamen who enforce the law within the
area. Yet all but the most troublesome of strangers may
visit the district as they please, with few complaints from
the residents. The only area that remains closed to them is
the fortified region under the bluff.

Unlike most other city districts, the Dwarven District
has its own regiment of armed guards to protect it. This
regiment, called simply the Dwarven Militia, exclusively
recruits soldiers of dwarf blood, almost all of who were
born and raised within the district. A standard Dwarven
Militia patrol includes four men: two regular Militiamen
(Dwarf Ftr1), one elite Militiaman (Dwarf ftr3), and one
lieutenant (Dwarf FtrS). For more information, see loca-
tion A2.



LOCATIONS

Al. THE GATES OFf
THE STONE FATHERS

These massive gates clearly stand out from the
inner city wall, as if they naturally sprouted out
from the gray stone like flowers from fertile soil.
Largely made from adamantine and standing 100
feet tall, the gates are wide and bulky, forming a
massive rectangle upon which intricate designs are
proudly displayed. They are composed of three dif-
ferent entrances. The main gate is 50 feet wide and
80 feet high, forming a perfect rectangle that rises
up to the exact center of the towering structure. On
each side of it, exactly 25 feet away, stands a smaller
entrance, which form small rectangles one-fifth the
size of the main gate. Strong portcullis made from
black iron bar both of these smaller gates.

The surface of the smooth adamantine structure
is decorated with a multitude of bas-reliefs made
from silvery mithral. On either side of the main
entry stands a massive, 50 foot high shield over
which a large hammer looms. Both shields and
both hammers are made of shiny mithral laced
with pure white gold. Their designs are perfect
and would appear functional were it not for their
tremendous size and the fact that they only slightly
protrude from the surrounding structure. 10 feet
above the main gate stands a wide and perfectly
wrought anvil made from mithral and imbedded
with brilliant yellow golden threads. These designs
indicate the entrance into the city’s famed Dwarven

DWARVEN DIS’

all times. They hand out official written permissio
non-dwarves to enter the city and keep a record of ev
non-resident who comes to visit the place. Within a thic
leather-bound volume, these men take note of the tim
foreigners enter the district and when they leave it. They
must also write their names, place of residence, and the
reasons that bring them to the district.

Civic Guardsmen (4): Ftr1-5.

Dwarven Militia Patrol (12): Dwarf Ftr3.

The gate itself is made of valuable materials. While
the bulk of the adamantine structure might not be
of much interest, the mithral and gold woven into
its bas-reliefs are easily worth over 100,000 gp.
Plucking at these designs to retrieve a mere 100 gp
worth of precious metal, however, would require an
~ entire day’s work. Since the gates are always guard-

ed, no one ever attempted to plunder its riches.

- District.

This grandiose gate, wrought from mithral and adaman-
tine, marks the formal boundary between the Dwarven
District and the rest of city. The dwarves crafted it to give
the impression of a main gate leading into an important
and highly fortified stronghold, but the structure has
no real military significance. The dwarf craftsmen who
fashioned it centuries ago just wanted it to intimidate
the other residents of the city. It forms the only entrance
leading into the Dwarven District. A standard patrol from
the Civic Guard, composed of two dwarves (including one
corporal), an elf, and a human, is posted here at all times.
These soldiers coordinate their task with the members of
the Dwarven Militia who regulate access into the district
(see location A2).

RESIDENTS
Just inside the Gates of the Stone Father stands a small
stone table around which a dozen members of the dis-
trict’s Dwarven Militia — responsible for regulating
entrance into this part of the city — can be found at

ACTIVITY

Dwarf characters can enter and leave the district through
the Gates of the Stone Fathers as they please. Any other
character must request written permission, and also
inform the Militiamen posted here when they are leav-
ing it. Traditionally, only dwarves were allowed into this
part of the city while strangers only received permission
to enter under special circumstances. While this custom
continues to be maintained, the enforcement of the law
concerning it as well as the mentalities of the dwarf
populace have changed over the years. Today, anyone
can enter the Dwarven District and obtaining a written
permission from the guards posted at the Gates of the
Stone Fathers takes only a few minutes — unless, of
course, those attempting to enter are uncouth, obviously
prone to violence, or otherwise appear to the Militiamen
as troublemakers.

HOOKS

o A human dignitary from another part of the city hires
the party to smuggle him inside the district. The man
pays well for this service. If the PCs agree, they must
first find a way to disguise him and then vouch for him
at the great gate. But why does this man wish to enter
unseen? Was he banished from the district on an earlier
visit? And why does he want so badly to return?

o A group of dissatisfied youths recently gathered at the
Gates of the Stone Father to protest against the law
requiring foreigners to obtain written permission to
enter the district, and many non-dwarves now sup-
port their cause. This protest, however, caused some
traditionalists of the district to mount a demonstration
of their own. Both groups converge on the gates simul-
taneously, and are now on the verge of fighting. The
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B iationed there lack the numbers to contain This magnificent building was once an important meeting

the situation, and it will take time for other Militiamen
to arrive; the PCs must settle the dispute.

place for the dwarven representatives of the district. The
symbols imprinted upon the wall facing the Gates of the
Stone Father are the heraldry of the four dwarven clans

Az. DWARVEN MILITIA BABRBACKS who shaped the district in the wake of the original settle-
ment that created the city. Anyone looking at the designs
Standing in front of the Gates of the Stone Father is on the other walls of the building can easily understand
a large and extremely long two-story building made the stories of the brave dwarf heroes who came to the city
of dark green marble. Its fagade faces the great gate in search of mithral and a place to live. The stories, mostly
and has no doorway. Instead, four complicated made of complex but easily understandable figures, por-
designs decorate the front wall, deeply engraved traits, and symbols, clearly emphasize the fact that the four
upon the stone of the second floor. Each one of clans worked together in order to shape the district into
these ancient dwarven marks is encircled by a thick its current form. While this remains one of the largest and
mithral ring, which clearly distinguishes and sepa- most elaborate structures in the Dwarven District, it now
rates them. The first of these designs is a powerful houses a good number of dwarf warriors.

but stubby hand holding a large golden hammer,
which shines brightly when the sunlight hits it. The | BESIDENTS

second is an elaborate, long-handled great axe with In addition to the City Guard who l.<eep a watc.h on t.he
a wide, serrated scarlet blade. The third is a mas- Gates of the Stone Fathers, the denizens of this district
sive anvil made of the purest silver upon which the are protected by a small but competent Dwarven Militia.
form of a short and thick bladed sword can be seen. Although they only have jurisdiction within the Dwarven
The last of the symbols is a stern dwarven visage District, the Militiamen of this small force are viewed

framed by an elaborate helmet and a thick, flowing, positively by most of the population: the streets of the
gray beard. district are deemed safer than any other in the city. Arnar

On the longer walls on the side of the building, Blacktooth, a prominent member of the Scarletaxe Clan
somber frescoes displaying the ancient history of
the Dwarven District stand for all to see. These
frescoes are cunningly cut by a number of doors
and windows, which blend perfectly well with the
decor.

(see location A5), leads the Militia by universal consent.
He and his men use this building as a barracks, complete
with training areas, administrative offices, meeting rooms,
dormitories, and stores of food, armor, gear, and weapons.

His small but efficient force is strategically placed near
the sole entrance of the district, which allows the Militia
to lend a hand to the City Guard at the Gates of the Stone
Father should trouble arise. 60 percent of the Militiamen
can be found here at all times, while the others patrol the




district. Arnar Blacktooth also serves as his own liaison
officer with the City Guard. Though not formally bound to
the City Guard, he keeps in regular contact with his peers
there, and when conflicts arise, inevitably defers to the
City Guardsmen.

A typical Dwarven Militia patrol consists of two regular
Militiamen, one elite militiaman, and one lieutenant. A
regular militiaman is equipped with a battleaxe, a short
speat, a shield, and a suit of chainmail. An elite militiaman
is similarly equipped, but carries a masterwork battleaxe
and shield. A lieutenant carries a +1 short sword, wears a
masterwork breastplate, and holds a masterwork shield,
but some of them also carry magical potions. Arnar and his
Commanders wear masterwork full plate armor and carry
masterwork weapons as well as magical ones (see below

for details).
Marshal Arnar Blacktooth: Dwarf Ftr18.

Militiamen Commanders (Ravik, Morivon, and
Thogalir): Dwarf Ftr12.

Militiamen Lieutenants (40): Dwarf Ftr6.
Elite Militiamen (160): Dwarf Ftr3.

Regular Militiamen (240): Dwarf Ftr1.

The barracks of the Dwarven Militia is filled with
suits of chainmail and breastplate armor, battleax-
es, short swords, short spears, heavy shields, and
a wide array of adventuring gear as well as stocks
of food and drink. Arnar Blacktooth wears a golden
suit of masterwork full plate armor and carries a +3
great axe and a ring of shooting stars. Ravik holds a
+2 keen short sword and a +4 heavy shield. Morivon

~owns bracers of natural armor +5 and Thogalir car-
ries a pair of +2 throwing hammers.

ACTIVITY

If the PCs interact with any of the Militiamen, they can
easily learn that the Militia is in charge of security in the
district as well as the name of its commanders and its
Commander-In-Chief. They can also hear about recent
news and rumors. If there are dwarf PCs who look like
competent fighters among the party, they might bet invit-
ed to join the Militia (see sidebar). Experienced fighters
will receive special rank and privileges, while others are
considered new recruits. Competent dwarf warriors may
also find employment as part time Militiamen, should they
wish it. Non-dwarf candidates wishing to join the Militia
are politely asked to contact the City Guard instead.

The Barracks is one of the few buildings in the district
that actually has a basement. It contains a dozen large
holding cells, separated from one another by a thick stone
wall. Each contains enough bunk beds to accommodate
six prisoners, as well as a long table and wooden stools. A

single iron portcullis, which is locked at all times (

ful DC 24 Open Lock check to raise) opens into e
the cells. Eight members of the Militia keep watch w
there are prisoners within. Otherwise, only the lieuten
responsible for the jail area can be found here (he holds
the keys to unlock the cells).

'DWARVEN D

ENLISTING IN THE
DWARVEN MILITIA

Dwarf PCs may enlist in the Dwarven Militia as long
as they meet the proper class prerequisites and are
deemed fit for service (that last part is entirely the
DM'’s discretion). PCs joining at the rank of regular
militiaman may be of any level as long as at least
half of their levels are as fighter or paladin. A PC
of 3rd level or higher (with at least half of those
levels as fighter or paladin) may enlist as an elite
militiaman.
It is more difficult to enlist as an officer, and such
applications will be received with skepticism. The
Dwarven Militia doesn't maintain its elite reputa-
tion by giving a commission to just anyone. First of
all, all officers must have the feat Leadership. Prior
military service is also required, even if it is nothing
more prestigious than campaigning with a merce-
nary band. A PC applying for a lieutenant’s com-
mission must be 6th level or higher, with at least
half of those levels as fighter or paladin. Trying to
join the Militia as a commander would be exceed-
ingly difficult. The PC would have to be 11th level
or higher, with at least half of those levels as fighter
or paladin. Joining up as the new Marshal without
significant backing from one of the dwarven clans
would be unthinkable.

HOOKS
e Marshal Blacktooth, supported by some members of

o A series of mysterious thefts takes place within the

the Conclave of Elders, wishes to expand the jurisdic-
tion of the Dwarven Militia beyond the borders of the
district. He hires the PCs to convince members of the
City Council to allow his men to patrol the Nobles and
Guards Districts, as well as aiding in the containment of
the Humanoid District. In so doing, he hopes to impose
the kind of order the denizens of the district already
enjoy.

Barracks. The thieves seemed especially interested in
stealing weapons, but other gear (such as rope and
climbing tools) was also taken. Marshal Blacktooth sus-
pects that some of his men are behind these thefts and
hires outsiders to investigate. While three Militiamen
are indeed stealing the goods, the PCs also discover that
a powerful sorcerer controls them. Why does he wish to
amass weapons? And why is he stealing them from the
dwarves?



range disease recently struck the warriors of the
)warven Militia, and almost half of them experience
symptoms such as fatigue, nausea, and incontrollable
- skin rash. An investigation reveals that a magical disease
taints the food of the barracks. Marshal Blacktooth hires
the PCs to uncover who is behind this and why.

e Morivon challenges one of the PCs to a duel. If the PC
accepts and wins the friendly challenge, Morivon gives
him an amulet with the symbol of the Scarletaxe Clan
engraved upon it, which signifies that the wearer is a
friend of the clan.

A3. STABLES AND STORES

On either side of the Dwarven Militia’s main bar-
racks stands a long, roofed, and partly open-air
structure comprised of various stalls. Some of
them have no doorway on the side facing the bar-
racks (and none of them open up on the other
side). These are obviously house horses, ponies,
and mules as well a good number of wagons, carts,
and chariots. A greater number of compartments,
however, have doors equipped with locking mecha-
nisms. These seem to be used to store crates,
boxes, and barrels of different sizes and make.

These two large buildings once served as a marketplace
where the craftsmen of the district could offer their wares.
This market, however, was long ago converted into a series
of compartments serving as either a stables or a storage
area. The storage compartments are now used by the many
artisans of the district to store their goods before bringing
them to the Bazaar District to sell them. Many among
them also use the stables to store their steeds, as well gs
their chariots and wagons, while the others use the conve-
niently placed stables to purchase transportation services.

BESIDENTS

Burkon Manytongues, a young but competent administra-
tor who speaks many different languages, is in charge of
renting out spaces in the Stables and Stores. He employs
a handful of teamsters in charge of transport, repairmen
who take care of the buildings and wagons, and hostlers
tending for the horses, ponies, and mules. At least four
members of the Dwarven Militia constantly survey this
area.

Burkon Manytongues: Dwarf Exp5.

Hostlers, Repairmen, and Teamsters (12): Dwarf
Exp1.

Dwarven Militiamen Patrol (4): Dwarf Ftr1-3.
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ACTIVITY

For 5 sp per day or 12 gp per month, the PCs can use the
stables to house their horses, which will be fed, washed,
and otherwise cared for. They can also rent a 20-foot square
locked space in which they can store anything they like
for the price of 15 gp per month, even if they are not
residents of the district. These prices are nonnegotiable
and PCs attempting to bribe Burkon will quickly have the
Dwarven Militia breathing down their necks. The Stables
and Stores also offer transportation to anywhere within
the city limits. A wagon pulled by a team of four horses
and driven by a competent teamster costs 6 sp for each
district crossed. This price is reduced to 5 sp for regular
patrons and most merchants of the district.

HOOKS

e One of Burkon's teamsters never returned from his
last assighment. He was transporting a human mer-
chant named Urikar the Fat, who specializes in selling
expensive dwarven jewelry he collects throughout the
district on a monthly basis. Both men, the merchant’s
pricey wares, and a pair of bodyguards have disappeared.
Burkon hires the PCs to uncover their fates and rescue
them, if possible.

A4. HOUSE Of CLAN SILVERANVIL

This large and elaborately designed manor house
dominates the southeastern portion of the district,
facing a verdant park at the foot of the wall that
secludes the area. Made from three distinct types
of stone, each section of this building is a unique
work of art devised by the most talented architects
and crafted by the most gifted masons in the dis-
trict. The exterior of the manor is a strange but
elegant mixture of white, rose, and sandy stone
decorated by thin columns of mithral, bas-reliefs
platted by gold and silver, and colorful frescoes
showing dwarves working in a number of different
trades. Shaped in the form of a square horseshoe,
the house stands as one of the richest and most
ancient in the district. Above its main entrance,
‘which is situated in the heart of the interior court-
‘yard, is a massive crest in the form of a brilliant
silver anvil upon which the pale and dull silhouette
- of a short, wide-bladed sword can be seen.

One of the oldest buildings in the district, the House of
Clan Silveranvil enjoys a particularly revered status. Those
who visit the area are often drawn to its rich and sumptu-
ously decorated exterior. The most prominent members
of the Silveranvil Clan have always stayed within its walls,
and over the course of many generations they have paid
hefty sums of money to ensure that their house remains
the most impressive in the district. While some may argue
that the domineering architecture of the Gates of the



Stone Father, the rich sculptures of the Halls of Ancestors,
or even the intricate entrance to the Mausoleum is more
remarkable, none of the other family dwellings in the dis-
trict can compete with the House of Clan Silveranvil.

RESIDENTS

Members of the Silveranvil, the richest and proudest clan,
have long been appointed to lead the city’s dwarves. In
recent years, however, dissension among the youths of
the district (who have little or nothing to say in matters of
politics) as well as subtle changes in the political climate
caused the Silveranvil Clan to diminish in prestige. The
clan’s elder, Farnir the Blessed, is Tharn Graybeard’s most
relentless competitor, and works hard to remove him from
his post on the City Council.

The most liberal and open-minded of the clans, the
members of the Silveranvil cherish the arts — including
the fine art of politics — above all else. They keep smiths,
bards, and good politicians in high esteem; even those of
other races or creeds. Their flexibility and good-hearted-
ness are largely responsible for the fact that non-dwarves
are now widely accepted in the district (even if the laws
requiring written passes into the district was never offi-
cially changed). The Silveranvil Clan is also extremely
wealthy, which helps them find many allies among the
members of other dwarf clans.

Dwarves of this clan tend to be more jovia
hearted than average. They are also curious abou
races, and especially interested to learn new storie
witness non-dwarven types of art forms (such as e
poetry or even gnomish dance). Though most still call th
district their home, many members of the Silveranvil Clan
work in other parts of the city during business hours. This
allows them to meet people from all races and satisfy their
curiosity. Of all the dwarves, they are the most likely to be
“cursed” by wanderlust and become adventurers.

Farnir the Blessed: Dwarf Brd16.

Fromon the Dancer, Son of Farnir: Dwarf Brd7.
Farnelle: Dwarf Rog2/Ari3.

Silveranvil Aristocrats (19): Dwarf AriT.

Servants and Repairmen (13): Dwarf Com1.

- 10-ft.-by-10-ft. area); Search DC 25; Disable Device
AD:CZ&

Inside House Silveranvil is a collection of fine
elven wine that includes over 200 bottles (worth
between 20 and 50 gp each). A score of paintings
and as many tapestries of human, elf, and dwarf
design are arranged throughout the house (each
is worth between 50 gp and 500 gp). Locked and
trapped coffers also hold the clan’s treasure, which
amounts to over 34,000 gp in assorted coins, jew-
elry, and precious stones. To open these coffers
without the proper key, a character must succeed
at a DC 28 Open Lock check. Failing this check
sends three different poison-covered darts into the
room (CR 7; mechanical; manual reset; Atk +18
ranged; poison (carrion crawler brain juice, DC 13,
paralysis); multiple targets (up to three targets in a

ACTIVITY

HOOKS

Like all ancestral clan dwellings, many locks prevent
intruders from entering House Silveranvil. Traps of remark-
able designs also guard its treasures. Anyone attempting to
rob the place must first avoid the aristocrats and servants
of the house, unlock its doors, and avoid the traps set upon
the chests and vaults which contain clan riches.

e Farnir the Blessed strongly believes that the policies of
Tharn Graybeard will greatly hamper the prosperity of
the district. Though he suspects that Tharn is honorable
and acts in what he foolishly believes to be in the best
interest of his people, Farnir would like nothing more
than to see him discredited. Through his son Fromon,
he employs the PCs to investigate Tharn and see if he
has any skeletons in his closet.
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ne of Farnir’s granddaughters, a youth named Farnelle,

~ has associated herself with the young dwarves who are

dissatisfied with how their elders are leading their

people. Farnir approaches the PCs and asks that they

talk some sense back into his granddaughter before she

does something that will either put her in danger or
shame the entire clan.

A5. HOUSE Of CLAN SCARLETAXE

This simple but sturdy looking building is made
from dark gray stone and decorated by a number
of large and nasty-looking axes engraved upon the
walls. The axes are painted in a blood-red hue which
gleams menacingly in the sun. Massive stone col-
umns dominate the inside courtyard, flanking great
iron doors which are also painted bright red. They
open into a central antechamber that leads into the
various rooms of the vast, two-story high manor.

The principal dwelling of the Scarletaxe Clan is a simple
but practical edifice composed of large rooms and corri-
dors. The narrow, slit-like windows of the building, as well
as the thick walls reinforced with iron, make it look more
like a fortress than an actual place of residence. It is also
one of the most recent buildings in the district, at a mere
150 years old. It has been the home of the heads of the
Scarletaxe Clan ever since the clan’s original manor was
destroyed (see location A35 for further details).

RESIDENTS
Members of the Scarletaxe Clan are among the rare
dwarves who hold warriors in higher esteem than crafts-
men (smiths in particular) and nobles (who control the
political affairs of the district). They easily rank as the
dwarves’ most martially inclined clan, and most of its
members have served in the Dwarven Militia or the City
Guard at some point in their lives — and many currently
do. The strongest and most reliable of their warriors, Arnar
Blacktooth, is the current Marshal of the Dwarven Militia,
and most of his commanders and lieutenants also belong
to his clan.

Scarletaxe dwarves are short tempered, but easily
befriend those they respect; and what they respect most
is courage. They are ferocious in battle, disciplined at any
task they undertake, and trained from childhood in the
ways of combat. Though they may at first appear stern,
uncouth, or even shy, they still enjoy good food, strong
drink, and amiable company. There is an old saying in the
district: “Don’t drink with a Scarletaxe unless you have
naught to do for a month or two.”

Ervik Broken Nose is the current head of Clan Scarletaxe.
A relatively young dwarf, he took the reins when his
uncle passed away three years ago. His eldest son, Rovik,
just came of age. He now serves in the Dwarven Militia
but continues to live in his family’s household. Aarnor the
Strong, Arnar Blacktooth's elder brother, also resides here
following his recent retirement from the Militia.

Ervik Broken Nose: Dwarf Ftr16.
Rovik Scarletaxe: Dwarf Ftr11.
Aarnor the Strong: Dwarf Ftr9.
Scarletaxe Nobles (17): Dwarf Ftr1.

Servants and Repairmen (9): Dwarf Com1.




House Scarletaxe contains a collection of hundreds
of exquisitely crafted weapons (considered master-
work if the need ever arose to use them). Several
iron chests, locked and hidden behind secret
panels, hold the clan’s treasury, which amounts to
17,000 gp in coins and precious stones. To find any
of the six different secret wall panels that hold the
clan’s treasure chests, one must succeed at a DC
24 Search check for each panel. Opening any of the
chests without the right key requires a DC 32 Open
Lock check. Aarnor Scarletaxe carries a potion of
bull’s strength (7 doses) and a +3 throwing axe of
returning. Ervik Broken Nose wears +2 chainmail
and carries a +1 large steel shield with the blazon of
the clan imprinted upon it. These items have been
in the family since the foundation of the city.

ACTIVITY
Like the other ancestral homes, House Scarletaxe is under
lock and key. The house is guarded by warrior clan mem-
bers under the supervision of Aarnor, who coordinates
security around the family dwelling. Anyone spending too
much time outside the premises risks being accosted by
Aarnor or one of the clan’s younger warriors.

HOOKS

e Aarnor approaches the PCs, explaining that a curse has
befallen him. Though he is ashamed to admit it, he is
now weak and fearful, having lost all strength and cour-
age. Since he would never admit such failings to the
members of his clan, he asks the PCs for help. Will they
be able to find a cure for him? Or discover the spell-
caster responsible for his strange affliction?

e A strong warrior PC is asked to teach the young dwarves
of the clan foreign fighting techniques, which might
give them an edge in battle. The PC will be well-com-
pensated for his troubles.

A6. SARCOPHAGUS BUILDER

This single story house, made from bluish gray
stone, looks like many typical dwellings in the dis-
trict. It is shaped in the form of a simple rectangle
and its roof is flat. The front of the house, however,
has several dark blue glass windows, seldom found
on ordinary residences. Great stone sarcophagi
of unique designs flank the front of the house on
either side of the door. One is made of dark stone
with rich golden inlays interwoven into its lid, which
sculptural relief shaped in the form of a muscular
human female figure whose face is hidden behind a
rosy veil. The other is simpler but no less beautiful,
its lid forming unusual patterns in a multitude of
lustrous colors.
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This relatively large building belongs to Baradir Cra
arguably the most accomplished stone worker in the d
trict. Craghand has been fashioning sarcophagi for

his father and his two uncles, and now dedicates his life
in the pursuit of a craft which dominates his every wak-
ing moment. A proud member of the Silveranvil Clan,
Craghand is also involved in the political affairs of the dis-
trict and religiously attends public assemblies and other
important political events.

Ik -

Baradir Craghand: Dwarf Exp12.

Apprentices (3): Dwarf Exp1.

,_
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Stones of different sizes and fine tools to sculpt
them can be found inside Craghand’s workshop;
among them are a dozen semiprecious stones
(worth 50 gp each), a lump of gold (worth 250 gp),
and a pouch containing 180 gp.

ACTIVITY

HOOKS

Craghand can fashion sarcophagi of terrific designs. The
prices for such items varies from 800 gp to 8,000 gp,
depending on the materials the stone crafter uses as well
as the time he requires to fashion the tomb in question.
Anyone who meets him can easily win his friendship by
showing an interest in the politics of the district and ask-
ing Craghand pertinent questions about current events.

e Vandals have recently destroyed one of Craghand’s
tombs. The sarcophagus was made for the human
Valkenbane family (see location E4), and many believe
that the act served as a protest against the non-dwarf
populace’s right to be buried in the Mausoleum. Was it
vandals wishing to support the policies of the current
representative on the City Council? Or was it a ruse
from youths who want to prove that Tharn Graybeard’s
policies will only bring further trouble to the district?
Craghand hires the PCs to find out.



This round building is made from white marble
adorned with pear-shaped stained glass windows
of dark blue and green shades. A large pair of
doors, made of the same stone but reinforced by
strips of blue-green iron, lead into the edifice. Its
domed roof has been built from a dull silvery alloy,
solidified by eight thick laces of golden threads,
which run from top to bottom where a thick but
finely worked golden brace encircles the entire
structure. At the summit of this elaborately crafted
roof stands a reproduction of the Spire, made of
a platinum alloy which shines brightly during all
hours of day and night.

At first glance, the Shrine of the Spire seems like a min-
iature replica of the Hall of the Ancestors (location A30),
but a closer look reveals that although both buildings have
the same shape and were wrought from the similar materi-
als, none of their respective decorative features match. In
many ways, the Shrine of the Spire is a much more austere
place, harboring no special design other than its intricate
stained glass windows and elaborate roof.

The Shrine of the Spire serves as a secondary temple
to the Stone God Fellowship Temple in the Spire District
(location J11), as most residents of the district prefer to
practice their religion at the Hall of the Ancestors. It was
raised two centuries ago to accommodate the growing
population of the district as well as the many patrons who
bury their beloved in the Mausoleum or the Tomb of the
Ancients (locations A10 and A11). Today, it is mainly used
by the members of the Dwarven Militia posted nearby, as
well as those who inhabit the southwestern part of the dis-
trict. When needed, the Shrine also services outsiders who
wish to conduct funeral rites for those they place within
the Mausoleum.

The Shrine of the Spire is divided into three rooms. The
main room, which takes most of building, serves the wor-
shippers, complete with an altar, holy symbols, and bench-
es where worshipers can sit. A wall separates the temple
from the other two rooms on the southernmost side. One
room is reserved for the Shrine's acolytes and any visitors

in need of lodging, while the other is the priestess’ private
abode.

BESIDENTS

Narika Graybeard, a wise and aging Stone God Fellowship
priestess, runs the place with a handful of acolytes.

Narika Graybeard: Dwarf Clr8.
Acolytes of the Spire (4): Dwarf Clr1.

The Shrine of the Spire is a simple place, but upon
its altar stands a gold cup (worth 50 gp), a jew-
eled box (worth 75 gp) that holds prayer sheets
dedicated to the Shrine, and a locked iron chest in
which 75 gp, collected from charitable worshipers.
Three 6 foot-tall stone replicas of the Spire, weigh-
ing 800 |bs each can also be found here (these
could be sold to other temples for approximately
1,200 gp each).

ACTIVITY

The Shrine of the Spire offers shelter to those in need, and
it is the only institution in the district that would consider
housing non-dwarf characters for free. While there is little
need for this service (and in fact only very little demand),
Narika Graybeard is proud to offer it. She is also a skilled
healer and will gladly offer her services for free, provided
those she heals respect her faith. Donations, of course, are




always welcomed. Although traditionally well maintained
over the years, the Shrine of the Spire could currently use
some repairs, Because it is considered a poor dwarf’s ver-
sion of the Hall of the Ancestors, the generosity of those
few who use it is not enough. Narika wishes to change
this unfortunate situation however she can.

HOOKS

o Narika Graybeard is an advocate of peaceful relations
between the races. As such, she worries about how her
cousin, Tharn Graybeard, runs the political affairs of the
district. He wants her to stop feeding the poor of non-
dwarf heritage and limit her ministrations to “district
residents” (i.e., dwarves) only. She asks the PCs to help
her convince him that such an action would only harm
the commercial and diplomatic status of the district, and
cut the dwarves off from the rest of the city.

e In an effort to attract more people to her temple and
raise money to pay for its repair, Narika Graybeard and
her acolytes recently offered free food and drink to
those who come to pray at the Shrine. The ruse worked
and the Shrine has seen more worshipers in recent
weeks. The high priest of the Hall of Ancestors, how-
ever, has condemned her action as unlawful. Narika
hires the PCs to find other ways to raise money, make
repairs, and attract worshipers.

A8. SOBRKIL AND SONS: EMBALMERS
Standing between the shadows of the City Wall and those
of the Hall of the Dead, this large, single-story residence
consists of simple stone of a sandy coloration. A simple
iron plaque bolted upon the front wall reads, in large
dwarven runes, “Sorkil and Sons: Embalmers.” This is
the house and place of business of Erek Sorkil (Dwarf
Exp11) and his two sons, Narkil and Marik (Dwarf Exp4).
Embalmers by trade they service both the residents of
the district and those of non-dwarf blood who use the
Mausoleum to bury their dead. Over the years, they
benefited from the Mausoleum’ status among the noble
and rich merchant families of the city, who consider it
infinitely preferable to simply cremating their dead like
common laborers.

Sorkil and Sons offers typical embalmer services. Their
age-old methods include the use of natural and alchemi-
cal herbs, powders, and solutions to treat corpses in
order to prevent decay. They also clean and dress up
corpses, and use makeup to make them more appealing
when required. Full treatment of one corpse costs 300
gp. Several embalming herbs and alchemical solutions
(worth a total of 100 gp if resold) can be found in Sorkil's
place. The embalmer also carries a pouch with 67 gp and
three chunks of amber worth 85 gp each.

AQ. HALL Of THE DEAD
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 their inscription reads, “The Mausoleum.”

At the foot of the bluffs dominating the western
part of the district stands a high stone structure,
which is divided in three distinct sections. The first
and most impressive is made from three massive
rectangles carved from black and lustrous volcanic
rock. From east to west, each of these rectangles is
shorter and narrower than the previous. The west-
ernmost of these looms over 150 feet above ground
and holds large double doors in its center. These
doors are made of black iron. Upon them are the
shapes of countless skulls and bold dwarven runes
that read, “The Hall of the Dead.”

East of this impressive structure, just below the
high bluffs, is a 20-foot high wall of dull black stone.
This promontory surrounds the inner courtyard, an
elaborate garden filled with black roses and purple
tulips. In the middle of the garden are two small
structures of pure white stone, which stand out
amidst the dull black. Each of these is composed
of a roof supported by walls on the north and
south sides. Inside the open structures, the walls
are decorated with frescoes representing dwarves
and members of other races performing funeral
rites. West of these, upon the impressive black
wall, stands a pair of massive iron doors with many
skulls in bas-relief upon them. They appear exactly
like the ones leading into the Halls of the Dead, and

BESIDENTS

The Hall of the Dead is the sole entrance into the
Mausoleum (location A10).

Sentries from the Dwarven Militia guards the exterior
of the Hall of the Dead at all times. This magnificent but
macabre place is run by Zurir Hardwill, an old and highly
regarded Stone God Fellowship priest. He lives here with
his wife Mauri and daughters Karmi and Zurki, who help
him in his duties. Zurir, now mostly an administrator,
keeps a record of all those buried within the Mausoleum,
but his chief responsibility is to ensure that the affairs of
the prestigious crypt remain in order. He is responsible
for selling available space within the Mausoleum as well
as arranging and scheduling funeral services for those
who use it. Zurir also occasionally patrols the corridors
of the Mausoleum to make sure that everything within
remained undisturbed. Either he or one of his daughters
prepares the crypt where the newly dead is to be buried by
dusting the coffins that might already be there and light-
ing candles to receive the deceased.



urir Hardwill: Dwarf Clr8.
‘Mauri Hardwill: Dwarf Clr4.
Karmi Hardwill: Dwarf Clr3.
Zurki Hardwill: Dwarf Clr1.

Dwarven Militiamen Patrol (4): Dwarf Ftr1- 3.

In Zurir's office, one can find a large volume bound
with leather and bone, titled, A Record of Those Who
Are Fortunate, which lists the names of everyone
buried within the Mausoleum and the Tomb of the
Ancients, the date he was put there, and the num-
ber of the crypt into which he was placed. The book,
however, does not hold any map showing the layout
of the Mausoleum’s many crypts, and only Zurir
and his family know the layout of the place. Another
book in the office, this one without a title, contains
information on the families that purchased one or
more crypts within the Mausoleum and the Tomb
of the Ancients, which crypts they have, how much
they paid for them, who made the payment, and
when the transaction was completed. A large chest,
kept locked at all times (successful DC 34 Open
Lock check to pick) contains 817 gp. Zurir holds
the only key to the lock. He also wears silver brac-
ers of dwarven design that function as a ring of free
movement, the only truly valuable item from his
adventuring days.

ACTIVITY
Both the doors leading into the Hall of the Dead and those
opening into the Mausoleum are closed and locked at all
times. A successful DC 30 Open Lock check is required
to unlock them. The Militiamen guarding the entrance
can inform anyone wishing to speak with Zurir the Wise
that they simply need to bang on the doors to attract
his attention. For a fee of 10,000 gp, the PCs can
purchase a crypt that can hold up
to five Medium size sarcophagi
within the Mausoleum (or the
Tomb of the Ancients if they

are residents of the district).
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For a nominal fee, Zurir and his family can also purchase a
sarcophagus from Baradir Craghand’s workshop (location
A6) and make sure the priestess of Shrine of the Spire is
available for the last rites of the deceased. In other words,
he can arrange complete funeral services.

Three to six times each month, a body is buried within
the Mausoleum. When the deceased was a resident of the
district, a funeral prayer is performed at the Hall of the
Ancestors, followed by a procession (sometimes simple
and sometimes elaborate) which bring the deceased to the
Hall of the Dead. There, the corpse is placed in the center
of the white structure for one day before being entered in
the Tomb of the Ancestors. According to ancient beliefs
codified in Stone God Fellowship scripture, this “final rest”
allows the soul of the dead to journey to the Underworld
unscathed, where it will then achieve fellowship with the
Stone God. When a dwarf is placed there, the Hall of the
Dead is closed and no visitors can set foot into the inner
courtyard. For foreigners, the last rites are performed
at the Shrine of the Spire and the procession brings the
deceased directly to the entrance of the Mausoleum,
where the corpse is placed in one of the many crypts.

Once every other week, the aging priest brings 90
% of the Hall of the Dead’s earnings to the Hall of the
Ancestors. A contingent of four elite Militiamen (Dwarf
Ftr3) escorts him. The rest of the money is used to pay for
the living expenses for Zurir’s family, as well as the normal
upkeep for the Hall of the Dead.

HOOKS
o A group of enraged and drunken humans stage a protest
in front of the Hall of the Dead, claiming that one of
their own, a famed adventurer, should have the right
to be buried within the Mausoleum for free. Zurir asks
the PCs to either disperse the crowd or convince the
district’s Conclave of Elders to bend the rules for this

one man.




AIO. THE MAUSOLEUM
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Dark passages and chambers engulfed in shadows
form a great labyrinth in this seemingly disorga-
nized network of interconnected crypts. The area
holds hundreds of different rooms, and while the
corridors are empty, its walls are adorned with
countless bas-reliefs and frescos. The bas-reliefs,
which are still in terrific shape despite their obvi-
ous age, cover most of the surface of the lower
walls. They are shaped in the form of tiny humanoid
skulls. Many appear to be screaming in silent wails
of desperation, and all of them are disquietingly life-
like. The frescoes, on the other hand, are extremely
difficult to discern, since the paint used to make
them has faded with the passage of time. In some
places, however, a few of these once beautiful paint-

It is said that vast quantities of riches can be found
within the Mausoleum, as the dead of rich and
often noble families are buried there each and every
year. This rumor is indeed true, and untold riches
lie within the hundreds of crypts of the area. Most,
however, are entombed within the sarcophagi of
their owners, and thus robbers need to pry these
stone coffin open (often breaking them in the pro-
cess) in order to gain access to the wonders within.
While some minor magical items can occasion-
ally be found, most of the riches consist of silver
and gold goblets, precious stones, finely wrought
jewels, and gold and platinum pieces, as well as
countless other non-magical treasures. The exact
details are up to the DM — as are the traps which
lie waiting in more than a few sarcophagi for just
such an occasion...

ings are still visible. They depict dwarfs, elves, and
humans journeying across a great underground
river, through a boundless plain, and over a high
mountain to arrive at a place of peace. The frescoes
make up the upper portion of the walls.

Most of the chambers found here contain elabo-
rate sarcophagi made of colorful stone, and cleverly
adorned with bronze, silver, gold, or even platinum.
Some of these also have jewels imbedded upon
them, but the great majority are plain, rectangular
boxes of ordinary stone.

ACTIVITY

When the dead of rich and noble families of non-dwarven
blood need to be buried, a procession (led by Zurir) brings
them to their assigned crypts. From time to time, dwarf
stone workers are commissioned to enter the Mausoleum
and dig new crypt chambers in the west in order to accom-
modate more people. There are currently no workers
assigned here: plenty of empty rooms are currently avail-
able to accommodate the deceased.

HOOKS
e Disturbing things are taking place in the Mausoleum:
bodies have disappeared, tombs have been desecrated,
and some of the treasure buried within has been stolen.
In the course of a thorough investi-
gation, Zurir uncovers evidence sug-
gesting that undead walk among
the buried corpses. He asks the
PCs to determine the nature of
the disturbances and put an end to
them. As they investigate, they dis-
cover that cunning tomb robbers
have planted evidence of the
undead: the trouble here is
simple greed rather than
unholy  apparitions.
These robbers, how-
ever, are looking

The dwarves carved an ever-expanding necropolis into
the bluff to accommodate noble and rich families of
non-dwatrven blood who wished to give their loved ones
proper burial. The nobles pay well for this privilege and
the dwarves are happy to accept their money. The east
and south part of the labyrinth is reserved for them while
the northeastern portion of it, called the Tomb of the
Ancients, is kept for the dwarves (see location A11).

BRESIDENTS
Aside from Zurir Hardwill and his family (see location
A9), who occasionally venture down these parts, none but
the dead dwell here. Zurir's clan are also the only people
familiar with the layout of the Mausoleum; no map of the
place was ever drawn.

for something
special:
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nt artifact believed to have been buried here
enturies ago. They work for Mortenheim, the Dean of
Necromancy at the Arcane Academy (location K2), who
~ needs the artifact to continue his studies. It is up to the
PCs to stop the scheme and restore order.

Rumors of a hidden entrance into the Mausoleum have
reached the City Council. Stories of theft and desecra-
tion abound throughout the district. Knowing full well
that this will tarnish the Mausoleum’s reputation (and
cost the district considerable amounts of money), a
member of the Conclave of Elders hires the PCs to
investigate.

AlI. THE TOMB Of THE ANCIENTS

A massive door of dark bronze blocks the end of
this passageway. Beyond the door is an intricate
series of passages and chambers, which appear to
be natural caves. The stench of dried mildew lingers
in the stale air. In some areas, wide and sticky spi-
der webs block the way, and a thick blanket of dust
covers the floor. This dust, however, is not undis-
turbed: the footprints of humanoids can clearly be
'seen upon it.

Opening the door to this area requires a successful DC 32
Strength check. It is unlocked, but its sheer bulk makes it
a formidable barrier.

This network of underground caves is in some ways
the continuation of the Mausoleum, but it was built
much earlier. The vast labyrinth of crypts is reserved for
the burial of dwarves who either lived in the district or
rendered great service to the city. The stone chambers
and corridors of this area are so ancient that they are very
smooth and now seem to have been naturally formed,
though they were originally carved out from the bedrock
in elaborate configurations. Unlike the corridors of the
Mausoleum, no frescoes or bas-reliefs adorn the walls. The
only decorative features in the Tomb of the Ancients can
be found within the crypts themselves: more elaborate
sculptures, frequently adorned with dwarven runes, were
often carved within the walls and ceiling of the catacombs.
Many of these, however, are now as plain and austere as
the corridors.

Somewhere within this labyrinth lie the many tombs
of the Founders. These dwarves, four in all, each led one
of the dwarven clans that came to the city long ago. In
some circles, their deeds and visions are revered, and
most dwarves in the district grant them some measure
of respect. Legends hold that the Founders were buried
with many riches, but also that their knowledge and greed
reach beyond the grave. They were entombed in the only
sealed crypts of the area. The stone slabs leading into these
crypts are marked with the seal of their respective clan,
and have never been opened since the day their occupants
were buried here.

RESIDENTS
As with the Mausoleum, there are no living NPCs to speak
of here. Not even Zurir’s clan dares to disturb the crypts
and tombs of this area. They simply deposit the newly
dead and depart as quickly as they can.

The long deceased Founders are now part of the walk-
ing dead: liches infected with greed and using their pow-
ers to destroy all those who disturb their rest. Anyone who
dares breach their tombs might pay for such foolishness
with their lives.

The Founders (4): Dwarf liches, as per the
Monster Manual.

The Tomb of the Ancestors contains many riches,
~which are almost all guarded by traps. Within each
~ of the crypts lies one to six sarcophagi, themselves

worth 3,000 gp each. As for the treasure in the

| sarcophagus, determine randomly for each as if for
~ a 20th level encounter. Four of the sarcophagi con-

tain the phylactery for one of the dwarf liches.




ACTIVITY

A successful DC 23 Strength check is required to move
one of the slabs that seal the four tombs of the Founders.
Moving or breaking any one of these primitive stone
doors, however, activates a set of glyphs of warding, which
unleash a lightning bolt spell. The spell acts as if cast by a
10t level wizard. The glyphs magically reset after each
use; those who touch the doors after being shocked once
are in for a nasty surprise.

HOOKS

e Rovik Scarletaxe, of the Scarletaxe Clan (see location
AS5), is plagued by visions of his forefather, the venerable
founder of his clan. With his father’s help, he obtained
written permission from the district’s Conclave of
Elders to check out if the tomb of his ancestor has been
disturbed. He hires the PCs to investigate.

AI2. STONE TERRBRACES

At the foot of the great bluff, just below the open cliff-face
chambers are ten great stone terraces. High colonnades
border these massive walkways. Each column found here
is made of a different type of stone, as if its designers
wanted to remind their peers of the many sorts of rock
which grace their creations. Comfortable-looking stone
benches and wide tables are spread out throughout the
many great outdoor platforms. Most of them open into a
grotto-like corridor leading inside the bluff.

Throughout most of the day, many inhabitants of the
district can be found on the terraces. During weekdays,
dwarf workers come to this place to have lunch or din-
ner and meet some of their friends. Many patrons of the
Burrow (location A14) also come to the Stone Terraces to
enjoy some good old-fashioned merrymaking. During
holidays, the terraces are filled with celebrating inhabit-
ants, Most other times of the year it is fairly quiet, and
large enough so that groups of revelers rarely disturb
those who have come here for a little peace.

The Stone Terraces are a good place to meet just
about anyone, from dwarf commoners, craftsmen, and
Militiamen to high level dignitaries and rich aristocrats.
This is undoubtedly the best place in the district for a
pickpocket to earn a few gold pieces. On occasion, politi-
cians who need to perform public speeches use the ter-
races, as do artists who appreciate the solitude and the
view.

HOOKS

e A group of thespians from another part of the city are
performing for a small throng of dwarves. Their innova-
tive performance requires audience participation. They
soon include one or more of the PCs in their act. If they
perform well, the PCs might be invited to join their
troupe or work on a special project with them.

Al13. CLIfFF-FACE CHAMBERS

e One of the district’s most famous (or infamo
cians is making a speech. A large crowd (incls
the PCs) has gathered to hear him, but a commo
soon follows as someone in the audience makes a lon
planned assassination attempt.

Along the face of the great cliff that dominates the west-
ern part of the district are about forty chambers carved
into the rock. Many narrow stairways, also carved from
the bedrock, lead to these various chambers. They serve
as shops, stores, and sometimes also residences for many
dwarves of the middle class. The fronts of these chambers
have been converted into storefronts where fine arms,
armor, jewels, statuettes, and other kinds of metalwork and
stonework are offered. Anyone looking for gear, weapons,
armor, and any sort of metalwork and stonework can find
what they want here. While some of the dwarf artisans and
craftsmen (Dwarf Exp5-10) might be willing to barter with
friendly foreigners, most insist that the items they sell can
only be acquired at the prices they have set.

Al4. THE BURROW

At the end of one of the many stone terraces under
the great bluff stands a small establishment where
dwarves can be seen at all hours of day and night.
It features two entrances, each opening onto a dif-
ferent terrace and each displaying a simple stone
sign upon which thick dwarven runes have been
laid. The signs read “The Burrow.” Beneath each
sign is a square opening carved directly from the
rock of the bluff. Each of these leads into a relatively
long and wide corridor, which in turn opens into the
establishment itself.

The Burrow is essentially a single oddly shaped
room divided into four different parts. The first is
the common room, where two dozen long stone
tables and five times as many stools are neatly
arranged. The second is a long bar made out of
stone, which takes a small portion of the common
room. The third is a long corridor, which holds
numerous small private booths. The last part, at
the end of the corridor, is a small kitchen and stor-
age area where several cooks are hard at work.

RESIDENTS

Kerdic Longfoot, a retired dwarf adventurer, is the propri-
etor of the Burrow. He and his four sons, Kerthil, Eridil,
Drundic, and Verok, run the most popular tavern in the
entire district. Open twenty-four hours a day, the establish-
ment employs only the best cooks and hardest working
barkeeps, and all of them in turn work long hours behind
the bar. While Kerdic remains in charge of the Burrow,




dest son Kerthil takes care of purchasing the needed
- goods. His best supplier is Graybeard’s Brewery, from
which he buys all sorts of ale. The entire Longfoot family,
and most of their workers, are well-trained warriors who
at one point in time served in the district’s Militia. Because
of this and the fact that Kerdic made a fortune while he
was an adventurer, their countless regulars respect them
greatly. Kerdic often recount tales of his adventuring days
and his son Drundic sings songs, which usually delights
the Burrow’s customers.

Kerdic Longfoot: Dwarf Rog8.

Kerthil Longfoot: Dwarf Ftr4.

Drundic Longfoot: Dwarf Brd3/Ftr1.
Eridil and Verok Longfoot: Dwarf Ftr2.
Barkeeps and Cooks (6): Dwarf Com1.

Customers (Varies): Dwarf Com1.

Kerdic Longfoot has a +2 short sword and a ring of
spell turning. Both he and Kerthil carry at least 100
gp on their persons at all time. The petty cash of
the Burrow as at least 200 gp in it, but this amount
can vary. Verok, the youngest son, wears a brooch
of elven design worth 450 gp (from his father’s
adventuring days) under his tunic.
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ACTIVITY

Of all the places in the district, the Burrow is the place to
meet people, enjoy an evening of merry making, and find
adventuring opportunities. A true rumor mill and nest of
information, the Burrow is also an excellent place to hear
the latest gossip from the Dwarven District. One can find
various informants, contacts, and employment offers here,
and characters in need of a clandestine rendezvous with a
district dwarf can find no better place than the burrow.

HOOKS

e A dwarf youth steals an item from one of the PCs and
attempts to disappear through the crowd in the tavern.
This is one of several members of a small gang of dissatis-
fied youth who play daring games with strangers. They do
not need to steal, but instead do it to be admitted into the
gang. Who controls these youths and why are they acting
like common pickpockets?

AI5. RANVIK’S DPLACE

A simple red door sticks out from amidst the various shops
and storefronts that open up from the face of the bluff.
A narrow path made of gray gravel leads to this place. In
front of the door is a small stone sign reading “Ranvik’s
Place” This quaint residence is the home of Ranvik the
Runner (Dwarf Rog3), an old dwarf messenger, now long
retired, and his wife Gertha (Dwarf Com2). The pair trav-
eled to many foreign places in their youth, but are now
content to reside in the district and enjoy what time they
have left.

Their only son has recently disappeared, however, leav-
ing a dark cloud over their otherwise peaceful lives. He
was last seen leaving home to go to the Pavilions in the
Artisans District (location L10), where he was seeking
employment as an apprentice jeweler (he was not skilled
enough to earn a position with any of the jewelers of the
Dwarven District). In truth, he chose a path that his father
would never have approved of, and thus never bothered
informing his parents of his new profession... but they
certainly don't know that.

Gertha inherited a silver tiara from her grandmother.
She keeps the ancient family heirloom in a locked chest
at the foot of her bed. It is worth about 100 gp, but most
dwarves of the district would pay five times as much for
1t.
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A16. UNDEBGROUND COMPLEX
STATUE AT THE CROSSBOADS

BRESIDENTS

A wide network of beautifully wrought private
chambers, common halls, and family dwellings
linked by equally attractive corridors, has been
carved out from the surrounding rock. Each and
every wall in this area is made of pale gray stone,
which has been intricately sculpted to form various
designs of obviously dwarven design. Though old,
these motifs remain in surprisingly good shape and
make the place a unique and intricate tapestry at
which onlookers can only marvel.

A great statue stands at an important crossroad
near some of the entrances leading into this area.
This monument, made of shiny bronze, depicted
four old dwarves. One stands proudly, holding a
thick volume close to the flowing beard that falls
to his belly. His wrinkled face seems to hold the
dwarven virtues of determination and confidence.
A second figure is posed for battle, a wide axe with
a heavily serrated blade in his hand. A massive
helmet hides the features of his face, but the sinew
of his powerful arms can clearly be seen. The third
bronze dwarf sits upon a wide anvil. He holds a
short but thick bladed sword and his neatly coifed
hair is held in place by a thin circlet upon the crown
of his head. The last figure is robed in elaborate

| garments and his hair and beard are woven in long
| strands that fall to the middle of his chest and back.
He holds a wide warhammer, its oversized head

Dwarf commoners inhabit about 30% of the cham
this area. The rest of the dwellings either serve as second
homes to wealthier dwarves, or as safe havens maint
by the Dwarven Militia. It is estimated that all residen
of the district could live in these quarters — albeit some-
what cramped — for an extended period of time. Thus the
dwarves maintain all these rooms and corridors to ensure
the safety of their people in time of need.

Dwarf Commoners (Varies): Dwarf Com]1.

Dwarven Militia Patrol (Varies): Dwarf Ftr1-3.

- Treasures here are mostly limited to small quanti-
 ties of gold and silver pieces, the savings of modest
~ households. Exceptions can be made, of course,
 at the DM’s discretion. In some chambers, salted
- foods, ale, gear, weapons, and armor can also be
_uncovered, as well as the occasional piece of jew-

elry

_or precious stone.

ACTIVITY

resting upon his shoulder.

A large portion of the Dwarven District consists of this
vast underground complex of interconnected chambers,
which serve either as a primary or secondary dwelling to
the inhabitants of the area. While many of these residenc-
es have seen little or no use in recent years, they remain
usable and are regularly cleaned. One of the reasons why
this underground network was built was because the first
inhabitants of the district were miners who searched for
gold, silver, and mithral (they eventually found some
in location A18). In addition, old habits die hard. While
most of the dwarves who live in the district are now per-
fectly accustomed to life outside, finding it more practical
in their constant dealings with the humans and elves of
the city, they maintain this network as a safety precaution.
If trouble ever hits the district, they can always retreat
here to safety.

The statue at the crossroad is the oldest in the entire
district. Tt represents the four dwarf founders, each the
head of one of the four clans that came to the city long
ago. Many dwarves view them as great visionaries who
gave their people hope and a safe place to live.

Although one can travel relatively undisturbed through
this area, several units of the Militia conduct regular
patrols. Non-dwarf characters are not allowed within this
part of the district, unless extreme circumstances force
the authorities to let them in. Also, known denizens must
accompany non-dwarves who enter this area; otherwise
they are escorted back outside. In times of trouble, the
corridors leading to the exterior of the district can be
sealed by a number of stone slabs, which can be activated
by levers at various places throughout the complex. Each —
if these places are under the care of a trusted resident of
the area, who is charged with sealing off a given corridor
is the situation warrants it.

A handful of secret passageways can be found in the
western part of this complex. Each of them leads to a dif-
ferent location outside of the city wall. They are carefully
hidden and almost impossible to find from outside (three
consecutive successful DC 35 Search checks are needed to
discover each of them). These secret escape passageways
are known only to a few prominent citizens of the district,
as well a handful of carefully selected Militia members,
who keep a close watch upon them. From the inside as
well as from the outside, they are blocked to trespassers
by a number of massive stone slabs. It is said that several
traps, which can all be deactivated at once using a simple
lever, also prevent intruders from entering. These passage-
ways were built to ensure that the dwarves could evacuate
the district should they ever need to.
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group of humanoid raiders discovered the entrance
of one of the secret passages leading into this part of
the district. Almost miraculously, it seems, they have
avoided the many traps and pitfalls, and also managed
to open the barred doors leading into the district. They
have ransacked several homes and kidnapped dwarf
children before quickly disappearing through the secret
passageway from whence they came. The Militia is wary
of operating outside the district, so the families beg the
PCs need to track them down and save the children.

need the water, all are aware that it would become a pri-
mary resource should the residents need to shut down the
district and fall back into the catacombs.

Elite Militiamen (4): Dwarf Ftr3.

Hidden behind the secret panel on the south wall
is a small chamber seemingly filled with riches. The
treasure, however, is a fake one. A successful DC 20
Appraise check confirms that the coins and jewelry
stored here are next to worthless. See below for

e A freakish series of earthquakes disrupted the ancient more information.
foundations of a small area within this section of the

district, causing several cave-ins. Many dwarves are

trapped on the other side of the debris, and many fear ACTIVITY

they could suffocate. The PCs are brought into the area ~ Two secret doors can be found inside this hall. The first
to lend a hand in the rescue operation. one lies behind a large sliding panel upon the northwest
wall. A successful DC 28 Search check is required to spot
this panel and a subsequent successful DC 22 Strength

Al7. THE SOURCE OFf LIfE

check is needed to slide it open. Behind the panel is a
The passageway west of the Founder statue splits large tapestry, which is actually a well made reproduc-
in two. Its northwestern branch opens into a tion of one of the most ancient of its kind. The tapestry,
large common room, in which many stone tables however, is old, discolored, and moldy: next to worthless.
and stools have been set. The southwestern pas- Its true purpose is to hide the small secret door behind it,
sage, however, leads to a set of massive doors which requires a successful DC 30 Search check to find.
of unbelievable beauty. These double doors were This secret door leads into a passageway that ends with an
made from thick bronze of a shiny luster. A dozen identical secret doorway, which opens into chamber that
thick bars of black iron reinforce the already solid gives access to the dwarven underground complex.
structure. Framed by the same metal, these doors The southwestern wall of this hall also holds a secret
suggest being fashioned to resist a siege, but panel. This panel, made of the same material as the golden
a second look at the intricate designs upon the wall, can be spotted with a successful DC 20 Search check.
bronze surface implies that they were also made to It opens into another large room, which contains three
inspire awe. Most of the designs consist of ancient wide piles of treasure. Large opened coffers filled with
dwarven runes of unfathomable meaning, but at gold, silver, and platinum pieces as well as with jewelry
the top of the doors are the distinctive symbols and various other items of seemingly tremendous value.
of the four founding dwarf clans, fashioned from These items, however, are not worth what they seem and
mithral inlay. only serve to cover the wide pits underneath. Each of these
Inside these intricate doors stands a vast and pits requires a successful DC 29 Search check to notice.
splendid hallway. The walls appear to be made of Anyone applying more than 10 lbs. of pressure upon any
pure gold and the fire burning in the many torches of the piles opens the pits; they must then succeed ata DC
set in highly stylized silver sconces cast eerie shad- 22 Reflex save, or else fall 100 feet to the bottom.
ows upon them. In the center of this great place
stands a thick ring of pure white stone that sur- HOGES . .
rounds a vast pool of crystal clear water] o The water of the Source of Life has be.en poisoned.
Because non-dwarves have access to this part of the

district, and very few residents can actually enter this

RESIDENTS room, the few dignitaries and Militia officers hold-
ing the key to this place are the prime suspects. The
Conclave of Elders feel that their best option is to hire
outsiders — the PCs — to find out who his behind this
and why.

e Commotion from the Source of Life disturbs the peace
of the area. The Militiamen guarding the place fetched
someone who could unlock the doors as well as other
Militiamen to watch their backs. All of them were slain,
except for a lone survivor, who says that he saw a foul

Atall times, four elite guards from the Dwarven Militia are
posted outside this hall. They are charged with protecting
the main source of water the dwarves have access to inside
the underground complex. These Militiamen do not hold
the keys that unlock the doors leading into the great hall.
The Source of Life, as the inhabitants of the district call it,
is a vast pool of pure water, which is considered by many
to be among the greatest treasures of the underground
dwarven complex. Although the dwarves do not actually



beast emerge from the water and kill everyone before
retreating to the abyss with the corpses of those it
slaughtered. The PCs need to explore the Source of Life
and slay the creature, which may be a water elemental
or an aquatic outsider of the DM’s choosing.

A18. SUPPLY ROOMS

This series of simple chambers, are interconnected by
short but wide corridors in this section of the under-
ground complex. Each room is filled with stacks of wood-
en crates and barrels of different sizes and make.

The dwarves use these chambers to store food and
drink. The Dwarven Militia is in charge of ensuring that
the stock of supplies is well maintained, and a contingent
of four Militiamen (Dwarf Ftr1) guard the place at all
times. Because the dwarves take every precaution in case
they need to retreat to their underground complex, they
store great quantities of ale here as well as dried fruit
and salted meats in various chambers within this part of
the district. These goods are refreshed on a regular basis,
as the dwarves take them out of the stores to use them
before they spoil and replace them with fresh provisions.
Should the city or district fall, there is enough food
within the stores of the underground complex to feed the
entire population of the district for three months.

DWARVEN DISTRI

AIQ. THE OLD MITHRAL MINE

In the northwestern portion of the underground
maze is an elaborate labyrinth of narrow passage-
ways roughly cut out from the bedrock. These pas-
sages lead to a vast number of small unfinished
chambers dug into unusual shapes. Strong wooden
beams support the ceiling in several places.

This part of the underground complex was once rich in
mineral deposits, but now only a tiny portion of it can
be exploited. When the dwarves originally arrived in
the city, the discovery of mithral within the heart of the
bluffs played an important part in their choice to remain.
Rumors of recently-discovered platinum and gold nuggets
abound, as do stories of uncouth and vile creatures living
in the deeper sections of the mine.

RESIDENTS

Though most of the Old Mithral Mine is unused, a tiny
portion of it is alive with activity. 40 dwarf miners, under
the supervision of Dorak Stoutshield exploit an area that
includes a dozen small chambers. This area is relatively
deep underground, and traveling from there to the mine’s
entrance takes several hours. The miners have set up camp
near their dig and only return to the district once every
two weeks to take a well-deserved respite and refill their
supplies.




Dorak Stoutshield: Dwarf Rog3.
Dwarf Miners (40): Dwarf Exp3.

Anyone searching for gold or platinum might find
small veins of it in this area. For each day someone
spends searching here, hem is allowed a DC 25
Intelligence or Profession (Miner) check. Success
indicates that they have found an area where they
can dig out either gold (75% chance) or platinum
(25% chance) ore, which can be smelted down into
valuable metal. Each miner working it produces
enough ore to realize 40 gp (for gold mines) or 10
pp (for platinum mines) per eight hours worked.

ACTIVITY

Some passages of the Old Mithral Mine were closed down
long ago; planned cave-ins were triggered in order to shut
the passageways off forever. Since most of them run deep
into the rock of the earth, the dwarves did not want to take
any chances by leaving them open. After all, who knows
what menace might be lurking underneath? Rumors
about mysterious creatures from far below abound, but as
far as anyone can tell these are merely stories told by dwarf
parents to their children. Unwary explorers could easily
get lost in the Old Mithral Mine, however, and the DM
can easily expand it into a dungeon complex many times
larger than what is shown here.

Somewhere, hidden deep inside the Old Mithral Mine,
is a series of small but well-furnished chambers. These
rooms are used as the secret headquarters of the Dwarven
Underground, an unofficial organization made up of a
few handfuls of individuals who meet on a regular basis
to share information on their activities and ensure that
their agenda is progressing according to plan. They wish
to break the power of the traditionalists in the district,
easing the old taboos against allowing outsiders in and
freeing dwarven politics from the stagnation in which
they find themselves. They have begun slowly: Working
conjointly with thieves and smugglers based in the Docks
and Warehouse District, the Dwarven Underground is
attempting to bring non-dwarven items into the district
and sell them for less than what the local merchants sug-
gest. It’'s hard going, however. Though they do manage to
make money, black marketers are not the most welcomed
people in the district, as most of its citizens are not only
law-abiding individuals but also fervently protectionist
of their own people and their economy. For now most of
the Underground’s activities focus on smuggling items
of dwarven make out of the district. They use the Old
Mithral Mine to meet and stash their goods. See Darakon’s
House (location A34) for further details.

RLD’S LARGEST CITY

HOOKS

® No one has heard from Dorak Stoutshield and his min-
ers in over a month. A search party was sent to the min-
ers’ camp, but never returned. Friends of Dorak (or one
of the miners) ask the PCs to investigate.

e One of the many closed passageways of the mine
was reopened by a fell creature, who now terrorizes
the inhabitants around the mine entrance. They hire
the PCs to hunt down and drive the beast back from
whence it came.

o A small army of humanoids led by a senior cleric of the
Priests of Calamity Temple (see location J5) recently
discovered a way to use one of the old corridors of the
mine to gain access to the Dwarven District. They are
planning an invasion — an effort to “liberate” their
comrades in the Humanoid District — and hope to
seize the whole of the Dwarven District in the process.
The dwarves will need all the help they can muster if
they hope to drive these aggressors back. If the PCs are
in the district when this attack occurs, their help will be
needed to put it down.

e Word of the activities of the Dwarven Underground
has reached the Conclave of Elders. They hire the PCs
to locate and arrest any smugglers associated with them
who might be in the district, a task that might not be as
easy as it looks considering the size and complexity of
the Old Mithral Mine.

o The PCs are hired by the district Conclave of Elders to
investigate the rumors of emerald findings in the Old
Mithral Mine. In their search, the PCs discover that a
renegade member of the Silveranvil Clan has not only
uncovered emeralds within an abandoned section of
the mine, but has also secretly begun to steal them for
himself. Who is helping this renegade in his endeavor?
Members of the dwarven community? A spellcaster
from another district? Or perhaps even some organized
criminal group from outside of the city?
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A20. STATUE Of KAAR THE Azl. WAR ROOM
BLOODTHIRBSTY

A ring of heavy black stone neatly set together with
mortar encircles a wide basin filled with stale water. In
the center of this pool is a dark marble plateau upon
which stands a great statue of a dwarf warrior. The statue
is carved from green marble and dominates the area. The
warrior is some 9 feet tall. He wears a kilt, laced sandals,
and breastplate armor, carved in a remarkably detailed
fashion. Bulky muscles can be seen from under the cloth-
ing. The dwarf holds a battleaxe in one hand and a short
spear in the other. His head is framed by a thick mane of
unruly hair, but his face if beardless and youthful.

This is the statue of Kaar the Bloodthirsty, an ancient
hero who once single-handedly saved the lives of the four
original dwarf founders of the district. While the tales
of his deeds are shady at best — he is often portrayed as
harsh and unduly violent — his exploits are recounted
in many books, poems, and songs, and all the inhabitants
of the district are familiar with his legend. Kaar allegedly
stood up against an entire army of savage orcs in order to
the save the founders who were then on a diplomatic mis-
sion. Because of his importance in the lore of the district’s
history, a great artist built this statue in his honor.
Though the fountain where the statue was placed is now
broken (its source cut off by tremors in the ground cen-
turies ago), the place still serves as a playground for dwarf
children. Both children and parents can be found around
this area throughout the day. Anyone interacting with the
dwarves gathered around the statue can learn from them
about the legend of Kaar the Bloodthirsty.

HOOKS

e Legends from the ancient era state that Kaar eventually
met his match in a cunning orc sorcerer, who trapped
his soul within a lifelike statue in his image. Some
residents of the district believe this tale, and the recent
discovery of the heros chronicles, written by one of his
contemporaries, seems to confirm the story. The text
also reveals that only an ancient artifact, in the form of
Kaar'’s helmet but made from marble and of the same
scale as the heros greater-than-life statue, can release
Kaar from his ancient imprisonment. Can the PCs find
this oversized (and heavy) helmet? And once they man-
age to put it on the statue’s head, what incantation do
they need to sing in order to release the soul trapped
within?

The corridor abruptly ends at a set of massive
bronze doors, each decorated with the face of an
angry bull. Though the images are only slightly
elevated from the otherwise smooth surface of
the doors, the horns protrude for about two feet.
Within the nose of each bull’s face, set within the
nostrils, is a fine golden ring.

Beyond the doors stands a large but oddly shaped
hall. Massive columns form a number of different
structures within it, joined by high walls which help
to support the vaulted ceiling. Each of the three tall
but narrow stone “buildings” on the western side
has only one door, made out of strong iron. There
are several windows surrounding these buildings,
and their walls run up to the ceiling. On the eastern
side stands a massive, almost fort-like structure,
made out of stone and surrounded by narrow slits
perfect for archers and crossbowmen, and can only
be accessed through an iron portcullis, which in
turn leads to a strong iron door.

This hall, affectionately called the War Room by most
denizens of the area, was the first fortified place built by
the original dwarf settlers. Officially maintained by the
Dwarven Militia, the War Room never actually saw any
use, despite its practical design. The dwarves, however,
like to think that if things turn bad they can use it to house
their most important dignitaries until the trouble passes.

Though the buildings to the west contain only simple
military gear, and large sacks filled with sand, the struc-
ture to the east can actually be used as a fortified room
where high-ranking officers and district officials could
plan military strategies. It contains maps of the city and
the district, various types of supplies, and enough arms
and armor to equip a hundred Militiamen.

BESIDENTS

There are always four to twelve experienced members of
the Militia guarding the War Room.

Elite Dwarven Militiamen (Varies): Dwarf Ftr 3.

Soldiers’ gear, food, ale, detailed military maps
(both old and new), and weapons and armor of
various sorts can be found in the War Room.

ACTIVITY

In recent years, the Militia has used the grounds around
the various buildings within the War Room to train new
recruits. Because of its unique design and secluded loca-
tion, special exercises can be performed here with little or
no difficulty. About one week out of the month, the place
is used by trainers and Militiamen to hone their skills, and
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rform or perfect special maneuvers requiring coor-
nation between various units. Under special circum-
stance, PCs could receive permission to take part in the
military exercises of the Dwarven Militia. If the PCs are
particularly good combatants, Marshal Arnar Blacktooth
(see location A2) may even hire them to teach new tricks
to his men.

HOOKS

® The PCsare hired to train the men of the Militia. During
the exercises, one of them attempts to murder one of the
PCs. Why was this man hired to assassinate the char-
acter? Who is behind the affair? An old enemy of the
party? Or perhaps a fanatical and xenophobic group of
the community who wish to frighten all foreigners out
of the district?

e A group of foreign humanoids recently dug a long tun-
nel that brought them to this room. They obviously had
a detailed map of the area and were undoubtedly sup-
ported by magic. Now, they have barricaded themselves
inside the fortified chamber and refuse to abandon the
place unless the dwarves hand them a truly outlandish
ransom. Appalled by the reluctance of his senior com-
manders to take back what is rightfully theirs, Marshal
Blacktooth hires the PCs to “storm the castle.”

Az2. MEETING HALL

RESIDENTS

A large, flat-roofed building of sandy colored stone During most of the year, the Meeting Hall serves as a gath-
stands at the foot of the bluff in the northwestern ering place that anyone from the district can use. Family
part of the open-air neighborhood of the district. gatherings, clan meetings, wedding celebrations, and
A series of massive columns of the same material similar sorts of events take place here. During the winter
and coloration supports the part of the roof cover- months, as well as on rainy days, the district’s politicians
ing a large porch on the front of the building. A sometimes use the Meeting Hall to address the populace.
flight of steps, as wide as the building itself, opens Because so many people wish to use the place for special
upon this simple gallery. There are no doors lead- or private events, such as clan gatherings, a designated
ing into the edifice; only a massive, perfectly square administrator takes reservations. This dwarf, one Nirkon
archway. Fellblade, is a noble and venerable old fellow from the

A long hallway stands inside, flanked by a row of Silveranvil Clan in the twilight of his years. Nirkon is also
columns of dark and lustrous brown stone, which in charge of appointing people to clean and maintain the
support the ceiling and roof. At the end of the hall Meeting Hall, and he maintains a staff of twenty to help
is a wide dais of the same highly polished stone. him.
Upon this simple podium is a rectangular dark : _
green marble b|ick Zbout 3 feet high. ; Nirkon Fellblade: Dwarf Ari7.

Administrative Staff (20): Dwarf Com3.
The Meeting Hall is one of the first buildings constructed

in the district. Its original purpose was to house the dwarf
families in need of shelter while their own homes were
constructed. After a couple of decades, as more and more
facilities were completed, the great structure was con-
verted into a place where dwarves of all ilk could meet
and discuss matters of the day. The place still retains this
function today.

Nirkon Fellblade carries a bottle of elixir of vision (5
doses), which he uses to help spot areas of the Hall
in need of repair.




ACTIVITY

Using the Meeting Hall is a free service offered to the
community, and any denizen of the district can use it.
Funds for the upkeep and repairs are taken from the dis-
trict’s treasury and handed out as needed by the Conclave
of Elders. Any resident of the district can reserve the
Meeting Hall with Nirkon Fellblade (provided there are
no conflicting dates). Although it seldom happens, for-
eigners are sometimes allowed to use the Meeting Hall,
but they must first agree to rent the place at the cost of
300 gp per day. Then they must ensure that no residents
are actually using the facility, and present their case to the
Conclave of Elders to receive permission (entertaining
friendly relations with members of the Conclave always
helps). Those well known and well respected within the
dwarf community have a much easier time of it during
this process.

HOOKS

e During a small and private wedding ceremony, the
groom suddenly fell ill and the wedding was postponed.
Two days later, the dwarf died of an unknown ailment.
The bride-to-be suspects that her aristocratic father is
behind the ordeal because he always obstinately refused
to let her marry a commoner, even though she loved
him. Is this a ruse concocted by a foe of the father of the
bride or is her rich family actually involved in the death
of her would-be husband? And what manner of magic or
poison was used to murder the groom? Is this the work
of someone in the district or were outsiders involved?

A23. THE GREAT SMITHY

BESIDENTS

This 50 foot-long building is cruciform. Its walls
are windowless, made of dark gray stone blocks.
In fact there are only two sets of windows in the
entire structure: one some 30 feet above ground,
and another 5 feet below the flat roof. There are
no panes in these windows, which are fitted with
bulky iron bars. The sole entrance to the building
is marked by great set of bronze doors. Dwarven
runes have been carved into the stone above the
door; they read, “The Great Smithy.” The roof of the
large structure is comprised of flat burgundy tiles
from which twenty chimneys protrude. Pale gray
smoke rises from them, forming a thick smog that
constantly hovers above the place.

The fire of twenty hearths and furnaces bathes
the interior in a golden orange light and warms the
place to an uncomfortable temperature. The Great

| Smithy is a veritable bustle of activity, as dozens of

| workers melt various types of metals in a score of
~ hot furnaces and hammer strips of iron or mithral
~ upon wide anvils. The sound of their crushing ham-

mers reverberates through the open hall.

gy
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The most accomplished dwarven smiths practice’
craft at the Great Smithy. Within the comfortable emb
of their own community, which view them as men of
uncanny importance, these metal and weapon crafters
fashion works of intricate design, tremendous durabil-
ity, and high value. Their wares are in high demand and
they are more than happy not only to supply the needs
of the many residents of the district, but also to sell their
valuables in other parts of the city. Only dwarves may
work in the Great Smithy, and among them only the
apprentices who have proven their mettle and work ethic
to the Master Smiths will ever cast iron in this place. The
dwarf smiths judged less worthy by the Masters must find
employment somewhere else. While most of them even-
tually serve in the Dwarven Militia or become apprentices
to other craftsmen, some also find employment as smiths
in other parts of the city. For the dwarves, this is consid-
ered a shameful sort of exile.
Headed by Grand Master Karn Hammerhand of the
Hammerhand Clan — who is considered one of the
best living smiths on the planet — the Great Smithy is
renowned as the greatest collected of iron workers in the
world. All cultures and civilizations that have heard about
the city or that have seen the work of the artisans from
the Great Smithy are aware of the worth of the items fash-
ioned there. Many warriors of the city, in fact, refuse to use
any arms save those made by the dwarf weapon smiths of
the Great Smithy.
Since its foundation, members of the Hammerhand
Clan have run the place. Not only do the Hammerhand
excel at all sorts of metal craft, but they are also considered
great visionaries and inventors. Throughout the years, the
men of Clan Hammerhand experimented with mixing dif-
ferent types of metal to form new and experimental alloys.
They have developed remarkable techniques allowing
them to make items of impressive durability, practicabil-
ity, and design. Among the twelve master forgers of the
Great Smithy are ten members of the Hammerhand Clan,
including Grand Master Karn, who heads the prestigious
institution. Below them are over 100 experienced journey-
man smiths, as well as a score of apprentices who have
only recently been accepted among the elite smiths’ rank.
There are also five young apprentices being evaluated by
the Masters. They are called “outsiders” and must work for
one of the Master Forgers for a period of at least one year,
after which time the Master decides whether he is worthy
of becoming a fully-accepted apprentice or not. 75% of
those working at the smithy are of the Hammerhand Clan,
15% are of the Silveranvil Clan, and the remaining work-
ers are a mix of the other two dwarf clans of the district.
No foreigners, not even those of great renown, have even /£
been invited to work at the Great Smithy. Some of the best
dwarven smiths of the world, however, have occasionally
been allowed to visit the establishment and work at its
forges.
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The Great Smithy literally vibrates with activity 24

ours a day; the many dwarf smiths toil day and night
1o fashion their wares. The smiths of the Great Smithy
work in eight-hour shifts, during which time they take no
respite. At any time, there are at least four master forgers,
36 journeymant smiths, and a dozen apprentices working
here. In desperate times, these numbers can be doubled
or tripled, but it takes exceptional circumstances for the
smiths of the Great Smithy to change their routine, and
this has not happened in many decades. Because of the
many valuables found therein — and because the institu-
tion is the most lucrative in the district — members of
the Militia constantly patrol the area around the Great
Smithy and a contingent of elite Militiamen guards its
sole entrance.

Grand Master Karn Hammerhand: Dwarf Exp
12/Wiz 6.

Master Forgers (4): Dwarf Exp15.
Journeyman Smiths (36): Dwarf Exp5.
Apprentice Smith (12): Dwarf Exp]1.

Elite Dwarven Militiamen (4): Dwarf Ftr3.

Ingots of metal can be found inside the walls of the
Great Smithy, from valuable silver, gold, platinum,
and mithral to the more mundane iron and copper.
Different types of alloys, especially steel used to
fashion arms and armor, are also commonplace.
Precious and semiprecious stones, which are used
to embellish the more intricate pieces fashioned by
the Master Forgers can also be found here. These
are kept under lock and key at all times. At least
five hundred finished products can be found within
the Great Smithy, ranging from mundane everyday
items (such as horseshoes and tools), to strange
art pieces, ordinary and masterwork weapons and
suits of armor, and fine metal jewelry. Like the
gems, they are stored within a locked chamber near
the entrance of the establishment, requiring a suc-
cessful DC 30 Open Lock check to pick.

ACTIVITY

Although the Great Smithy only rarely welcomes strang-
ers, some foreigners of special status (such as dignitaries
from other parts of the city or the world) or skills (such
as famous metal smiths) are sometimes invited to visit.
During such times, extra measures are taken and addi-
tional members of the Militia are brought to keep an eye
on the locked rooms and coffers holding the Smithy’s
various valuables. Characters who entertain good rela-
tions with a Master Forger or Grand Master Karn can

attempt to purchase items directly from the artisans, but
this is only acceptable in special circumstances. Most of
the equipment fashioned in the Great Smithy is sold to
partner dwarf merchants or wholesalers who handle the
business side of the affair.

HOOKS

e In recent weeks, several items have been stolen from
the Great Smithy. These were little trinkets at first, but
the last few were of greater value (perhaps even magical
in nature). The PCs are asked to organize a stakeout in
an attempt to uncover the person responsible. When
they realize that one of the most venerable smiths of
the place is behind the thefts, they must act quickly and
discretely in order to preserve the Great Smithy’s inter-
national reputation.

e The last two days of production were wasted, as the
Master Forgers realize that the items created by their
smiths are worthless. The metal used to fashion them
is soft, and it bends and breaks easily. Someone tam-
pered with the stock of raw materials, or with the fires
of their forges. Whatever the case, magic is involved,
requiring further measures to fix things. The PCs must
not only find the problem and locate the culprits, but
also uncover a way for the Great Smithy to resume its
normal activities.

e The Great Forge requires a prodigious quantity of raw
metal to fuel it, and Grand Master Karn is always inter-
ested in finding good new sources of supply. He and
the Hammerhand Clan have entered into a business
relationship with the Sir Montagu Tieran (see location
E13) to exploit a recently discovered mine. He has never
done business with humans before quite this intimately,
however, so he hires the PCs to investigate the Tieran
family for him. Alternately, Grand Master Karn could
also hire the PCs to investigate rumors of yet another
excellent deposit of metal ore in another location.

AZ24. WAREHOUSE

This simple single story building, like many others in the
district, is built of pale gray stone. Its walls, however, are
windowless and its flat roof holds no chimney. A single
door, made of iron then painted violet, leads to the street.

This elongated building originally served as a ware-
house where the artisans of the Great Smithy stored their
raw materials as well as some of their more ordinary fin-
ished goods. Today, the building continues to serve this
purpose, but the Master Forgers prefer to keep their com-
pleted items within the Smithy itself until their partners
(mostly merchants or wholesalers) come to pick them
up. Accordingly, the warehouse is usually only half full.
It holds all sorts of raw metals, as well as additional tools
needed for work at the Great Smithy, such as hammers,
anvils, and pincers to hold molten metal.



A patrol of four elite Militiamen (Dwarf Ftr3) guards the
premises at all times. The sole entrance to this building is
kept locked, and only two keys exist. One is kept in one
of the safes of the Great Smithy while Karn Hammerhand
himself carries the other (see location A23). Picking the
lock requires two successful consecutive DC 26 Open
Lock checks. Failing any of these checks freezes the mech-
anism, which makes the door impossible to open unless a
locksmith repairs it (which takes over four hours of work
and a successful DC 30 Open Lock check).

HOOKS

e A theft was recently attempted at the Warehouse.
Some of the culprits distracted the Militiamen while
at least one other attempted to unlock the door. The
maneuver spoiled the lock completely, and even the
district locksmith cannot repair the intensive damage
(the mechanism was ruined with acid). Grand Master
Hammerhand hires the PCs to find a solution to this
problem, and perhaps investigate who was behind the
attempted burglary.

A25. GRAYBEARD’S BREWERY

Unlike most dwellings in the district, the roof of
this large building is a pointy structure made from
bright yellow clay tiles. A dozen chimneys of dark
red brick protrude from the roof, and billowing
white smoke forms a wide cloud above the other
buildings of the northeastern part of the district.
The house itself is made from red brick, between
which a thick layer of gray mortar can be seen.
A wide and well-kept path, paved with the same
material, leads to the entrance of the building, in
front of which is a colonnade of white pillars. On
either side of a large opening stands a great door
made of oak, which could easily be shut. In front of
the house is a wide sign carved out of maple. The
words, “Graybeard's Brewery” are carved upon the
sign in dwarven runes.

Inside is a large working area where several dif-
ferent types of ale are made. Wide basins dominate
the inside of the building, which also hold several
stacks of sacks filled with wheat, barley, and other
products needed to produce the brew. On either
side of the entrance, both walls are filled with piles
of wooden barrels, metal kegs, and glass bottles
filled with ale of different grades. The contents of
the barrels are stenciled along the side and the seal
of the Graybeard Clan (the face of a wizened old
dwarf) can clearly be seen upon their tops. A wall
separates a small area of the building, which serves
as the administrative office.

Graybeard's Brewery is the second largest and second 1
respected institution in the district. For generations, t
men of the Graybeard Clan have perfected the art of brew:
ing. Their business offers ale of different grades and prices,
including specialty ales that only they can produce. v

RESIDENTS

The place employs 90 skilled brewers as well as several
sellers to deal with the merchants who purchase its prod-
ucts. Threkir Graybeard, one of City Councilman Tharn
Greybeard’s brothers, runs the place. While the Brewery
is owned and has always been operated by members of the
Graybeard Clan, it employs dwarves from all four clans.

Graybeard's Brewery is open 24 hours a day. At least
30 employees are on the premises at all times (working
in shifts of eight hours), including at least two of the six
master brewers, twenty journeyman brewers, and ten
apprentices. The master brewers are the recipe specialists
and supervise the work of the journeymen, who have a
number of specific tasks to perform. The apprentices, for
the most part, do most of the grunt work while they slowly
learn their craft.

Threkir Graybeard: Dwarf Exp12/Ari6.
Master Brewers (2): Dwarf Exp10.

Journeyman Brewers (20): Dwarf Exp5.

Apprentice Brewers (10): Dwarf Exp1.




i WK L R S

)RLD’S LARGEST CITY

Vast amounts of the raw materials needed to
produce ale can be found in Graybeard's Brewery.
Dozens of barrels filled with fine ale can also be
obtained, including twenty of “Graybeard’s Golden
Stream,” the brewery’'s most renowned recipe. The
administrative office of the Brewery also guards a
locked chest (successful DC 20 Open Lock check to
pick) containing a record of the business’ patrons as
well as one large sack holding 2,000 gp.

of the ale barrels that had been sold to the Burrow.
Greybeard hires the PCs to investigate. They could
uncover a well-plotted coup, aimed at a bigger political
scheme, or a simple dispute among employees that took
a turn for the worse.

A26. THE CIDER HOUSE

ACTIVITY

Once a week, merchants from the other districts of the
city come to Graybeard’s Brewery and fill their wagons
with barrels and kegs of ale. These retailers and whole-
salers usually bring back their empty containers to the
brewers, who can wash and reuse them. Dwarves from the
district are welcome at the Brewery any day from 8 a.m.
to noon. Anyone can purchase directly from the Brewery,
provided they buy it in sufficiently large amounts. To
do so, they must deal directly with Threkir Graybeard.
While the old dwarf proudly respects set prices, he can
offer substantial discounts to merchants who agree to buy
exclusively from him. Kerdic Longfoot of the Burrow (see
location A14) is one of those loyal buyers who benefits
from this kind of deal.

The Brewery offers different grades of ale, all of which
is of fine quality. “Graybeard’s Own,” the most common
ale, is produced in vast quantities. “Graybeard’s Red,’
“Graybeard'’s Yellow,” and “Graybeard’s White" are special-
ty ales in high demand among wealthy or noble circles.
The best kind of ale produced here, however, remains
“Graybeard's Golden Stream,” which takes four years to
mature. While the more common ales are produced and
sold in large wooden barrels only, specialty brews are also
available in smaller containers, such as metal kegs and tall
glass bottles.

HOOKS

e The shipments of the last three merchants who pur-
chased ale from the Brewery were attacked outside the
district. Many of the merchants were killed and the
others were badly beaten. The barrels and kegs of ale
they carried were destroyed. Witnesses and victims
of these attacks say that a bevy of masked humans
were responsible. Why does this band of murderers
concentrate their attacks solely on merchants buying
from Graybeards Brewery? Is someone trying to dis-
suade merchants from doing business with the ancient
dwarven institution? Or is this simply a coincidence?
Threkir Graybeard hires the PCs to find out,

® One of Graybeard's journeymen has recently disap-
peared. A frantic search could not uncover him... until
several days ago, when his body was discovered in one

On the north and easternmost side of the district
stands a wide building of rosy-colored stone in front
of a fenced yard filled with apple trees. The trees are
short and neatly trimmed, and form an orchard that
extends northward up to the face of the mountain
and eastward to the great wall making the edge of
the district. The building itself is 20 feet high. Its
roof is flat and includes several chimneys. On the
southern side, the fence is made from the same
rose-colored stone as the house and reaches the
high wall that separates the Dwarven District from
the Humanoid District to the east. In front of the
building is a large pale green marble slab cut in
the shape of an apple. At the center are carved the
words “Cider House” in dwarven runes.

The Cider House is a relatively new institution in the
Dwarven District, only slightly over 100 years old. Before
this place was built, the entire area was a field where
apple trees grew aplenty. They legally belonged to all resi-
dents of the district, but few of them actually used them.
When Korvik Greenhand, an enterprising young dwarf,
presented a concrete plan to the district’s Conclave of
Elders explaining how to exploit the place, the Conclave
permitted him to build on the site. The apple trees formed
a natural resource which could be put to good use, and
Greenhand did not intend to see them squandered. The
Conclave also agreed to give him exclusive rights to the
orchard. In exchange, Greenhand was to give the district
45% of all his earnings. This agreement ends in three
years.

RESIDENTS

Under the supervision of Korvik Greenhand (who handles
all administrative duties), a master apple grower named
Ronok Longsleeve and a master cider maker named
Thurnon Scarletaxe, twelve dwarves work at the Cider
House. They are responsible for seasonal apple picking,
for taking care of the apple trees (mostly by cutting away
dead wood to keep them strong), and for making the dif-
ferent types of ciders.

Korvik Greenhand: Dwarf Exp11/Rog3.

Ronok Longsleeve, Master Cider Maker: Dwarf
Exp8.
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Thurnon Scarletaxe, Master Apple Grower: Dwarf  serve to their guests. Individuals cannot purchase

Exp6. from the Cider House, but instead must deal with one
- the few merchants from the district that sells its pro
Journeyman Apple Grower and Cider Makers (9): e
Dwarf Exp3.
HOOKS

Apprentice Apple Grower and Cider Makers (4): e Greenhand’s contract with the district's Conclave of

Dwarf Exp1.

Hundreds of barrels and bottles of various types
of cider can be found at the Cider House, as well
as vast containers where the liquid is placed to
ferment, empty wooden barrels, glass bottles, and
crates. Within the administrative office is a locked
safe containing 600 gp and a cabinet with docu-
ments pertaining to the yearly harvests and paying
customers. Several books on apple picking and
cider making, written in Common, are neatly placed
upon a shelf. A basket filled with fresh apples stands
in the center of a wide stone desk, surrounded by
paper and ink.

ACTIVITY
The Cider House produces sweet apple cider in three vari-
eties: filtered, boiled, and fermented alcoholic cider. The
last has become the Cider House specialty. It is also the
only type of cider that sells relatively well in the district,
and more and more inhabitants recognize its fine qualities.
Most of the products of this establishment, however, are
sold to other city districts.

The Cider House is not normally open to the gen-
eral public. Instead, it sells its products to merchants
and wholesalers, most of whom travel from other
districts. Korvik Greenhand allows his business
associates to purchase his goods throughout the
year, during normal business hours (from dawn
to dusk). Members of Clan Graybeard never buy
from the Cider House, since it would trump tra-
dition (and the wishes of Threkir Graybeard, pro-
prietor of Graybeard’s Brewery). Other aristocrats
from the district sometimes deal directly with the

Cider House, purchasing
fine products they can

Elders will be up for renewal soon. Although he has had
some financial difficulties in recent years (mostly due
to bad weather and poor harvests), he is confident that
he can make the establishment even more profitable.
However, he does want a contract that will be more
lucrative for him. He hires the PCs as his main advisors
and negotiators, asking them to bribe, coerce, or other-
wise convince the members of the Conclave to abide by
his demands.
The last harvest was not a good one for the Cider House.
The apples were small and dry, and their coloration was
an odd dark green that Greenhand and his employees
had never seen before. The strange apples (which were
in fact magically mutated), produced bitter cider, which
hewould never dare sell. Why did someone tamper with
the harvest? Who is trying to discredit the Cider House?
Someone who wants to evict Greenhand and his busi-
ness in order to take the place for himself? Or simply an
old enemy seeking retri-

bution?
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West of the high wall bordering the district stands
a great house that stands over 50 feet tall. In front
of it is a tiny wooded area still untouched by civili-
zation. The house itself is made from white stones
and its three distinct facades hold a number of dif-
ferent colonnades composed of the same material.
Though each of these facades has a doorway, it is
clear that the principal entrance is at the heart of
the structure: a high set of double doors framed
with an intricately carved archway covered in hun-
dreds of dwarven runes. On top of the doors is a
massive and perfectly round bronze plate embla-
zoned with the face of a wise old dwarf with a flow-
ing beard and helmet. The heraldic symbol stands
out from the otherwise pure white stone of the
manor house.

One of the first buildings to be built in the district, House
Graybeard is the traditional seat of the clan’s leaders. For
generations, those who have led the clan and their many
advisors (typically their brothers or uncles) have lived
here. Though old, this beautiful manor is well kept. Like
many of the buildings in the district, it was so well made
that unless disaster strikes, it will remain standing for
uncounted generations to come.

BRESIDENTS

The members of Clan Graybeard are, for the most part,
rigid, conservative, and inflexible. They tend to view the
world as either black or white, and most fail to grasp the
many shades of gray in between. Of all the different clans,
they are the most xenophobic, and many among them
view non-dwarven culture as an affront — and even a
threat — to their own cultural heritage. In fact, many
Graybeards fear that the uniqueness of their own people
will eventually disappear if the common dwarven popula-
tion is allowed to intermingle with the rest of the city.

The members of this clan are often stern and highly sus-
picious of strangers, but they do get along well with most
dwarves. What they fear above all else is chaos. They view
order as the goal all respectable societies should strive
for, and many Graybeards are willing to enforce law and
order through every means at their disposal — even if this
means annulling the freedom of other dwarves. After all,
they know what is best for their people.

Tharn Graybeard, the clan’s elder, is the district’s official
representative on the City Council. He and his brothers
play a key role in district politics and all are part of the
Conclave of Elders. Tharn hopes to reintroduce some of
the old code of conduct, and rekindle traditional dwarven
values within the district. He and his brothers would prob-
ably rule the place with an iron fist were it not for the fact
that the members of the other clans are watching them

closely — and often fail to see why non-dwarven influ-
ence should be removed from the district. The Graybeards’
views are regarded by some of the younger dwarves as
archaic and inflexible, and many residents are beginning
to question their leadership.

Each of Tharn Graybeard's brothers plays an important
role in the clan. Threkir takes care of Graybeard’s Brewery
(location A25) and thus generates most of the clan’s rev-
enue, He can be found there most of the time, but he
lives here in the ancestral home. Thuron Graybeard is the
principal political advisor of his elder brother. He follows
Tharn everywhere and, when need be, defends his interest
at the district Conclave of Elders. The youngest brother,
Thurvik, takes care of the ancestral house and represents
Tharn during private clan meetings.

Tharn “The Elder” Graybeard: Dwarf Ari15/Ftr 4.
Thuron Graybeard: Dwarf Ari14.

Thurvik Graybeard: Dwarf Ari7.

Threkir Graybeard: see location A25.

Graybeard Aristocrats (15): Dwarf Aril.

Servants and Repairmen (10): Dwarf Com1.

House Graybeard holds a wide variety of ancient
dwarven items: weapons, shields, armor, helmets,
clay and silver mugs, iron combs, gold brooches,
mithral necklaces, bronze armbands, and so on.
They are worth about 10,000 gp, in total, but they
have deep sentimental value to all residents of the
district, who would pay up to four times their actual
worth in order to get them back. A hidden, locked,
and trapped vault under the manor house also
holds clan treasures, which total 28,000 gp in plati-
num coins and precious stones. To gain access to
this vault, one must find the secret trapdoor within
the floor of the first story house (successful DC 32
Search check to notice), unlock it (with a success-
ful DC 28 Open Lock check), and descend a 50-foot
long ladder that leads into a small underground
chamber. Anyone stepping upon the floor of this
vault without first pushing a hidden button (found
upon the wall near the ladder, with a successful DC
34 Search check) automatically triggers a word of
chaos trap placed upon the room: CR 8; magical
device; location trigger; automatic reset; spell effect
(word of chaos, 15th level cleric); Search DC 32;
Disable Device DC 32.




ACTIVITY

While most of Tharn's decisions are revealed at the Hall of
the Ancestors (location A30), all of them are made here.
Each week, Tharn and his three brothers gather at House
Graybeard to discuss important political affairs. In the
rare instances that Tharn cannot attend (because of his
duties at the City Council), Thuron presents his brother’s
views and ideas. Once per month, other members of the
Graybeard Clan are allowed to participate in these meet-
ings and share their ideas. However, since the members
of Clan Graybeard strictly follow ancient custom, only the
head of each individual family is welcomed. Some youths
of the clan are beginning to openly question this practice,
as all other dwarven clans are much more inclined to lis-
ten to their younger members. Characters visiting House
Graybeard might receive permission to see one of the
elder brothers... if they are dwarves. Non-dwarf charac-
ters will never be allowed inside; as such a person is never
welcome at the ancestral manor.

HOOKS
e Dissatisfied youths of Clan Graybeard, supported by
a number of district residents from the other clans,
are protesting in front of House Graybeard. This small
throng claims that the politics of the clan are too rigid,
that their views of non-dwarves are too narrow, and
that their attitudes towards the young members of the
clan are an affront to modern life. The PCs are hired by
the Graybeard elders to disperse the crowd and make
sure this type of chaos does not happen
again. Will they perform their duties
or will they be swayed by the throng’s
ideals?

A28. HOUSE Of CLAN HAMMERHAND

This wide and richly decorated manor is shaped
in the form of an oversized “U.” It is undoubtedly
one of the most beautiful buildings in the district,
made from dark green stone and holding dozens of
windows covered with elaborately designed stained
glass panels. The walls are covered with designs
carved in the form of hammers, maces, and mauls.
They are only perceptible from a distance, however;
when one stands close to the walls they appear
only as shapeless carvings. The principal feature of
this great residence is the oversized hand holding a
huge hammer hanging over its main entrance. This
insignia was molded from a brilliant combination
of mithral, silver, and gold.

Although the Hammerhand Clan is the smallest and least
influential in the district, its ancestral residence is prob-
ably the most wondrous of all the main clan residences.
Because of their close relationship with the Great Smithy,
members of Clan Hammerhand collected a great num-
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ber of intricate works of art throughout the cent

Countless works of metal — from fashionable suits
armor to highly stylized weapons, cauldrons, statue:
jewels, and similar items — can be found in their home-
stead. The elaborate stained glass windows conceal iron
bars designed to prevent any outsider from entering the
place. Many runes and wondrous designs also decorate
the protective bars, allowing them to fit perfectly into the
interior décor.

RESIDENTS
The members of the Himmerhand Clan have long played
important roles in the Great Smithy (location A23). Since
the foundation of the city, the males of the clan have
devoted themselves to this respectable institution, and
many Hammerhands have in turn become Grand Masters
of the Great Smithy. For centuries, most sons of the clan
were encouraged to become weapons crafters and metal
smiths. Those who chose other professions (either because
of ineptitude or lack of interest) were often regarded as
odd by their family or flat-out shunned.

Because of this, the members of the smallest dwarven
clan are often either deeply entrenched in ancient
tradition or totally disenchanted by it. The tra-
ditionalists of the clan support the policies of
Clan Graybeard and are Tharn’s best allies in the
dwarf community. Many of these dwarves also
wish to maintain their con-
trol over the Great Smithy,
which greatly contributes
to their financial welfare,
Non-smith members of the
Hammerhand Clan still liv-
ing within the district usu-
ally join the ranks of the

Dwarven Militia, but many of

them now live in other parts of the city. They

find employment among the ranks of the City

Guard or as apprentices to artisans outside of

the district.

Most members of this clan are proud,
haughty, and gruff. They also tend to be
resourceful loners, happy to work long hours : -
by themselves. The Hammerhands are high-
ly skilled metal and weaponsmiths, even by
dwarven standards. Because of this, as well as
the tremendous success and reputation of the

Great Smithy, those who become smiths are

highly respected among the district’s deni-
zens.
For generations, House Hammerhand has
been the seat of the clan. Today, it houses ,
a dozen members and employs twice as §
many servants, who attend to the upkeep
of the ancestral dwelling as well as the resi-
dents therein. Vurkon One-Eye, the clan’s
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e Elder, can be found here all the time. Although
s still officially leads the clan, his cousins Barkon and
Durkon hold the true reign of power. Barkon is a shining
example of old dwarven aristocracy while Durkon is a
pious member of the district clergy. Grand Master Karn,
- who heads the Great Smithy, also lives within House
Hammerhand, though he is seldom here.

Vurkon “One-Eye” Hammerhand: Dwarf Ari17.
Barkon Hammerhand: Dwarf Ari13.

Durkon Hammerhand: Dwarf Clr6.

Karn Hammerhand: See location A23.
Hammerhand Aristocrats (10): Dwarf Aril.

Servants and Repairmen (24): Dwarf Com1.

Clan Hammerhand has a surprising amount of
riches stored in its ancestral home. The clan’s
most important artifacts are ancient weapons ands
suits of armor crafted and signed by the forefathers
who forged them. All these arms and armor are
of masterwork quality and some are even imbued
with magic. The most important is a suit of +4 half-
plate armor of fortification (heavy), which Vurkon
wears one day out of the year, on the Dwarven
Holy Day. A total of 6,500 gp worth of coins, jewels,
- and precious stones can also be found in House
Hammerhand.

D’S LARGEST CITY

ACTIVITY

House Hammerhand is fairly quiet most hours of the day.
Family members gather to enact the rituals of their kind,
and to discuss matters of the day, but most are far too
busy at the Great Smithy to be troubled with affairs here.
Outsiders are welcome if they have specific business with
the clan, though non-dwarves will be watched with sus-
picion. Occasionally, one of the clan’s younger members
will act out, losing his temper while speaking to one of his
elders or otherwise causing a commotion. Such incidents
are considered family business, and most other dwarves
simply look the other way.

HOOKS

o Age has caught up with the clan’s master and rumors
of Vurkon's imminent death abound, but he obsti-
nately refuses to let go. With the help of his loyal
cousin Barkon, he hires the PCs to locate an ancient
artifact reputedly lost somewhere in the tombs of the
Lamplighters’ District (locations H5 and Hé), which
he believes will provide him with youthful vigor. The
exact disposition of the artifact — whether it does what
Vurkon believes, is inert, or is actively cursed — are up
to the DM.

A2Q. HOUSE Of MABKA SCARLETAXE

This simple single-story house is made from bur-
gundy bricks. The roof is composed of thatch,
which makes it stand out from the other buildings
of the area. A single wooden door leads inside the
~ house, which holds a dozen windows that can be
closed with wide wooden shutters of pale blue.

RESIDENTS

The daughter of a prominent noble of the Scarletaxe
Clan, Marka is also a self-proclaimed spokeswoman for
tolerance, peaceful relations, and acceptance of the various
beings who live within the city... including those of the
Humanoid District. She claims that all citizens of the city
should have equal rights, regardless of their background.
Perceived as an eccentric, Marka is nevertheless an impor-
tant member of her clan. While her brethren do not share
her point of view, some recognize the merits of her words.
They would not, however, raise their voices or take up
arms in the defense of those who are not of their own
district. Marka’s zeal makes her somewhat of an outsider,
even among her own clan. Members of other clans tend to
view her as an excessive, and sometimes even crazy dwarf,
and most of these seldom listen to her frequent public
speeches.



Marka, who has never married, lives with her brother A30. THE HALL Of THE ANCEST

Thurnon, who works at the Cider House. When not mak-
ing public appearances to promote the cause of universal
equality, she can be found at her home. Thurnon lives
with her but spends most of his time at the Cider House.
Since he is also considered a strange dwarf, they both
understand each other and usually get along well. Their
respective occupations often requires them to spend time
away from their house, so their servants are often left to
themselves.

Made from a rare kind of white stone naturally dec-
orated by countless veins of pale blue and purple,
this structure is the largest in the entire district, as
befits the dwarves’ political and spiritual center of
gravity. The edifice is perfectly round, divided by
two pairs of great bronze doors on its northern and
southern face. Each holds an intricately made sym-
bol inside a thick mithral ring. The blazons on the
Marka Scarletaxe: Dwarf Ari 7. northern doors depict a hand holding a wide ham-
mer, and an old wise dwarf with a flowing beard and
helmet. Those on the southern doors symbolize a
Servants (4): Dwarf Exp1. massive axe with a serrated blade, and a large anvil

upon which the shape of a thick but short bladed
sword can be seen.

25 feet above ground, a row of deep alcoves is
visible. Each holds a different statue representing
either a dwarf warrior, a dwarf priest, or a dwarf
smith. There are twenty alcoves and statues in
all. Just above them is a wide band painted with
colorful designs: an amalgam of different frescoes
painted upon bas-reliefs. The images represent
various dwarves of many professions in different
stages of their lives, from birth to old age.

Above them are long but narrow windows set at
5 feet from one another; they run almost to the roof
above and are covered with beautiful stained glass
panels in blue and purple shades. The images in the
windows vary considerably, representing dwarves
performing several different tasks from prayer and
meditation to mining and crafting metal. Above
these stained glass panels is a wide roof seemingly
made of pure gold, which forms a high dome. At
the center is an excellent representation of the Spire
HOOKS made of shiny mithral.

e Marka Scarletaxe has begun receiving death threats. She
hires the PCs to investigate the source of these threats.
Who in the district wants to shut her up? Is this a con-
spiracy that includes non-dwarves from other parts of
the city? Is this a cunning trick devised by a humanoid
wishing to elevate his people’s rights by causing a con-
troversy? Or is Marka’s own zeal responsible for the
entire ordeal?

® Marka Scarletaxe has disappeared. Fearing the worst,
her brother Thurnon or one of her good friends hires
the PCs to find out what happened to her. Has she
fallen to someone who does not share her view, or is she

Thurnon Scarletaxe: see location A26.

A total of 400 gp worth of jewels and precious
stones can be found in this dwelling. Marka herself
also carries a +2 keen dagger.

ACTIVITY

From time to time, Marka Scarletaxe gives speeches in
front of her own residence. When this takes place, she
attracts a small throng of people that usually become
tumultuous and sometimes even violent, thus forcing the
Dwarven Militia to intervene. Marka’s brother has asked
her repeatedly not to engage in this sort of activity in front
of their house, but Marka strongly believes that the resi-
dents of the district should be enlightened and she never
shies away from an opportunity to speak in public. This
has earned them some animosity from the community,
but also attracted a few dwarves to her cause. A handful of
good friends now support Marka in her activities, and they
visit her regularly.

The Hall of the Ancestors is the most impressive building
in the district. It is also an extremely important center
of the dwarves’ racial religion — possibly greater than
the Stone God Fellowship Temple itself (location J11) As
such, it is the home of the greatest dwarf cleric: Barakan
Silveranvil. Barakan, dubbed “the Contemplative” by his
many servants is a pious and dedicated priest who spends
many hours paying homage to the Spire and the deity
which his faith believes created it. As head of the dwarven
temple, his responsibilities are many, but he shares this

e : L X burden with Karvik Silvermane of the Scarletaxe Clan
simply working to further her cause in another part of 4 Mordon Graybeard. While Mordon has been a cleric

the city and just never bothered to tell anyone that she ¢ any years, Karvik found his calling only after years of
would be gone for a while (unlikely, but not inconceiv- (o .o Dhwdiven Miliia

able)? If the PCs find her, can she convince them to join
her in her crusade?




RLD’S LARGEST CITY

ENTS
- As the official leader of the Stone God Fellowship clergy, The Hall of the Ancestors contains many riches.
Barakan Silveranvil is in charge of the spiritual affairs of | Statues, paintings, tapestries, basins, and holy
the dwarven religion. Mordon Graybeard, for his part, symbols of silver, gold, and mithral abound within
takes care of the more mundane affairs, such as the trea- its halls. Though often large or heavy, these items
sury and maintenance of the Hall of the Ancestors. He is would easily total 100,000 gp if they could some-
also in charge of Barakan’s agenda as well as preparing the how be sold. The temple’s treasury, which contains

Hall for the monthly gatherings of the district’s Conclave the district’'s most important valuables, lies in a
of Elders. For his part, Karvik Silvermane handles all that hidden, locked, and trapped vault. To gain access
is needed for the masses. He also leads the experienced to this vault, one must first find the heavy hidden

priests who in turn train the new acolytes. In addition panel that blends perfectly with the wall (successful
to Karvik and his two head priests, there are twenty DC 36 Search check to notice), slide it out of the way
clerics and ten young acolytes serving at the Hall of the (successful DC 22 Strength check), and then use

Ancestors. A contingent of Militiamen takes turn to guard three different keys, or succeed at three different
both entrances of the Hall. Although viewed as an unnec- Open Lock checks (DC 27, 34, and 36, respectively)
essary precaution, this ancient tradition remains a part of in order to open the vault door. Failing any of these
life at the Hall, and four guards are always posted at each | checks instantly triggers three traps. The first, a
entrance. Twelve temple guards, privately hired by the simple sliding door that falls from the ceiling, traps
Conclave of Elders, are responsible for guarding the vault | the thieves inside the room (PCs standing within

of the treasury. 10 feet of the doorway may attempt a DC 28 Reflex

Aside from being the seat of the dwarven religion and | save to jump out of the chamber, and thus avoid
thus the most important place of worship in the district, the other traps). The second trap sends a fusil-
the Hall of the Ancestors also serves as a meeting place for | lade of poisoned spears (falling from the ceiling)

the representatives of the city’s four dwarven clans. These through the room: CR 12; mechanical; touch trig-
dwarves all belong to what is known as the Conclave of | ger; Atk +22 ranged; multiple targets (1d6 spears

Elders, who meet here once a month to determine dis- per target in a 20-ft.-by-20-ft. area); poison (large
trict policy. Four members of each clan, chosen by the scorpion venom, DC 18, 1d6 Str/1d6 Str); Search
clans themselves, are allowed to partake in this meeting. DC 32; Disable Device DC 30). The last trap sends

Barakan, the Head Priest of the Hall of Ancestors, sitson | a puff of poisoned smoke that, within 3 rounds, fills
the Conclave of Elders as an official representative of Clan the chamber with burnt other fumes (DC 18, 1 Con
Silveranvil. drain/3d6 Con). If successfully opened, the Hall of
the Ancestors’ treasure vault includes over 300,000

Barakan “The Contemplative” Silveranvil: Dwarf gp worth of coins, jewelry, and precious stones.

Clr14.
Mordon Graybeard: Dwarf Clr9.
ACTIVITY
Karvik Silvermane: Dwarf Clr7. The Hall of the Ancestors is opened to all dwarves, at all

hours of day or night. The doors leading inside are never

Priests of the Spire (20): Dwarf Clr5. locked and the Militiamen guarding its entrances never

Acolytes of the Spire (8): Dwarf Clr1. prevent a dwarf from entering the place. Non-dwarves
cannot step inside the temple unless they have written
Temple Guards (12): Dwarf Ftr6. permission from Barakan, Mordon, or Karvik. Once per

month, however, the Hall of the Ancestors is closed to
allow the sixteen members of the district’s Conclave of
Elders to gather. Their deliberations usually last for a
day or so, but sometimes takes several days to complete.
During such times, those who wish to worship need to go
to the Shrine of the Spire (location A7).

Elite Dwarven Militiamen (8): Dwarf Ftr3.

HOOKS
e Recent acts of vandalism have desecrated the exterior
walls, statues, and frescoes of the Hall of the Ancestors.
A small group of extremists, headed by a dwarven
cleric, claim that foreigners are responsible for these
atrocious acts and request that the district’s Conclave of




Elders reinforce the legislation that limits non-dwarven
strangers within the borders of the district. Some mem-
bers of the Conclave believe that would hamper the
good relations with the other denizens of the city and
diminish the prosperity of the district citizens. Others
wish to bar access to strangers altogether, claiming
that things were better for the dwarves when outsiders
stayed out of their districts. As the Elders debate the
question, Mordon Graybeard hires the PCs to uncover
the culprits in an attempt to quell any dispute that may
arise from this situation.

A31. THE ASSASSIN’S DEN

This simple house of drab colored stone looks like
others in the district. Only one door made out of
thick wood leads into it and its roof is flat. However,
the half dozen windows spaced around the walls
of the dwelling are blocked with solid-looking iron
grills.

BRESIDENTS

Though there are very few murderers in this district,
one denizen named Zurek Longlocks is reputed to be
a dangerous and ruthless assassin who allegedly killed
hundreds in his younger days. Whether these rumors are
true or not, he isn't letting on. Whatever he did in the past,
Zurek Longlocks is now a respectable, law-abiding citizen
of the district. In the twilight of his life, he stays clear of
trouble and none of the residents can say anything nega-
tive about him — save for the story that his wealth came
from murdering others.

Zurek Longlocks: Dwarf Rog13.

The house of Zurek contains all the precious items
he has accumulated during his adventuring days.
It holds over 5,000 gp worth of gold and silver
coins, ruby and sapphire encrusted cups and dag-
gers, amber necklaces and earrings, platinum and
bronze bracers, as well as an ivory elf comb and a
strange bone flute. On his person, Zurek carries a
+2 short sword, a ring of natural armor +3, a pouch
with 300 gp worth of assorted coins, and the keys
that unlock every door and chest in his home.

ACTIVITY
Zurek Longlocks was indeed once an assassin, but the
now-retired murderer is content to live the remainder of
his life in the simple house in which he was born. Anyone
asking him about his past life will receive only riddles that
raise more questions than they answer. Over the years, the
cunning dwarf has become an expert at gracefully dodg-
ing any questions regarding either his adventuring days or

HOOKS

e Zurek Longlocks wants to clear his name and hires the

the many years he worked as an assassin for hire
however, is always on his guard. All the doors of his ho
(including the sole entrance into it) and the many ch
holding his possessions are locked. Many of these chests
are also trapped with various kinds of contraptions, the
exact nature of which is up to the DM. :

o A group of human pirates from out of town have come
to the Dwarven District claiming that Zurek's residence
must be burned down. They say that he killed several
of their comrades five years ago, in another city. Now
that they have finally located him, they want revenge.
The PCs are hired by the Conclave of Elders to find out
whether these men are telling the truth or if their infor-
mant is playing a trick on them.

e An old enemy of Zurek wants the venerable assassin
dead. He hires the PCs to kill him, but first they must
unlock the many doors and avoid the various traps of
his house. Unless the witty assassin can convince them
that he is not the man they are after, they will also have
to face him in battle — and make sure he does not use
one of his many dirty tricks against them.

PCs to prove once and for all that he is not an assassin.
He has a complicated past, however, and the PCs might
find things that the experienced adventurer does not
want them to know.
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APOTHECA RY’S HOUSE tbat 'can. help restore blindness or deafness, that can instill
vitality in someone’s body, or that can help people sleep
soundly. Once per month, Aranok meets with a wholesaler
from out of town, who sells him rare herbs and spices that
do not grow within the city itself.

This two-story house has a dusky rose color and a
pointy roof of gray clay tiles. A wooden sign stands
in front of the door with the word “Apothecary”
carved into it. HOOKS

e Aranok recently discovered a way of improving his
broth of vigor, but he needs to secure a rare plant that

RESIDENTS only grows many miles away from the city. He hires the

This is the home and place of business of Aranok the PCs to journey outside, into the wilderness, and obtain

Herbalist. In the evening, Aranok can often be found some for him.

walking through the green gardens around the district

in search of herbs, but during business hours he is always A33. THE BRONZE BASILISK

at his shop, which takes up the entire first floor of his In the center of a wide ring of purple-colored stone is a

ot large bronze statue, shaped in the form of a large, thick-

bodied reptile standing on four powerful legs. Long spikes

Aranok the Herbalist: Dwarf Exp12. protrude from the creature’s back, and its face is flat and

nasty looking. Though the statue is completely fashioned

All sorts of herbal concoctions and remedies can be from dark bronze, the eyes of the creature are green, as if
found in the Apothecary’s House. This includes 40 pale stones had bee.n. place within the deep'eye sockets..

draughts of non-magical healing brew and a dozen The_ Bronze Ban_‘Sk. holds Place' 9f s i o

doses of broth of vigor (see below). the history of the district. Long ago, it is s'ald, when the

pioneers of the four dwarven clans originally came to

the city, a great monster haunted
the area. History recalls that this
creature could petrify men with

a mere gaze and that many
brave warriors fell vic-

tim to it, forever

ACTIVITY

This is the only place
where dried herbs
and  homemade
remedies are avail-
able in the district.
Aranok’s main concoc-
tion is a non-magical
healing brew that
restores 1d3 hit points
when ingested, which
he sells for 10 gp
per draught. This
brew can only be

used once per day.

He is also known for his
broth of vigor, a foul-smelling
mixture that provides tempo-
rary hit points equaling the
drinker’s Constitution
modifier for up to 24

hours. The brew can- \
not be taken more
than once per week;
those who do are
overcome with nau-
sea, causing the tem-
porary loss of 1d4 Con
points for 24 hours. Broth
of vigor sells for 5 gp per dose. He
also has all sorts of medicinal plants <




trapped inside a rigid body. This creature lived in natural
caves within the bluffs, and preyed upon the dwarf settlers
as they struggled to establish their homesteads. One day,
one of these pioneers built a deep pit that would trap the
creature within and prevent it from using its devastating
gaze. With the help of the group, he enticed the creature
to come out of hiding and follow him to the trap. The crea-
ture fell into the deep hole and the dwarves were soon able
to kill it using throwing axes and crossbows. It was later
buried in the pit.

Years later, a renowned artisan by the name of Orikon
built a statue to commemorate the event, which marked
an important phase in the district’s history. His bronze
masterpiece was placed over the creature’s grave and
remains there to this day. The park around the Bronze
Basilisk is used as a recreation area where dwarf children
and parents frequently come to play or walk.

The only things of value in this area are the eyes of the
Bronze Basilisk, which are actually emeralds set within
the statue’s eye sockets. Each is worth 500 gp. Removing
one of the statue’s eyes requires spending at least one hour
loosening it up by weakening the cement gluing it into
place. After that, a successful DC 20 Strength check is
required to pry it out. Thieves, however, should be care-
ful to avoid attention, particularly from the neighboring
houses, as well as the frequent Militia patrols that guard
the area.

Characters interacting with any resident of the district
can learn how the dwarf pioneers worked together to
defeat the basilisk that was preying on them. For many
dwarves, the Bronze Basilisk incarnates the spirit of
friendship and cooperation, which they feel epitomizes
their corner of the city.

HOOKS

e Thieves recently stole the eyes of the Bronze Basilisk.
Though these stones are no more precious than any
other of their kind, they were fashioned to mimic a
basilisk’s magical gaze by one of the district’s most cel-
ebrated artisans; should someone activate their magic,
the results could be devastating. The Conclave of Elders
offers the PCs twice as much gold as the stones are
worth for their quick recovery.

e Legends hold that the Bronze Basilisk is actually a
guardian that attacks any non-dwarf characters who
walk close to it. The animated statue, however, attacks
only at night. Other tales state that touching the eyes of
the statue makes it come alive for a short while. During
this time, it attempts to kill anyone standing in its path,
but its most terrifying feature remains its petrifying
gaze, which now turns people to bronze. (Stats: Large
animated object imbued with the special petrifying gaze
attack of a basilisk, as per the Monster Manual.)

A34. DARAKON’S HOUSE

DWARVEN DI

| This is a simple, very ordinary looking house of
: fbeig'e st‘o)ne.a

RESIDENTS

This dwelling is the home of Darakon, the cunning and
ambitious thiefwho organized the Dwarven Underground.
While his organization currently includes only a handful
of young dwarves, Darakon has big plans for it. He hopes
to eventually seize control of some of the storefronts in
the cliff-face and force the merchants to buy exclusively
from him. In the meantime, he is content to have his
people steal from the dwarven artisans and smuggle the
goods out of the district, where he can sell them for a good
profit, They make him money and they serve to defy the
Conclave of Elders, who will stop at nothing to put an end
to such behavior.

Darakon: Dwarf Rog14.

Darakon carries a +2 hand axe and a pouch with

800 gp. Under a stone slab is Darakon’s treasure

horde, which was stolen from many residents of the
| district. It totals 7,500 gp.

ACTIVITY

HOOKS

Darakon does not have many friends in the district; he
presents the facade of a shy and lonely dwarf who always
declines invitations to social gatherings. He dreams of
becoming a great leader someday, however. He uses his
guile and intellect to entice youths to join his cause. His
“associates” steal for him while he takes care of reselling the
goods they acquire. Darakon may approach the PCs if he
believes they can be of service to him or his organization.
He recently established a secret base of operation for his
group somewhere in the Old Mithral Mine (location A19).

e Darakon’s small band is actually working for a power-
ful group of organized smugglers from outside the
city. While Darakon would never admit it, he is actu-
ally obliged to work according to this groups rules
and obediently pays his dues to them. PCs monitoring
the activities of the Dwarven Underground eventually
come across this fact, and now have a new enemy in the
smugglers. Will they attempt to infiltrate this group or
fall victim to one of its many assassins?

e Darakon has inadvertently horned in on the turf of one
of the city’s other smuggling rings — perhaps Stavros
Elmond’s gang (see location M16) or the naval officers’
smuggling ring (see location 026) —and they are none
too happy about it. Suddenly frightened, Darakon hires
the PCs to protect him while he figures a way out of his
predicament.
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. THE RUINS Of
USE SCARLETAXE

- A massive stone foundation dominates the immediate

area. Crushed stone debris of dark gray and burgundy
hues form a pile over the stone platform. Bits of bent metal
and blackened wooden beams also protrude from this pile
of detritus.

These are the remains of the original House Scarletaxe,
which had been built by the original members of this dwarf
clan (see location A5). The building was destroyed some
150 years ago by a combination of localized earthquakes
and a mysterious fire that weakened the whole structure.
Many dwarves believe that black magic was involved in
the destruction of the original House Scarletaxe, but many
others say that dwelling was weak to begin with and poorly
maintained over the centuries. Whatever the reason, the
fire ravaged the inside of the house and the entire stone
structure fell while a blazing inferno was still raging inside.
Several members of the Scarletaxe Clan were killed during
this incident.

There is nothing left of value inside the ruins of House
Scarletaxe, and no one ever comes here anymore. Very
little takes place here. The ruins are shunned by most
dwarves of the district, who believe they are haunted. The
current members of Clan Scarletaxe reside in their new
house, at location AS.

HOOKS

o The ghosts of the Scarletaxe members who perished
here frequently appear to spook the neighboring resi-
dents. They ask the PCs to investigate, but they soon
realize that there is only one way to appease the spirits:
to kill the descendants of those responsible.

e Rumors abound about the existence of a vast under-
ground complex now buried under the ruins of House
Scarletaxe, but not even the members of the clan can
confirm the existence of such a maze. Wishing to get
the facts straight, members of the Scarletaxe Clan hire
the PCs to dig into the ruins and explore this mythical
underground complex, if it indeed exists.

QUESTS

Extended adventures in the Dwarven District tend to
revolve around themes of law versus freedom, and that of
the collective good weighed against the rights of the indi-
vidual. The clan leaders have brought many benefits to
their people, but they are also stodgy and inflexible. Their
hidebound traditions hold back the younger members of
their community, and alienate many other city residents
who would otherwise provide excellent resources to the
dwarves. The tension between young and old, between
tradition and innovation, between the needs of the many
and the rights of the few, is a constant factor in everything
which takes place here.

THIEVES’ GAMBIT

For decades, the city’s infamous Thieves Guild (see
location G3) has been trying to infiltrate the Dwarven
District. Because of its mostly law-abiding (and exclusively
dwarven) citizenry, as well as its competent and virtuous
Militia — not to mention the fact that the Thieves Guild
has few dwarves in its organization — its efforts have thus
far been in vain. Grand Master Ezerlan the Mindful, alleg-
edly the greatest dwarven thief in the city, took it upon
himself to change this situation. The recently appointed
Grand Master of the Thieves Guild wants not only to prove
to his peers that such a feat is pos-
sible, but he also wishes to gain a
foothold in the district he long

ago called home, and then slowly
extract his revenge upon the 7
privileged nobles who drove
him away.
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Unbeknownst to his fellow guildsmen, Ezerlan has
been working for years to establish a strong base of opera-
tion for the Thieves Guild in the Dwarven District, and
recently several missing pieces of the puzzle fell into
place. Because of his position as a Grand Master, Ezerlan
cannot risk taking charge of the operation himself, so
he relies on his good friend and fellow thief: Therkon
Blacktongue, a dwarf who quickly rose to the rank of fox
(master) in the Thieves Guild. The younger thief hopes to
be nominated worg (overseer) of the Dwarven District,
and thus he does everything in his power to complete the
mission Ezerlan gave him. He also works with a group of
competent dwarven rogues from the Guild. With Ezerlan’s
help, Therkon made several contacts with some of the
district’s dissatisfied youths, including Fromon Silveranvil
of the the Silveranvil Clan (see location A4), the son of the
famous Farnir.

Ezerlan and Therkon concocted a plan to take over the
already established Dwarven Underground (see locations
A19 and A34 for more details). They wish to force the
members of this small band to join the Thieves Guild and
use its secret base of operation as their own (they have an
informant in the Underground). However, Darakon, who
leads the Underground, wants nothing to do with the
Thieves Guild. He met Therkon several times and each
time rejected his offer, mainly because he does not want to
abide by anyone else’s rules. Thus the two factions recently
began a secret war that disturbs the peace of the district
and threatens the security of its citizens.

There are three different ways the PCs may get involved
in this adventure. First, if they have ties with the Conclave
of Elders or the Dwarven Militia, or if they recently
spent some time in the Dwarven District or talked to its
populace, they might learn of the violent conflict between
unknown factions, which led to a series of bloody inci-
dents in which innocent bystanders were hurt. In this
case, the Conclave of Elder or the Dwarven Militia could
hire them to investigate, or they could simply take it upon
themselves to learn about these mysterious events.

illicit group working with the city’s thieves (such as sm
glers, for instance), or if one of them is a dwarven rogue,
they may be approached by Ezerlan, Therkon, or one of
their allies in order to help them crush the Undergrounds
leadership. They may even be asked to infiltrate the group
on the Guild’s behalf.

Lastly, if the PCs previously dealt with Darakon or if
the Thieves Guild considers them enemies, they might be
asked to join the Dwarven Underground or at least help
the gang remain independent. Whomever the PCs decide
to work for, or whichever group they choose to help, they
soon find themselves in the middle of a potentially deadly
conflict.

Far from being an all-out war, this conflict remains
more implied than overt. It also brings the PCs to several
locations throughout the Dwarven District: the Ruins of
the first House Scarletaxe (location A35) where the last
ambush took place; the Dwarven Mines (location A19),
which hold the Undergrounds secret base; and perhaps
even within the Mausoleum (location A10), in which a
mythical artifact may be found that could seal the fate for
either side. The PCs will have to deal with sneaky rogues
striking from the shadows or the safe distance of rooftops.
Furthermore, the involvement of Fromon Silveranvil, the
son of a prominent dwarf leader, will complicate things.
Working in conjunction with the Thieves Guild, the repu-
tation of Fromon’s entire family might be put in jeopardy,
and both the Thieves Guild and the Underground may
expose him if it suits their purpose — after all, political
instability in the district would serve both groups quite
well. Finally, at least one member of the Underground
actually works for Therkon and provides the Thieves
Guild will vital information. How will Darakon deal with
this traitor, should he be uncovered? How will the PCs?

Depending on which faction the PCs side with (the dis-
trict’s authorities, the Thieves Guild, or the Underground),
several things may happen. If the PCs dismantle the
Underground and Expose
the plans of the Thieves
Guild, the Conclave




of Elders rewards them well, and many in the district now
consider them honorable and just champions. If Darakon
or one of his loyal acolytes survives, the PCs have a new
enemy. Perhaps most importantly, Ezerlan might try to
infiltrate the district again. Even if the PCs expose his plan
(or his involvement in the affair), he does not relinquish
his dream. In fact, he may even judge that the PCs did him
a favor by getting rid of a competing group.

If the PCs helped the Thieves Guild, they might alien-
ate district authorities. However, if they succeed in either
convincing the youths of the Underground to join the
Guild or crush the gang, they win an important ally in
Ezerlan. If, on the other hand, they fail in their mission,
Ezerlan may use them as scapegoats — in which case they
risk being banned from the Dwarven District and possibly
imprisoned.

Finally, if the PCs worked with Darakon and saved his
group, they risk alienating both the Thieves Guild and the
district authorities, but they can also make a small fortune
by associating themselves with the Underground. They

may even decide to take over the organization for them-
selves.
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Whatever the case, if they kept Fromon’s involvement
quiet (or successfully helped him cover his tracks, cut his
ties with the Thieves Guild, and save the reputation of this
family), they might make a new friend — one who is both
affluent and well-connected to district politics. Otherwise,
the Silvernavil Clan loses prestige and its influence in the
district diminishes.

TasLE A.1: DWARVEN DiSTRICT RANDOM ENCOUNTERS

d20 Encounter

1-2 Dwarven Militia patrol

3-4 Pickpocket

5-7 Messenger

8 Human or other non-dwarf shopper
9-10 Human or other non-dwarf trader

11 Dwarven noble and entourage

12 Dwarven Underground smugglers
13-14 Off-duty Militamen

15-16 Dwarven tradesmen/craftsmen
17-18 Dwarven merchant
19-20 Dwarf family with children



OVYERBVIEW

The city’s permanent hive of scum and villainy is quite
embarrassing to those who view the metropolis through
rose-colored lenses. How can it be the center of life and
civilization if tribes of orcs, gnolls, and worse things are
living in its very midst? The humanoids who dwell here
are violent and uncouth, clashing violently with each
other in an endless struggle for dominance. The district
resembles a war zone, with many buildings reduced to
rubble and many more only barely habitable. Watchfires
burn openly on the streets, throwing grotesque shadows
across the rooftops and alleyways, and the sounds of clash-
ing arms are never far away.

And yet, some would argue that the Humanoid District
is an indication that the city’s highest ideals are being met.
For if orcs and bugbears can coexist here, then anyone
— no mater what their race or philosophy — can
find a home here are well. Their continued survival
constitutes a devotion to the Spire which even the
most fervent religions would be hard-pressed to match,
and their presence serves a further deterrent from
invaders who would have to through them if
they wished to claim any part of the city proper.
As loathe as the powers-that-be are to admit it,
the humanoids are here to stay; at least this
way they're under some form of control.

The residents of the Humanoid District
descend from the original invaders — mem-
bers of that ravening horde which descend-
ed upon the city in an effort to claim the
Spire for themselves. At the time, the district
they now occupy was little more than slums, a
haven for the city’s lost souls. The monstrous
horde seized it and quickly dug in, using the
tangle of streets and alleyways to their advan-
tage. House to house fighting ensued as the
city’s defenders tried to expel them, but the cost
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proved inordinately high and they were forced to 3{““"

retreat back to the walls.

A lengthy siege ensued, consisting mainly of
isolated skirmishes and regular volleys with various
catapults and siege engines. The city could gain supplies
from the harbor, but they were unable to repulse the
horde from its northern borders. An effort was made to
smoke them out, setting the easternmost slums (what
is now the Bazaar and Entertainment Districts) ablaze.
The fires consumed most of the buildings, though the
humanoids were able to halt the flames before they

MAP SECTION B:
HUMANOID DISTRICT

destroyed the entirety of the suburbs. Their response was
afrenzied, bloody assault that came close to breaching the
city’s walls. When it was over, the horde’s numbers were
reduced and limited solely to this district; but here, they
were dug in harder than ever.

Beyond that spectacular exception, the siege eventually
settled into a banal routine. The stress of wartime gradu-
ally gave way to unconscious acceptance, as it became
increasingly clear that the humanoids would not be rout-
ed without a considerable effort. Both sides strengthened
their defenses, rebuilt their battlements, and waited. The
occasional skirmish would flare up, but nothing to dis-

rupt the uneasy peace. Members of the city’s




orld even began trafficking with the humanoids,
uggling in supplies or trading for pillaged goods.
A decade passed in this manner, neither side acknowl-
‘edging the unspoken truth, but both sides more or less
adhering to it. Then something happened which even the
seers of the Academy District couldn’t have predicted. A
coalition of humanoid leaders, representing “the assem-
bled tribes of the Spire” petitioned the civic leaders for an
audience. They claimed residence in the city under the
bylaws in the charter, which said that all who lived under
the Spire for five years or more should be welcomed with
open arms. The city leaders where aghast. How could
these creatures, which had until recently seemed bent
on the city’s destruction, now ask for membership within
its community? But under the law, there was little they
could do. The humanoids had the right and their proposal
would bring a formal end to the war. They asked only for
control of the district which they held and representation
on the City Council as other districts had. This last part
caused considerable consternation, but in the end, again,
it adhered to the law. It was simply easier to accept their
demands than to refuse them.
That was centuries ago. Since then, the humanoids
have become an accepted, though still disdained part of
life in the city. A pair of huge walls, erected during the
war, flank the district on the east and west, while a mas-
sive wall of force — created by a cabal of wizards in a futile
effort to starve the monsters out — contains it from the
north. The city’s main wall forms the southern border,
effectively limiting the monsters to this single district.
Overall, it is a hodgepodge of dilapidated buildings, for-
tified strongholds, and flat-out rubble. Some areas have
not been repaired since the invasion, while others have
been only crudely maintained. Copses of sickly-looking
trees — the remains of former parkland — dominate the
northern and western boundaries. Though the human-
oids occasionally gather wood from these areas, they are
mainly left to more sinister denizens (see the appropriate
entries below). The sections closest to the Monsters’ Gate
(location B1) are better-maintained, and used for interac-
tion with the rest of the city. Further out, the buildings
are maintained only sporadically, save for the twin keeps
which anchor the district's main thoroughfare.
Those who hoped the confined quarters would cause
the monsters to perish or retreat, however, have been
sorely disappointed. Rude farms growing lichen and
fungus have sprung up in building basements, while the
stench of pig sties mixes with the more foul odors of orc
sweat and gnoll grease. The district contains a number of
wells which provide drinking water, and unscrupulous
humans continue to trade for weapons and other sup-
plies. Though the city engineers walled up all the sewer
and underground entrances, a large tunnel extends north
beneath the wall of force, allowing raiding parties to leave
the district and harass nearby villages and caravans. Some
tribes have even been allowed entrance to the city proper,

where they find work as bodyguards or extortionists. Far
from weakening the assembled humanoids, the boundar-
ies have formed a protective shield under which they are
able to live with a remarkable amount of security.

The district also provides the city with a remarkably
simple solution to its prison problem. It is walled off, dif-
ficult to escape, and rife with danger. What better place
to store the city’s convicted killers and other criminals?
Under a deal brokered with the various humanoid lead-
ers, the city pays them a nominal fee in exchange for
taking in the city’s prisoners. Those convicted of a serious
crime are branded with a “P” on the back of their hand
and unceremoniously dumped just inside the district
walls. They are not permitted to leave the district under
any circumstances, but must find a way to survive amid
the ravening humanoids and limited supplies. Critics
argued that this would simply give the humanoids more
fodder for their ranks, but in fact the opposite as proven
true. While the odd half-orc or clever human can ingrati-
ate himself with a particular tribe, most are either scooped
up for use as slave labor or simply hunted for sport. Only
the most cunning can survive and remain free, stealing
what they need while staying hidden from the various
gangs which hold dominance in this district. A few have
actually managed to form gangs of their own; they gather
enough prisoners to carve out a slice of territory and
guard it against all comers. The humanoids grudgingly
accept these groups, though they're viewed more as stub-
born nuisances than equals. The civic government doesn't
care one way or the other, as long as prisoners never leave
the district. It allows them to get rid of their undesirables
while avoiding the costs incurred from building an actual
jail.

Organization of the district is in a constant state of
ebb and flow. Occasionally, in its history, a charismatic
leader has risen to unite the feuding tribes. He will rule
the district like a king for a few years, enforcing his will
and adding to his coffers through surreptitious raids and
the like. Then he is either deposed or forced to flee, and
the humanoids below him will fall to infighting again.
Most of the time, the district is thus divided by warring
gangs who clash with each other for control of resources
and territory. There are currently nine humanoid tribes
vying for control of the district, as well as numerous
smaller bands which pay tribute to them... and a pair of
prison gangs who have proven ruthless enough to sur-
vive. They hold ever-varying chunks of territory, marked
only by their ability to defend it from their nearest rivals.
Clashes are common, though rarely enough to dilapidate
the overall population. Every tribe has sworn and oath to
unite in the face of external opposition, and those who
wish to send a force in to wipe out the humanoids would
be surprised at how quickly they can close ranks. Their
squabbles are purely internal; even the most thick-headed
of their number understands what would happen if the
rest of the city could truly divide them.



In dealing with the rest of the city, the monsters have
turned to a proxy. Osgood Antarax (see location B3), the
bastard son of a disgraced nobleman, serves as the district’s
official diplomat, negotiator, and representative on the
city council. While he makes no presumption to govern,
he is expected to look out for the district’s interests and to
keep the city out. Considering that he’s held the post for
ten years without yet being carved into strudel, his skills
are considered quite potent.

HUMANOID DISTR

As much as the city would like the Humanoid District"
to go away, it continues to endure, and even serves a use-
ful purpose of sorts. Without it, the city’s darkest corners
would be even more dangerous, filled with criminals who
now toil in misery beneath a humanoid yoke. And while
saying the monstrous residents have been “tamed” is a
bit of a stretch, they no longer present a real threat to the
remainder of the city. As long as they have their district,
they remain more or less under control. Considering the
alternatives, that’s a bargain the City Council is willing to
live with.

LOCATIONS

BI. MONSTERS’ GATE

Straddling the edge of the great northern wall,
this imposing fortress is the only ready means
of entrance to the Humanoid District. Its granite
sides have been constructed from huge stones
quarried from the Dwarven District, rising sev-
eral stories to overlook the district from afar. The
rock blends seamlessly into the surrounding wall,
rendering the fortress inseparable from the sur-
rounding ramparts. A tall watchtower on the south-
eastern end is constantly manned, as banners
depicting the city’s coat of arms fly above it. At the
base of the tower is a great double door composed
of iron-banded oak; this is the southern entrance
to the gate proper. Those passing through must
check in with the phalanx of guards standing watch
and state their business in entering the Humanoid
District. Similar checkpoints can be found in the
corridors connecting the fortress to the Court of
Law (location F16); they are barred by a series of
steel portcullises which can be quickly lowered at
the first sign of trouble.

Inside, the fortress consists of easily defensible
stone corridors, barracks, and rallying points capa-
ble of holding a large number of marshaled troops.
Marching soldiers come and go from all directions,
while crossbow-armed sentries are stationed as
regular intervals. The corridors leading from one
gate to the other are narrow, and the doors which
are along their length are all stoutly locked. They
end at a large staging area, dominated by guards
and flanked by archers in a series of upper land-
ings. Here, visitors, humanoids and prisoners are
processed before being allowed into the district
proper — accessible through a single steel barri-
cade in the northern side of the fortress. The barri-
cade may be sealed with little difficulty and another
portcullis lowered in case of danger.




[onsters’ Gate is the most heavily-defended portion of
the city aside from the Main Gate (location D1), with
neatly 600 Wall Guardsmen stationed here to monitor the
entrance and patrol the nearby walls. They are all armed
to the teeth, and train intensively to be prepared for any
contingency. Their sole duty is to ensure that the denizens
of the district remain where they should, and to monitor
traffic back and forth through the gate. In addition to the
troops on duty, the fortress contains a number of features
designed to withstand a prolonged attack. Cauldrons for
boiling oil are stationed along the northern wall, ready
to be lit at a moment’s notice. While few windows can
be seen, the fortress contains countless arrow slits and
murder holes, allowing archers to fire at an attacker with
aminimum of difficulty. Three siege engines — two cata-
pults and a ballista — are on the stone roof, along with an
ample supply of ammunition for each.

BESIDENTS

The guards here usually operate in squads of ten. The
fortress contains an unusual number of dwarf guards
as well, and a contingent of elven archers (about 50) is
always stationed here. The guards are all quartered within
the fortress and know its corridors well. They have been

trained to question anyone who wanders away from the
gate areas, or who looks like they don't belong. In addi-
tion, a few wizards from the Cadre Wizards division of
the Guard (see location F8), are attached to the garrison to
help with defenses, and clerics from the three major racial
religions make regular appearances in case their healing
spells are needed.

Prisoners are an unruly, defiant lot, usually shackled to
within an inch of their lives and being hustled towards
the gate at the northern end of the fortress. Prisoners are
never bound in groups larger than two, and are always
accompanied by ten heavily-armed guards apiece.

The captain in charge of northern end of the gate is
Lady Trina Valkenbane, the head of one of the city’s most
distinguished families (see location E4), and a stocky bru-
nette who views her post as the first line of defense against
the horde. Though barely 5 feet tall, she has been known
to stare rabid gnolls into submission, and her command is
among the best-disciplined in the entire fortress. She per-
sonally inspects every pass into and out of the district, and
though she’s known some of the “regulars” for years, she is
never less than stiffly formal with them. She spends her
off hours in the Guards District drinking at the Officers’
Club (location F29), or out on the ramparts watching the
humanoid fires burn.

Colonel Eddis Monteback commands the entire gar-
rison. He studies military history constantly, but because
of the lengthy period of peace which the city has enjoyed,
he's had little opportunity for practical experience. He's an
excellent organizer and has a good sense of small unit tac-
tics, which has accounted for his rise through the ranks,
but as far as personal experience goes, he's never had to
command troops in battle. He secretly fears that he's not
up to the task, but he dare not voice his concerns to any-
one else. He just does his job as well as he can, and hopes
that should the test ever come, he will prove worthy of
his post. Colonel Monteback’s quarters are attached to his
office, a rampart on the highest level of the fortress where
he can scan the district for any signs of activity.

Five other captains and twelve lieutenants round out
the garrison’s officer corps.

Captain Trina Valkenbane: Ftr7/Ari2.
Colonel Eddis Monteback: Ftr13.
Wall Guard Officers (17): Ftr7-11.
Wall Guardsmen (580): Ftr1-7.
Typical Merchant (varies): Exp4.

Typical Prisoner (varies): Rog3-6.



The Guardsmen here carry standard Wall Guard
arms and armor: longsword, longbow or crossbow
as their primary weapon, and chainmail armor aug-
mented by a small steel shield. Sergeants (Ftr4-7)
carry a masterwork halberd. A tiny handful sport
+1 short swords as secondary weapons, typically
heirlooms passed on from an adventuring father
or uncle. The officers of the garrison have access
to magic arms and armor appropriate to their rank.
For lieutenants, this means a primary weapon and
armor with bonuses equivalent to +1 each; for cap-
tains, a primary weapon and armor with bonuses
equivalent to +2 each. Captain Valkenbane wears a
suit of +1 full plate, and has a sun blade, and a +1
bashing heavy steel shield. Colonel Monteback has
amassed a comfortable fortune, which he stores
with various moneylenders throughout the city. His
quarters are decorated with rugs and tapestries
totaling some 500 gp in value. He wears a set of
+2 full plate, carries a +1 flaming burst crossbow, and
possesses a set of eyes of the eagle which he uses
to monitor the district. In addition, the fortress has
two rings of invisibility, and a horn of blasting, which
Colonel Monteback may assign as he sees fit. The
items are usually kept in a secure room in the
middle of the fortress.

Merchants have nothing more than the wares
they’re selling and a few copper pieces; they're far
too smart to bring anything else of value into the
district.

ACTIVITY

Traffic through the gates is extremely light. Barely a hun-
dred people pass through them each day, including new
prisoners and the odd scout which the guards send out
every now and again. Entry into the Humanoid District
requires a special pass, which the sentries check at both
the entrance to the fortress and the exit at the other end.
Magic items which may assist in a possible escape, such
as carpets of flying and the like, will be confiscated, and
returned only when the owner returns on his way out.
Certain merchants are allowed to ply their wares in the
district and members of the government may venture
there for reasons of their own. Of course, prisoners consti-
tute the Gate’s most regular travelers.

In addition, small groups of humanoids may pass
through the gate into the city, searching for work as
mercenaries or menial laborers. Such humanoids require
a personal validation from Osgood Antarax (see location
B3), and no more than ten may pass through the gate on
any given day. The ogres who now work for Corbusher’s
Heavy Transport (see location N8) and the hobgoblin
enforcers employed by Lucan's Domestic Service Agency
(see location E19) are examples of humanoids who have
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been granted official permission to enter the re

city. They are always monitored closely during their
sage through the fortress. Any who cause trouble
promptly tossed back over the wall.

The further south one moves through the fortress, the
less militarized it becomes. The guards are a little more
relaxed and their numbers aren’t quite so many. Here, the
bureaucrats slowly begin to take over, until, as one exits
this area, one is fully immersed in the Court of Law. The
guards here mainly serve to escort prisoners who, upon
conviction are led through the fortress en route to their
final destination. Prisoners are led in chains through the
fortress, to a central processing room where their names,
crimes, and date of conviction are entered into the records.
They are then shackled tightly while a hot iron is pressed
to their left hand, searing the letter “P” into their flesh.
It goes without saying that they are divested of all equip-
ment before being sent to their fate; they pass through the
gates wearing nothing but a prisoner’s tunic and a pair of
sandals (though thankfully, they are not shackled or oth-
erwise bound). It is illegal for those so marked to be found
in any other part of the city; they must remain in the
Humanoid District for the remainder of their days. The
main trouble comes when prisoners attempt to escape,
usually by seizing a hostage or similar acts of desperation.

Once released into the district, the prisoner will need
to get under cover immediately. The surrounding build-
ings (locations B2, B3, B4, and B19) provide a modicum
of activity with which they can mask their movements,
but outside of that area, they are immediate targets. The
smart ones move around in the daytime, knowing that
most humanoids are active at night. If they're lucky, they
can either find a den where they can safely hole up or
come into contact with one of the two prisoner gangs in
the district. The rest are invariably picked up by one of
the humanoid gangs, who will either hunt them for sport,
or capture them for use as slaves. Prisoner slaves are set
to work farming the vile fungi which the humanoids use
as food, clearing rubble from some building or another,
or preparing defenses from threats by other gangs. Life
expectancy for such prisoners is brutally short; most don't
survive the year.

Every now and again, the guards will send out a scout to
probe the Humanoid District and get the lay of the land.
Scout duty is exceptionally dangerous, as the monsters
view such activity as a hostile act. Guards discovered
within the district are slowly killed and then set on dis-
play as an example to others. Accordingly, scouting duty
is by volunteer only. Each scout is equipped with a ring
of invisibility, and orders to return within 24 hours come
hell or high water. Those who don't are presumed killed,
though efforts are occasionally made to recover the body ¢
(and more importantly, the ring). In the seven years he's
commanded the fortress, Colonel Monteback has only
lost three scouts to the humanoids, a statistic of which he
is justifiably proud.




ger units of Wall Guardsmen are sent out from time
time as well, either to conduct some bit of maintenance
“to question a particular denizen about some bit of busi-
‘ness. Such parties always go extremely well-armed and
retreat back to the gate as soon as their duties are done.

 HOOKS

e A prisoner breaks loose and holes up in a secure section
of the fortress, taking hostages in the process. The PCs
are asked to resolve the situation, preferably without the
loss of innocent lives.

e PCswith the ability to fly (through spells, mounts or the
like) are asked to provide aerial reconnaissance for the
fortress. They must launch from the roof, do a circuit of
the district (perhaps taking fire from ambitious deni-
zens), and then return to report what they have seen.

e The PCs are asked to shadow a group of humanoids who
are departing the district in search of work. They must
keep an eye on everything the creatures do without
drawing attention to themselves.

e A determined band of humanoids storms the gate and
seizes the area just beyond. They send messengers back to
the remaining tribes, demanding that they unite and take
the city. The PCs must either stop the messengers before
they reach their destination, or help Captain Valkenbane
and her men retake the occupied part of the fortress.

® A scout has gone missing in the District. Colonel
Monteback asks the PCs to find him (or his body) before
any of the humanoids do.

B2. MEBRCENARIES’ BOW

This stout fortress was once part of the city's
defenses, and the Wall Guard still maintains a token
presence here, though its purpose has shifted dra-
matically. Its exterior has been blackened with soot,
as if by a fire, and the portcullis guarding the build-
ing’s northern entrance stands open invitingly. In
the courtyard beyond stand a group of armed men,
who look on expectantly at any interlopers. Targets,
practice dummies, and other training implements
are scattered about the area.

This location has been designated by the Wall Guard as a
testing ground for any humanoids who wish to sign on
with a mercenary band. It is close to the wall, so it allows
the guards to keep an eye on it while denying its use to any
of the monster tribes. The agreement which allows it to be
run was reached after painstaking diplomacy from Osgood
Antarax, who is very proud that it has worked out so well.

RESIDENTS

A small force of one dozen Wall Guardsmen is stationed
here, positioned around the portcullis controls on the
second story of the gatehouse. Mercenary bands wishing
to hire humanoids for duty can arrive here and conduct

business with their prospective employees. They can
test prospective clients or just sign a contract under the
(relative) protection of the guards. Mercenary bands usu-
ally have permission from the city (obtained by applying
to Monsters' Gate garrison commander Colonel Eddis
Monteback; see location B1) to come here, and while
hiring humanoids isn't considered good form, there is
still plenty of competition to get on the list. Only one
band operates here at any single time, and whatever deals
they make while on the premises are considered bind-
ing. They typically send a small group of representatives
(two or three) to meet with interested humanoids, along
with a brace of fellow warriors to back them up in case of
trouble.

The humanoids who come here are often outcasts from
their tribes, looking for a new start or perhaps escape
from an enemy. Those who belong to a tribe are there at
the behest of their chieftain, hoping to earn some money
for their brethren. Goblins and kobolds are almost never
accepted; only the larger humanoids are seriously consid-
ered for work.

Wall Guardsmen (12): Ftr1-7.
Mercenaries (10-30): Ftr2-5.

Humanoids (varies): Bugbears, gnolls,
hobgoblins, orcs, and orges, as per the Monster
Manual.

There is no treasure here beyond the equipment
of the characters present. Any payment is made
elsewhere upon completion of services. No merce-
nary officer is dumb enough to pay a humanoid up
front, and certainly isn’t dumb enough to bring the

‘money into their den.

o

ACTIVITY

“Try-outs” in which humanoids demonstrate their martial
worth, take place here on a regular basis. Those who are
hired usually leave immediately for service elsewhere.
The city frowns on using humanoid mercenaries within
its walls, but there are no laws preventing it. Even so, most
“monsters for hire” end up in low end jobs as extortionists,
or guarding the home of some underworld lowlife. As few
are shipped off to distant wars, there to bring glory and
recognition for their far-away tribe.

The Wall Guard are forbidden by agreement from listen-
ing in on negotiations between humanoid and mercenary.
Even so, some of them occasionally overhear snippets of
conversation and dutifully report it back to their supe-
riors, a practice which sends Osgood Antarax into fits.
Humanoids who don't sign on here sometimes go else-
where in the city to seek their fortune. The jobs are scarcer
out there, but the humanoids can dictate their terms more



readily, and don't have the Wall Guard breathing down
their neck.

HOOKS

e PCs who aren't too choosy can come here seeking new
members of their party.

e A humanoid senses a chance to rid himself of his ene-
mies within his tribe. He contacts the PCs, offering to
betray his chieftain to them if they will help him seize
the throne. He wishes to hold such negotiations here,
where neither side holds and edge and where he knows
he will not be spied upon.

e A group of humanoids springs a trap, intending to seize
the structure and ransom it back to the city. The guards
manage to close the portcullis, but they and the unsus-
pecting mercenaries are now trapped here with dozens
of humanoids. With little time to organize a proper res-
cue, the ranking Wall Guardsman on the spot asks the
PCs to help.

B3. HUMANOID ““EMBASSY”"/
HOME OFf OSGOOD ANTARAX

Like the other buildings clustered around Monsters’
Gate, this one once served a military function. Its
stout stone walls have been well maintained since
the humanoid invasion, and the gates look ready
to repel any invaders. A pair of silent stone stat-
ues flank either side of the entrance — enchanted
guardians, by all accounts. The ramparts are only
half as high as those of Monsters’ Gate, and the
proximity to nearby buildings affords no appre-
ciable view. The area is shrouded in shadow most
of the day; only when the sun is highest in the sky
does it shine upon the stone walls.

The interior has been kept in good shape and is
tastefully decorated with a variety of fine objects.
But for its location, it might be the home of a
noble family. The upper chambers are reserved
for the master of the house, containing private
libraries, dining rooms, and sleeping quarters. The
ground floor holds meeting rooms, studies, and
a large banquet hall which can hold many dozens
of guests. The largest of the meeting rooms has
a huge map of the Humanoid District along one
wall, with the territory of various tribes marked by
colored chalk. A similar map of the entire city can
be found in an adjoining chamber, with markers
delineating locations for the city guards and other
points of interest. Stone guardians can be found
throughout the lower floors standing silent vigil
over the proceedings.

HUMANOID DISTRI(

Osgood Antarax, the self-appointed representatis
the Humanoid District, makes his home here. He
outfitted it with all the trappings of nobility, attaining

finery that few in his position could otherwise hope for.

A successful close inspection (DC 20 Spot check) of the
interior decorations reveals that they are actually quite old
and threadbare. Though fastidiously maintained, it is clear
that many of the objects here should have been replaced
long ago.

In addition to serving as his personal headquarters, the
building serves as a meeting place for outsiders who wish
to formally speak with the humanoids who dwell here, as
well as neutral ground where tribes so inclined can meet
to iron out their differences.

BESIDENTS

Osgood Antarax was born to the chambermaid of an
unknown city nobleman, the product of his father’s wan-
dering eye. His mother was dismissed from her post upon
giving birth, and forced to turn to a life of prostitution
to make ends meet. He grew up with an envious eye on
his father's family, and swore that one day he, too, would
be powerful and respected. He learned the manners and
bearing of a noble by spying on his betters, emulating
their example in all things. He got so good at it that he was
able to slip into their parties and gatherings, insinuating
himself with the upper crust though he never had two
pennies to rub together. It was through this insinuation
that he planted the rumors which destroyed his father
— rumors of financial impropriety and sexual blackmail
against female members of the upper class.
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other hobby lay in translating, a task which helped
e the way to his current position. Humanoid merce-
ries sometimes worked in the rough neighborhood he
ved in, and through them, he picked up smatterings of
Orcish, Goblin, and Draconic. Other humans would use
him to translate with the interloping humanoids, and he
used his position to help the monsters cheat or swindle
their would-be employers. The humanoids soon began to
trust him with more and more; by the time his mother
died, he realized that — while he would never be a mem-
ber of the human elite — he could make a name for him-
self by working as a go between in the Humanoid District.
From there, it was only a matter of time before he became
its official representative.

Antarax has built a little piece of the noble life here
in the Humanoid District. His inherent good taste and
breeding-by-example lets him put on the airs of a true
nobleman, while his skills and skullduggery make him an
excellent politician. The humanoids in the district view
him as a true neutral, which allows him to broker agree-
ments between them. And the civic government views
him as a preferable alternative to any humanoids, which
has given him a seat on the Council.

He generally acts in the best interests of the District
— fighting for improved humanoid rights, drawing atten-
tion away from the hidden exit (location B31) and the like.
He does this more because he knows what his neighbors
will do to him if he ever fails them. The humanoids don't
take compromise very well, and Antarax has learned to
couch any deals he brokers in terms of benefits rather
than liabilities.

His household staff consists of fifteen human ex-pris-
oners — mostly female — whom he has rescued and
allowed to serve him in exchange for protection from the
slavering hordes. It is well known that he takes liberties
with his staff, but he rarely beats them and they are always
well fed — luxury compared to the alternatives. All are
well-trained and act every bit the proper domestics. He
won't tolerate anything less. Most of them live in
mortal fear of him, for he will throw them

out into the streets should they displease

him, which is tantamount to a death L
sentence.

For protection, he employs
dozen shield guardians, who serve
as bodyguards, defenders and watch
dogs for him. He conned some
wizard out of them awhile
back, and he dares not

trust any flesh and blood guards with his protection. They
are controlled with an amulet which he wears around his
neck; he is never without it, even while bathing.

For all his strength and power, Antarax has no inter-
est in uniting the humanoids beneath his rule. It would
do nothing but paint a large target on his back for every
ambitious tribal leader with delusions of grandeur. It
would turn the rest of the city against him, as they would
begin to see him as a menace rather than a mediator. And
even if he could unite the district, what would he gain
from it? He has the seat on the City Council already, and
governing a motley collection of humanoids is not his
idea of moving up. He prefers the role of deal broker; it’s
safer, it's easier, and it preserves the illusion that he is a
true nobleman.

Osgood Antarax: Rog10.
Servants (15): Com2.

Shield Guardians (12): As per the Monster
Manual.

Osgood has amassed 2,000 gp in gems and gold;
he earned it through political kickbacks, tribute
from the humanoid tribes, and flat-out theft. The
trappings of his castle — tapestries, paintings and
 the like — appear to be worth some 6,000 gp, but in
truth, they are worth barely 400 gp. Osgood carries
~ a +1 frost rapier for protection, though he’s never
| had to use it. He wears a ring of mind shielding on
| his left hand, which, like the amulet controlling the
| shield 'jgdérdians, he never takes off.

>



ACTIVITY

At any given time, Antarax could be entertaining repre-
sentatives from the Wall Guard, from the City Council, or
from the various humanoid tribes whom he represents.
Any interaction which “normal” citizens have with the
Humanoid District is normally conducted here; oth-
erwise, Antarax cannot guarantee anyones safety. He
revels in playing the political game with the monsters,
considering their underhanded ruthlessness much more
“pure” in their motivations than members of the human
government. The meetings are often loud and boisterous
(humanoid-friendly food is served), and Antarax always
has at least two shield guardians with him. Those who get
particularly violent are slain; it has only happened three
times, every time done to preserve Antarax’s safety. His
main goal in such proceedings is to maintain his neu-
trality, and thus retain the perception that he is the only
mediator between the district and the rest of the city.

Among his other duties, Antarax is responsible for issu-
ing passes to the humanoids that allow them to leave the
district. He is extremely strict in whom he chooses; he
cannot appear to give bias to any single tribe, nor can he
violate the strict quota enforced by the Wall Guard. That
usually means he says “no” as a matter of course, and the
response to such decisions is rarely popular. Usually, only
requests from the tribal leader himself are honored, and
then only for a date of Antarax’s choosing.

HOOKS

® A map in Antarax’s private chambers lists the layout and
defensive capabilities of every tribe’s headquarters. The
Wall Guard (or some other interested party) hires the
PCs to bargain with him for it, or else stage an elaborate
break-in.

o Antarax invites the PCs to his home as his guests and
offers a tour of the Humanoid District. It may be dan-
gerous, but refusing the invite might make an unneces-
sary enemy out of him.

e Someone has stolen Antarax’s amulet and is using the
shield guardians to wreak havoc. When they finish with
him, they'll likely move on to the Monsters’ Gate (loca-
tion B1). The amulet has to be found or the shield guard-
ians destroyed before that happens. Frantic, he hires the
PCs to help him.

e One of Antarax’s servants flees his castle, looking for
protection. She sneaks past the gate and finds the PCs.
She promises them inside knowledge of his political
dealings (which may be used to blackmail him) if they
will help her.

B4. TRADING POST

This ruined keep apparently once served as an
auxiliary to the larger structure of Monsters’ Gate.
Little is left now but the walls themselves, which
have weakened in points but remain standing. A
huge canvas tarp has been stretched over the open
roof, with a few stitched holes to allow fire smoke
to escape. A group of armed guards — mercenar-
ies, from the look of them — stand watch over the
building’s two entrances (the jutting former gate-
houses on the eastern side).

Inside, the barren interior is dark and gloomy, lit
intermittently by smoky lanterns.

Two dozen or so merchants’ stalls fill the area
from one end to the other. Each stall is heavily
guarded — again, by mercenary muscle — and
contains items which might appeal to humanoid
sensibilities. Iron spears, dried footstuffs, water-
skins, and the like are all for sale behind the stalls,
mostly available in bulk only. Groups of humanoids
are clustered here and there, haggling with the mer-
chants or gesturing at the goods they have brought
in exchange. One far corner has been cleared of
stalls, and apparently freed for the humanoids to
haggle amongst themselves. Two or three groups
are always there, arguing over a wagonload of hides
or motley collection of swords.

This area has become a rough trading post for the district.
Since most humanoids cannot travel to the Bazaar District,
they come here, where they can trade with each other and
any humans unscrupulous enough to have dealings with
them. The quality is low and the prices are outrageous, but
in some cases it is the only opportunity the humanoids
have to get what they need to stay alive.

RESIDENTS

The merchants here are indeed close to criminal. They
have uniformly been banned from the Bazaar District, and
trade here only because it is the only place that will buy
their shoddy goods. Many are sporting scars or missing
teeth, and they all stay close to their respective guards. The
good news from their perspective is that they can often
gain a great deal of money in trade. The humanoids deal
in stolen goods and in gold, which they can't unload any-
where else. A sale that might go for 10 gp anywhere else
can fetch upwards of 30 gp here... as long as you're willing
to pay for proper protection.




: humanoids who deal here are a surly and bad-tem-
ered lot. They dislike having to bargain for what they
‘need, and the area’s de facto status as neutral ground means
they must keep their aggressive instincts in check. The
merchants charge outrageous prices and the humanoids
know it. But they also know that they can’t get what they
need anywhere else; those few who can get to the Bazaar
District aren't treated any better.

Merchants (varies): Exp2-4.
Merchants’ Bodyguards (varies): War2-4.

Humanoids (varies): Bugbears, gnolls, goblins,
hobgoblins, and orcs, as per the Monster Manual.

Treasure here consists of stolen coinage which the
humanoids deliver and any of the shoddy trade
goods on display. Prices for food and weapons
are three times the average stats in the Player’s
Handbook. The humanoids will bring as much gold
as they need to complete a sale.

ACTIVITY

Merchants without suitable guards for their goods are
often set upon and robbed; the lucky ones escape with
only minor injuries. Business here takes place only as
long as you can defend what is yours. The humanoids
aren't spared such attention either. As with anywhere else
where different races mix, fights are not uncommon. The
merchants’ bodyguards take steps to ensure the safety
of their employers, but otherwise let the monsters fight.
Losers are sent packing, and usually won't return without
greater numbers to back them up. Once they have com-
pleted their business, the humanoids make their way back
to their respective territory as quickly as possible. Other
tribes have no compunctions about ambushing rivals
going to or returning from a trade.

HOOKS

e The PCs track down a set of stolen goods, just as they
are being turned over to a merchant in exchange for
a wagonload of moldy bread. The merchant refuses to
give back the items without compensation... though
his customers won't protest if the PCs choose to take it
back by force.

e A merchant has come across a rare artifact with holy
significance to several tribes in the district. He plans to
auction it off at the trading post, selling it to whichever
tribe can give him the most for it. The PCs can be there
to serve as additional bodyguards, to bid on the item in
an effort to keep it out of humanoid hands, or basically
just to prevent the riot that will no doubt ensue when
the auction is complete.

e A tribe of humanoids has acquired something valuable
to the PCs — possibly a hostage or maybe just a beloved

magic item. They can try to trade for it here, first learned
what the humanoids want, and then haggling with
them until a price is agreed upon. Once they have what
they want, the humanoids renege on the deal, leaving
the characters with few options other than attack.

B5. FORTRESS Of
KING WEED THE MAGNIFICENT

This two-story stone keep has certainly seen better
days. The walls have been breached and crudely
repaired in several places, with chunks of rubble
used to fill in the holes. The front gate looks quite
sturdy, however, despite its numerous battle scars.
A small sign posted next to it reads: “Now entring
da relm uv WEED da Magnifisent. All HALE King
Weed.” Graffiti of various sorts has been painted
around the walls. From the ramparts, slitted yellow
eyes peer hatefully over the stones and a hairy hand
can occasionally be spotted clutching a pole arm. A
bright red banner depicting a spiky plant of some
sort flies above the keep’s lone tower, whose roof
has been painted a sickly shade of yellow. Greasy
smoke rises from the center of the keep, and the
surrounding area is choked with crabgrass and
puddles of offal, which grow more stagnant the
closer one gets to the walls.

Inside, the keep stinks of goblin flesh. Some
of the buildings have been torn down, while oth-
ers are standing only because of some unseen
miracle of engineering. They hold supplies of vari-
ous sorts — mostly smoked meat and vile-looking
waterskins. Tents and yurts made from pig hide
are scattered across the marshaling yard, each
containing bedrolls for several more goblins than
they can comfortably fit. A central bonfire — the
source of the smoke — is constantly lit, and goblin
cooks surround it using the flames to roast spits
of unidentifiable bits of meat. The gatehouse is in
slightly better shape, with goblin soldiers standing
guard their as vigilantly as such creatures are able.
The interior walls, like those of the exterior, are fes-
tooned with graffiti.

The tower is apparently the realm of King Weed
himself. The main foyer is flanked by hordes of
goblin guards and hung with tapestries depicting
the same bright red sigil that flies on the banner
outside. The central throne is carved from oak
and looks as though it was discarded from some
wealthy noble’s dining set and left to rot on a gar-
bage heap. The words, “KING WEED” have been
carved into the top of the back. The upper stories
contain more storerooms, a series of lookout posts,
and the private quarters of King Weed himself.
Several trap doors leading to the lower levels are
scattered throughout the keep.




This keep was originally part of the City Guard garrison
back when this district was just a slum. It became a focal
point for the defense when the humanoid army invaded,
and was breached only after a pitched fight lasting most
of two days. Since then, it has been claimed by various
tribes, none of which have been able to hold onto it for
very long. Its current occupants are former slaves who
had been subjugated by the orcs who originally called
it home. They are led by one of their own, a shrewd but
cruel goblin who calls himself Weed.

Though they appear crude, the repairs to the wall are
actually quite sturdy, and will stand up to most assaults
(hardness 7, 200 hp). The kobolds of Reinhold’s Engineers
(location B18) have rigged it with several nasty traps
designed to collapse into spiked pits if tampered with (DC
15 Search check to spot, DC 20 Reflex check to avoid).
The front gate has a hardness of 6 and 150 hit points; it
can be barred from within if necessary. King Weed can
muster some 300 goblins in defense of the keep, but no
one has directly attacked him since he seized power. A
tunnel between the keep and Reinhold’s Engineers allows
the goblins and kobolds to move back and forth at will.

BESIDENTS

Back when he was just another slave, Weed always longed
to free his people from their bond. He struck a secret
bargain with a tribe of nearby kobolds who paid unwill-
ing fealty to the orcs who ruled over them, and when the
orcs ventured out to do battle with their rivals, Weed and
his followers overpowered their guards and seized the
fortress for themselves. When the remaining orcs came
back, they fell into a series of traps laid by the kobolds.
Weed’s people promptly crowned him as their “king,” and
they have since maintained control of both the fortress
and the immediate surrounding area.

Soon after his emancipation, Weed discovered a tunnel
to the sewers under the keep, and made it available to his
kobold allies. The city proper had walled up the sewers
during the war, but numerous tunnels still ran under the
Humanoid District... including one which led all the way
past the wall of force and out to the nearby countryside.
Using the tunnels, the kobolds could engineer the col-
lapse of any building in the district, which King Weed
used to dispose of those who threatened him. The other
tribes soon learned to leave the goblins alone.

The passage out of the district have proven even more
successful. Weed allows bands of humanoids to use it to
conduct raids on outlying villages and caravans. He can
raise revenue that way without having to risk his follow-
ers at all that way; they need only collect a percentage of
the loot from returning humanoids. Weed had his kobold
allies rig the surrounding tunnels with all manner of
traps; only those who agreed to pay for the privilege were
allowed to pass through them safely. King Weed has made
it clear that he will collapse the tunnel should anyone
threaten his sovereignty, which is all the more reason for
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the other tribes to leave him be. The arrangeme:
everyone: The goblins and kobolds have security, and
other humanoids have a means of exiting the distri
King Weed is quite proud of what his ingenuity has don
for his people.

These days, King Weed appears as a mid-sized goblin
of indeterminate age. His limbs are long and skinny, and
yet his face is strangely bloated, with a long puffy nose
stretching out past his chin. He has developed a fair-
sized pot belly, though the excess has yet to spread to the
remainder of his body. He dresses in a purple faux-silk
bathrobe, which he claims are royal vestments, and wears
a tin stage actor’s crown which has been augmented with
very real gems collected as tolls. He can usually be found
lounging upon his throne most hours of the day, sur-
rounded by a harem of goblin females. For all his apparent
foolishness, however, he is quite cunning, and governs his
people with a sneaky efficiency. He speaks with a self-sat-
isfied smile on his face that can be infuriating. He carries a
pair of meat cleavers (treat as hand axes) beneath his robes,
and he won't hesitate to use them if he feels it warranted.
A number of his subjects sport missing digits for failing to
enact one of his policies quickly enough. He has survived
three assassination attempts from members of his tribe,
and is constantly on the lookout for a fourth.




- The remainder of the area’s denizens are typical goblins
in most respect. All wear the sign of King Weed on their
~ leather jerkins, and will obey his orders without question.
Though plots against him crop up periodically, as they do
in any humanoid community, most understand that they
have it better under him than they would under anyone
else. Punishment for most infractions is either death or
exile... which generally amount to the same thing, since
those bereft of their king’s protection are killed by the
other humanoids within hours. Guards carry short pole-
arms and swords, while an archery unit is stationed atop
the ramparts with short bows. Females and children of the
tribe are unarmed.

King Weed: Goblin Rog5.

Goblin Followers (600): As per the Monster
Manual.

The goblins have amassed quite a horde, collected
in tolls from returning raiding parties. They include
some 700 gp in various coins, gems totaling 500
gp, and over 2,000 gp worth of foodstuffs, farming
implements, and other assorted swag. They are all
piled in a large room in the keep tower, where King
Weed can chortle over it whenever he likes. King
Weed’s crown is worthless, but the gems embed-
ded in it will fetch a combined 100 gp, if removed
and properly cleaned. There are no magic items in
the keep.

ACTIVITY

The goblins emerge from the keep only infrequently,
mostly on thieving missions against other nearby tribes.
Visitors to the keep usually consist of raiding parties, there
to barter for passage out of the district. King Weed takes
25% of the cut, payable upon return. Those who hold out
are not allowed to return; Weed simply won't issue the
order to disarm the traps in the passageway. Raiding par-
ties are not allowed to linger in the keep any longer than
is necessary; the goblins don't trust them at all.

Ironically, the most dangerous place for any human-
oid raiding party is just outside the keep doors, as they
return from a successful raid. Other tribes will often lay
ambushes, seizing the raiders’ ill-got gains and slaughter-
ing them where they stand. The goblins do nothing to
interfere in such conflicts; they simply bar the door and
start laying down bets on who and how many will survive.
Other tribes have learned to send reinforcements when
they expect a raiding party to return, in order to keep their
rivals from claiming their hard-earned swag.

Humans are almost never allowed into the keep. The
only exception is Osgood Antarax (see location B3), who
makes calls on King Weed to discuss issues pertinent to
the district. The goblins know better than to let any prison-
ers escape through their tunnels, and the City Guardsmen
have nothing to say to either the odious little king or his
subjects. Non-monsters who approach the keep will have
to endure hurled trash and shouted insults; those who try
to get through the door without direct permission from
King Weed will be attacked.

HOOKS

e Araiding party has captured slaves from a merchant car-
avan and handed them over to King Weed as payment
for passage. Weed intends to ransom them back to their
families, but most of them cannot afford his exorbitant
price. The families hire the PCs to infiltrate the keep
and rescue the prisoners... or if they're feeling bold,
negotiate with King Weed personally for their release.

e The PCs are on a scouting mission for the City Guard
when they overhear one of the other tribes discussing
a plot to overthrow King Weed by turning him against
his kobold allies. The PCs will need to decide whether
to help thwart it, or to let it go forward, perhaps altering
the balance of power in the district.

e A coup against King Weed succeeds, forcing the wily
old goblin to flee the district. He approaches the PCs
and offers his vast treasure to them if they will kill his
usurper and restore him to the throne. Of course, he
has little intention of handing over his treasure once
they're done, and will try to eliminate them/drive them
off once he's secured power again.

¢ The PCs have been trapped in the Humanoid District,
either through a fluke, or fate or perhaps are wrong-
fully convicted prisoners. They hear about the passage



beneath King Weed's fortress that leads to freedom, but
in order to reach it, they must first penetrate the keep
and then negotiate the numerous traps which line the
length of the passage.

BO. FORTRESS OF
THE BOWSTRING BREAKERS

This ramshackle structure looks as though it has
been cobbled together by a gigantic child. It was
originally built of oak — longhouses, perhaps,
arranged in a square — and since then has had
chunks of stone and pieces of masonry added to
it to provide some semblance of increased protec-
tion. Though the engineering is suspect, the results
seem strangely durable, and the presence of scar-
ring along the sides suggests that it has repelled
more than its share of attacks. Hard points along
the walls hold clusters of disciplined guards, while
sharpened stakes line the perimeter and make for
an imposing natural defense. Judging by the num-
ber of bodies impaled on those stakes, they have
done their job quite well.

Inside, the place has the air of a well-disciplined
soldier’s barracks. Quarters are laid out with mili-
tary efficiency, and though crude and smelly, are not
dirty in the slightest. Supplies are neatly arranged
in appropriate locations and weapons are orga-
nized into smart-looking arsenals. The former long-
houses, which now form the fortress walls, hold
barracks, kitchens, planning facilities, and living
quarters for the fortress’s civilians. Yellow banners
depicting a bow being broken beneath a nail boot,
flank the four corners of the central courtyard.

HUMANOID DISTRI

helmets, it might almost be a contingent of th
Guard residing here... almost. Their philosophy has

them a perennial force in the Humanoid District, despite
numbering only about 150 adults or so. They are also the
best-equipped humanoids in the district. They wear chain
shirts instead of leather, and their weapons are all of good
quality.

The Breakers are led by a rather small war chief named
Hggurl the Axe. His nasty tempered is filtered through an
almost fanatic devotion to order, leading to harsh punish-
ment for even the tiniest infraction of his elaborate rules.
His claws have been replaced by steel nails, which were
driven painfully into is flesh. They grant him an extra 1d4
damage in unarmed attacks.

Hggurl the Axe: Hobgoblin Ftr5, +1d4 damage to
unarmed attacks.

Hobgoblins (150): AC 17; otherwise, as per the
Monster Manual.

The Breakers have amassed only 500 gp in treasure.
Because they are constantly bartering their money
for needed supplies, they rarely have very much
in the way of stolen or extorted goods. Several
months’ worth of food is buried in strategic loca-
tions throughout the courtyard. Hggurl carries a +1
battleaxe, which serves as his primary weapon.

This is the stronghold of a powerful hobgoblin tribe
called the Bowstring Breakers.

RESIDENTS

The Bowstring Breakers are one of the last holdovers from
the original humanoid horde which invaded so long ago,
making them more rigidly militaristic than most other
humanoid tribes currently existing. A deep-set discipline
and respect for the chain of command is instilled in them
from birth. The children march and drill every day, while
females serve alongside the males in a permanent state
of war. Their discipline can be felt in ever corner of the
fortress. Hobgoblins patrol the inner yards and outer
wall alike, maintaining tight rinks and vigilant looks
at all times. Those not on active duty are cleaning their
weapons or performing calisthenics; one of them is even
thumbing through a book of military philosophy, mouth-
ing the words slowly but with enormous conviction. Were
it not for the cruel bestial faces poking from beneath the

ACTIVITY

The Breakers’ discipline has allowed them to survive
numerous threats, despite numbering only about 150
adults. They're currently facing trouble on two fronts:
The Bladed Smile gnolls have laid claim to the main thor-
oughfare, pressing their numerical advantages in an ever-
increasing series of skirmishes; and the orcs of the Rotten
Jaw (see location B7) are pushing against their southern
flank, despite a persistent vacuum in leadership. In these
fights, the Breakers strive to maintain military discipline
and employ conservative tactics, trying to minimize their
own losses while inflicting as many as caution will allow.
They have an implied nonaggression agreement with the
Iron Jaw tribe (see location B27), which provides some
security for their northern flank. With the Rotten Jaw in
chaos, they are hoping to force a settlement on them, and
then focus all their attention on destroying the gnolls.

Before the current crisis, the Breakers were quite active
as mercenaries, and many traveled into the city in search
of steady work. Their knowledge of other districts is bet-
ter than that of the other humanoids in the region — the
equivalent of Knowledge (City) +2 for each member.

The fortress itself has a hardness of 6 and can take 150
points of damage before being breached.




he Breakers wish to further shore up their defenses by
kidnapping some proper engineers and setting them to
work on the problem. The engineers’ families hire the
PCs are to rescue them.

e The Breakers acquire a wand of fireballs from an unknown
source, and intend to use it to wipe out the Smile once
and for all. In the process, they set fire to many sur-
rounding buildings, and if they aren't stopped, it could
spread throughout the quarter.

e The Breakers commit an assault on the PCs — robbing
their home, assaulting a relative, etc. — and leave evi-
dence implicating the Bladed Smile. The hope to goad
the PCs into attacking the gnolls, thus weakening their
enemies.

B7. FORTRESS Of THE BOTTEN JAW

Like the Fortress of the Bowstring Breakers (loca-
tion B6), this location has a haphazard quality to it,
though the design appears far older. Hastily-built
barricades were constructed between a variety of
structures, creating a stronghold out of what had
previously been an unremarkable block of build-
ings. The defenses have since been fortified with
rocks and stones; in one case, it even appears as if
transmute mud to rock had been cast on one of the
walls. It actually appears like a miniature fortified
village the size of a single city block, and containing
nearly a dozen buildings of different sorts.

Inside, the sense of being in a village only
increases. Pigs root about the muddy open areas
as groups of orcish females and children go about
their chores. Orc males stand guard along the walls
while others work at herding the livestock or repair-
ing a bit of wall. The southeast corner contains a
large square bell tower, which has apparently been
converted into a meeting hall. The bell has fallen
out of this place and apparently been incorporated
into the nearby wall. A monstrous jawbone, taken
from some fell beast, has been mounted on the
tower in its place.

The fortress/village contains the bulk of the Rotten Jaw, a
powerful orc tribe composed of several different smaller
bands. The area is full of orcs, with dozens sleeping in
crowded quarters. Despite the squalid conditions, howev-
er, they are quite self-sufficient, raising pigs and growing
mushrooms in the underground basements, which have
been expanded somewhat in recent years. The battlements
are all strong (hardness 7, 200 hit points) and can with-
stand attack from anyone in the district.

RESIDENTS

The fortress itself contains some 300 orcs, three times as
much as the area could normally support. Another 150
swearing fealty to the Rotten Jaw occupy the buildings to
the northwest, making them the largest tribe in the dis-
trict. For all the cramped conditions, residency in the for-
tress is a sign of great prestige, for there they are safe from
attack. Historically, they have long been a major factor in
district politics. Years ago, a mighty orc chieftain named
Cracktooth created them by fusing together several dispa-
rate orcish tribes into a single group. He attained untold
glory for his people by leading them to victory against
a bulette which had made its way into the district. The
bulette’s jaw still decorates the fortress tower, and forms
the unified tribe’s namesake.

But now, troubled times have come to the orcs.
Cracktooth was recently killed in an altercation with the
Iron Claws (see location B27), leaving them rudderless.
The Rotten Jaw has sworn vengeance against the Claws,
but without their commander, they lack the impetus to do
much against them. The tribe is currently being governed
by a rough council of commanders, representing the
various smaller bands which originally made up the Jaw.
They are keeping on top of things for now, but fissures
have begun to appear in their unified front. It may only
be a matter of time before the Jaw collapses into smaller
groups and their formerly dominant position becomes
just another memory.

Broken Jaw Orcs (300): As per the Monster
Manual.

The tribe has amassed a great deal of treasure from
raids: nearly 5,000 gp in gold, gems, and precious
objects. It's kept in the highest room of the tower,
under constant lock and key (successful DC 20
Open Lock check to pick the door to this treasury).
Who has the right to distribute it has become a con-
stant sticking point for the governing council, and
even the choice of guards is met with accusations
and suspicion.

ACTIVITY

In addition to internal strife, the Jaw is facing enemies
on several fronts. The Iron Claws (location B27) remain
defiant foes, and yet they cannot turn their full attention
to them. The Bowstring Breakers (location B6) are compet-
ing with the Jaw for living space, and as the orcs expand
westward, they may end up entering the fray over the
main thoroughfare (location B10). Recently, the band of
gnolls known as Cruelty took up residence nearby (loca-
tion B24). It is unknown what their ambitions are, but
they cannot bode well for the Jaw. With enemies on mul-
tiple fronts, the Rotten Jaw has responded with ferocity
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tacles, all kept safely within the district. There is no
to escape through the Annex; all of the tunnels either lead

back to the district or to the field of the Coliseum (locatioﬁ

and tenacious conviction, It remains to be seen, however,
whether their internal divisions ultimately overcome
them, leaving their foes to pick over the carcass.

C1) itself.
HOOKS This arrangement stems from the fact that the Coliseum
e Expansion of the Jaw’s underground mushroom farms  straddles the Humanoid District and the Entertainment
threatens to collide with the kobolds’ extensive tunnels District. It served as a bulwark for the defenses against
(see locations B18 and B30). Concerned about stability the initial humanoid invasion, and as the siege continued,
in the region, Osgood Antarax (see location B3) hires the wall naturally grew up around it. That left the Annex
the PCs to travel through the kobold tunnels and col- in the Humanoid District, however, and while it was
lapse those nearest the Rotten Jaw’s fortress. initially administered by “normal” humans, the number
¢ One of the Rotten Jaw’s fiercest warriors sets his sights of monsters and prisoners who entered the games neces-
on a PC, believing that if he can defeat the PC in com-  sitated that new management step in. For all their crudity,
bat, he can prove himself strong enough to reunite the however, they have kept the Annex in excellent shape. It
tribe beneath him. contains weapons, armor, and accouterments of all variet-
e In an effort to stave off dissolution, the Jaw attacks one ies, enabling the Coliseum to put on whatever spectacle
of its rivals... just as the PCs are passing through. They the crowd demands. It’s all stored neatly in one of the
must survive house-to-house fighting and charges by building’s immense rooms, or else ordered from a variety
bellowing humanoids of one persuasion or another ... of merchants throughout the city.
or perhaps they will have the opportunity to tip the bal-
ance of power by aiding one particular side.
B8. COLISEUM ANNEX

This solid, well-built structure is a technically a part
of the great wall which separates the Humanoid
District from the Entertainment District to the east.
It is constructed of the same thick stone, and has
the same sense of implacability as the remainder
of the wall. The gated entrances are oversized, as if
to accommodate larger species, and the bare stone
walls above them give lend a sense of indomitable
will.

Inside, the complex is similarly oversized, with
rooms and corridors big enough to accommodate
a giant if need be. The lower levels are comprised
of pits and cages, holding both reluctant gladiators
and the savage beasts they will fight. The upper lev-
els hold more austere quarters, designed for more
willing combatants. The rest is storage, containing
everything from spare weapons for the fighters,
to huge props such as siege towers and chariots.
Everything the Coliseurn may require is stored here
for possible use; there’s even a set of boats and
water tanks, which can be used to simulate naval
battles.

The annex to the Coliseum is run as a part of the
Humanoid District. Indeed, it is even administered by
humanoids, falling under the unofficial domain of a rapa-
cious ogre mage and a family of his mundane ogre follow-
ers. The City Guard allows them to run the Annex because
it keeps their own members out of harm’s way. The Annex
contains everything necessary to stage gladiatorial spec-




‘ Any number of gladiators and creatures may be found
he supreme overlord of the Coliseum Annex is Titus  here as well, preparing to fight in the games. Training
- Rapax, an ogre mage of indeterminate age who arrived one  facilities are quite adequate, and many fighters come here
morning and offered his services to the Coliseum own- in their off-hours to keep their skills in top form. In addi-
ers. He would groom gladiators and provide exotic beasts  tion to the usual routine of performers, humanoids come
for them to fight if only they would allow him to run the ~ here to test their mettle in the games, and prisoners will
annex as he saw fit. They agreed and for the last century,  submit themselves in an effort to buy their freedom. Lone
he has been the master of the Coliseum’s “prep work.” He's ~ monsters can often make quite a name for themselves in
a capricious and somewhat whimsical overlord, given to  the Coliseum, earning the security and riches which they
strange flights of fancy when it comes to acquiring new  could never achieve on their own, while prisoners see the
gladiators. He might dress a slavering half-orc in fine  games as one of the few ways they have of escaping the
armor or put a stodgy dwarf on the back of a miniature  district.

chariot. But he takes his job seriously, and the cruelty and
sadism which mark all of his species is never far from
sight.

His assistants are a family of mundane ogres, who have
served him willingly for generations now. Their matri-
arch, Takeena the Pungent, is a shameless sycophant who
regards her master with a mixture of horror and awe. Her Gladiators (varies): Ftr2.
loutish brother and three ugly sons do most of the physical

labor in the annex: building cages, moving heavy equip- | Titys keeps his earnings in a portable hole, which

ment or keeping the gladiators in line. They snap to obey he carries in his back pocket. It holds 2,500 gp in
any of the Titus’ orders, but otherwise revel in their place

at the top of the food chain, treating both gladiators and
noncombatant underlings
with bemused contempt.

Titus Rapax: Ogre mage, as per the Monster
Manual.

Takeena the Pungent and Family (5): Ogres, as
per the Monster Manual.

gems and platinum pieces, which he uses both to
keep the annex running and to gloat over when he’s
by himself. In addition, he carries a cube of force
which he uses to keep himself safe while directing
the acquisition of dangerous animals. Takeena has
the mundane ogres’ fortune — 500 gp — which she
keeps in a canavas sack worn around her neck. She
sometimes allows her sons to look at the shinies
inside, but they must never touch them. In addi-
tion, the annex has weapons and armor of all variet-
ies, available for the exclusive use of the gladiators.
Anyone who removes anything, however, will have
to answer to Titus.

A  ACTIVITY

[} The ogres run active recruitment in an effort
to secure more gladiators for the arena. Any
resident of the district may fight in as many
matches as he wishes. He need only show up and
allow Titus to take stock of him. Those who win their
fights are given a (small) piece of the profits, and may
remain in the annex to sleep and train. It's quite enticing
for the district’s outcasts or loners, who
know they won't survive long on their
own. At least in the arena they can

a)‘ } see their foe.



The same principles hold true for prisoners willing to
fight and train. While they earn no money, Titus gives
them a roof over their heads and a modicum of security.
The standing rule is that any prisoner who survives 30
bouts in the ring will be granted his freedom, provided
he leaves the city and never returns. To date, only a small
handful of prisoners have ever managed to reach that
prize. More often, they die in the pits while the howls
of the mob cascade around them. Still, many see that as
preferable to a life of constant fear in the district.

In addition, Titus and the ogres periodically conduct
hunting expeditions, to capture exotic creatures and
return them to the arena. They have special passes allow-
ing them to leave the district for these purposes, and are
very good at procuring strange new beasts for the appe-
tites of the crowd. Owlbears and umber hulks are regular
combatants, as are even stranger beasts such as otyughs.
Those that survive are kept in cages beneath the annex,
where the ogres keep them poorly fed and tormented to
maximize their rage. Contests often pit teams of gladia-
tors against such beasts, which Titus claims is gladiatorial
combat in its purest essence.

HOOKS

o A group of prisoners plans an audacious escape, first by
setting the caged monsters in the annex loose, and then
bolting through the arena while the ogres are engaged.
The PCs are on watch in the nearby tower and must
decide between containing the monsters or re-captur-
ing the prisoners.

o An enemy of the PCs pays the ogres to kidnap them and
place them in the games. They find themselves cages
beneath the annex, where they must either escape, or
be thrust into lethal combat.

e The city decides they need to inspect the Annex to
ensure that the ogres arent unduly exploiting their
charges. The PCs are asked to make regular inspections
of the premises and to keep the ogres on their toes.

B9. THE HANGING TREE
This huge, decrepit oak dominates the surrounding land-
scape, its skeletal branches spreading out in what seems
like a thousand different directions. The bodies of nearly
a hundred humanoids hang from different branches. The
oldest are little more than skeletons, while the newest
have been hanging for just a few days. Crows and buz-
zards flock here by the dozens, their feathered bodies
forming a gruesome foliage for the tree. Before the cur-
rent turf squabble (see location B10), the tree was used to
display the bodies of traitors to various tribes. After being
killed, his corpse would be displayed here, as a warning to
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others. The gesture was established by one of the
early warlords, and was intended to stress the nee
unity among the tribes. Only traitors were thus displa
to do so with those killed in inter-tribe tussles was cons:
ered unduly inflammatory.
The practice remained until the recent troubles between
the Bladed Smile and the Bowstring Breakers. In an effort
to establish dominance, both sides began displaying their
kills on the Hanging Tree, and the lower branches soon
became festooned with gnoll and hobgoblin corpses.
Each side would cut down their dead, only to have them
replaced with fresh bodies after the next skirmish. The
practice is inflaming the tensions between them, and may
be the match head that goads them to open war.
The forces of King Weed do not make use of the
Hanging Tree.

This large thoroughfare is the widest in the city, and saw
regular parades by the City Guard before the humanoid
invasion. Now, it houses a variety of dwellings and crude
businesses, all populated by humanoids (and a few pris-
oners) and built in the remains of the shops which once
lined the street. The thoroughfare itself is filled with boul-
ders and debris, providing easy cover for those attempting
to traverse it. The boulevard is currently claimed by three
factions — the Bowstring Breakers (see location B6), the
Bladed Smile (see location B22), and King Weed’s minions
(see location B5). Weed keeps his soldiers in close hand,
venturing only into the westernmost stretch of the street,
but the other two tribes are engaged in near-constant skir-
mishes over it. Small-unit battles are a daily occurrence,
and residents must pay protection money to both groups
if they wish to stay healthy.

These tall wooden towers have been placed near the two
main entrances to the district, and they afford a clear view
of most of the wall. The humanoids erected them in a rare
display of unity — carefully negotiated by Osgood Antarax
(location B3) — and nearby tribes continue to staff them
with regular shifts of watchmen. They have orders to keep
an eye on all human activities along the wall and to sound
a warning if any threat to the district appears. Each tower
contains a contingent of five humanoids (orcs, bugbears,
or hobgoblins) armed with longswords and bows. The
leader of each shift has a loud ram’s horn, with orders to
sound it at the first sign of danger. The towers themselves
are nearly four stories tall, with a hardness of 5 and 90 hit
points. The humanoids are typical members of their spe-
cies, as described in the Monster Manual.



BUINED AMPHITHEATER

This large stone structure was clearly once an
amphitheater, where plays were performed and
athletic contests took place. Stone seats ring a large
central arena big enough for dozens of combatants.
Its diameter is only slightly smaller than the grand
Coliseum nearby, though the Coliseum is not nearly
as shopworn as this structure. Portions of the seat-
ing have been broken, as if by huge stones, and the
ramparts atop the amphitheater have shattered and
fallen to the ground far below. Pedestals which once
held statues of men and women in athletic poses
have been broken off, the art claimed by some
slavering humanoid tribe or another for purposes
better left unconsidered. The tops of the entrances
have been broken off, raising the height of the
empty doorways considerably. Similar alterations
have been made to the entryways in the arena itself,
which lead to a series of rooms beneath the stands.
Strangely enough, there is no grafitti anywhere here
— most unusual for the Humanoid District. The
grounds surrounding the amphitheater are littered
with boulders, fallen trees, and collapsed buildings.

The amphitheater is home to one of the few benign
residents of the Humanoid District — a stone giant named
Sheercliff who works in the docks.

RESIDENTS

Exiled by his fellows for some unknown reason, Sheervliff
was unable to find comfortable quarters within the city
proper, and so headed here, where he could live a life of
quiet solitude and enjoy what comforts he could. He was
living here when the humanoid army invaded. Not wish-
ing to be identified with the horde, but neither feeling
inclined to risk his life on behalf of the city, he simply
holed up and waited for the fighting to end. Any human-
oids which approached had their bells rung for them, and
the rest were too busy with the city to pay much attention.

He rises before dawn each morning and travels to the
docks, where he works loading cargo and moving articles
of heavy freight. He sometimes travels through the main
gate in the Bazaar District, though mostly he simply clam-
bers over the northern wall and travels on his way. The city
guards know about him and leave him alone; his presence
as a productive citizen of the city has been on record for
longer than any of them have been alive. In the evenings,
he comes home and spends hours hurling rocks at the
nearby buildings. He’s reduced all of them to dust, but still
takes delight in bashing the rubble into new and interest-
ing configurations. Once in a blue moon he hires a scribe
to come and read philosophy to him, which he debates in
the low rumbling voice typical of his kind. But mostly, he
just keeps to himself, content to ignore and be ignored by
the remainder of the district.

Sheercliff: Stone giant, as per the Monster
Manual.

Sheercliff spends most of his wages on the large
amounts of food required to sutain him, and upon
subtle indulgences like the visits from the scribes.
He has six perfect emeralds — his only possessions
from before his exile — which he keeps in his quar-
ters mounted in a smooth stone holder. They are
worth 400 gp apiece. He never allows anyone into
his lair, so he believes them quite safe. Should they
ever be stolen, his wrath will know no bounds.

ACTIVITY

Sheercliff dislikes uninvited visitors; those who approach
the amphitheater will receive a bellowing verbal chal-
lenge. Those who do not respond or whose answers are
not to his liking will be given a warning in the form of
a boulder flung across their path. Those who persist will
receive the full brunt of his wrath; Sheercliffe has no
shortage of rocks and will go to any length to protect his
privacy. Humanoids often receive no warning at all. Those
not wishing to be shelled into oblivion must approach
under a flag of truce.

Assuming that you can gain entrance to the amphithe-
ater, you will find him a curt but not unpleasant host. He
will answer their questions as best he can, provided they
don't involve anything that can be directly used against
his neighbors (such as defenses, patrol schedules, and
the like). He is always interested in news about his fellow
giants, and will debate philosophy for hours with anyone
who lets him.

The kobolds have never been able to tunnel underneath
the amphitheater; Sheercliff is too well-versed in their
ways to let them.

HOOKS

e The PCs encounter a band of Sheercliff’s kinsmen in
search of him. They make no indication of their inten-
tions towards the stone giant, but are quite keen to find
him. Even if they wish him well, he will likely appreci-
ate being informed before they arrive on his doorstep.

o Sheercliff's gems have been stolen! The PCs purchase
one or two of them in the Bazaar District at a consider-
able discount from their market value. That'’s before the
angry stone giant catches up with them and threatens
to mash them into paste. Giving them back will placate
him somewhat, but they must help him hunt down the
remaining gems and the thieves who took them if they
wish to stay off his bad side.

 The nearby humanoids plan to ambush Sheerclifff on
his way to work. The PCs spot the attack as it begins.
Unless they come to the stone giant’s aid, he will be
overwhelmed by sheer numbers and taken down.



B13. ABOBTED TUNNEL

This man-sized hole bores straight into the wall, traveling
about a third of the distance before finally collapsing into
rubble. It marks the spot where a prisoner — a wizard of
some infamy — attempted a breakout, along with three or
four compatriots. They underestimated the weight above
them, however, and didn't think to shore up their tunnel.
The collapse killed them all in an instant. The tunnel lies
near an angle of the wall and is hidden in shadow — easy
to miss unless you're looking for it (successful DC 25 Spot
check to notice). A prisoner or a humanoid with proper
engineering skills (or perhaps the help of Reinhold’s
Engineers; location B18) may be able to shore it up and
keep digging.

BI4. WALL RUPTURES
These areas were the target of various humanoid attacks
over the years, and were never properly repaired due to
safety concerns. They are unseemly clefts in the archi-
tecture, gouged out by inhuman hands or long destroyed
siege engines. The City Guard keeps a close eye on them,
but because they don't significantly weaken the defenses,
no other action is taken. Occasionally, a humanoid will
bury something of value within their confines; their prox-
imity to the guards means that none of his compatriots
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occasionally spot such interlopers, but usually leave them
alone.

B15. RUINED WALLS

The crumbling masonry here once represented a low, low,
wall, which ran for several blocks and formed a boundary
of the modest park to the southwest. Now, the greenery
in the park has withered and died, and the wall is nothing
but a few scattered lines of masonry. It was here that the
city defenders made a heroic stand during the humanoid
invasion, holding the monsters at bay while the defend-
ers at the wall evacuated the last few residents into the
Dwarven District. Eventually, however, they were overrun,
and their bodies mangled beyond recognition. Their blood
and bones intermingled with the soil here, leaving a trace
of their essence behind that remains even after so many
generations have past.

Anyone standing in the area — between the large
tree to the north, the parkland to the south, the build-
ings to the east and the wall to the Dwarven District to
the west — facing a humanoid or evil-aligned opponent
gains a +1 circumstance bonus to any Will saves, and any
Intimidation checks made against them automatically

fail.
B16. SPINDLELEGS’ WOODS

This former parkland has taken on an eerie, desolate qual-
ity. Many of the trees are dead, having been burned black
by fires long ago. Those which survive are strangely sick,
seeming almost feverish in their growth. It is here that an
outcast drider arrived long ago to make his home. His
true name is unknown, but the humanoids call him
Spindlelegs; it is rumored that he undertook the test to
his goddess in some hidden antechamber of the city, and
when he failed, he had nowhere to go but here.
He makes his home in the treetops, fashioning
camouflage out of leaves and mud to disguise his
glossy black body. He feeds mostly on lone strag-
glers, whom he brings down with a bow and
poisoned arrow before wrapping them in his
threads. Human prisoners form the bulk of
his diet, but lately he’s been dining on Rook’s
Skull orcs from nearby (see location B25). The
orcs have made several efforts to burn him out
(hence the charred trees), but he has always
survived, and invariably claims a sentry or two
in retribution. The orcs keep a watch on the far
— eastern rooftops of their territory and try to lob a
- shot at him when they spot him.
Spindlelegs’ camouflages gives him a +2
competence bonus to Hide and Move Silently §
checks. His arrows are tipped with his own poi-
son, causing damage as per his bite. Otherwise, he is
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7. LAIR Of LOTHOS THE
IINOTAUR
This former residential block has been transformed into
a minotaur’s labyrinth by first knocking out the houses’
dividing walls, then constructing new ones through the
use of rubble and shabby carpentry. Visitors must weave
in and out of several buildings that are accessible through
holes torn in their exterior walls as much as their intended
entrances. The labyrinth periodically ends in blind alleys,
crudely dug pits and cunning reversals which destroy all
sense of direction. The generic nature of the shanties, and
the fact that the labyrinth runs through both intact build-
ings and open-air ruins, makes it extremely confusing.
The maze eventually leads to the central courtyard, where
a minotaur named Lothos makes his home. Originally
numbering in the dozens, the minotaur population in
the district has slowly declined so that Lothos is now the
only one left. Lonely and bitter at having no kin, he takes
his frustrations out on the other humanoids, often hiring
himself as a mercenary to lead one tribe against another.
He is positively suicidal in these attacks, wading in with
his bare hands and crushing limbs and skulls with reckless
abandon. Some say he’s seeking an honorable death, if so,
he's certainly taking his time about it. When not fighting
for one tribe or another, he stays in his maze; his lonely
bellows often echo across the district in the dead of night.

He has a standing agreement with the Iron Claws (see
location B27) to protect their west flank, which he does
by tricking interlopers into his labyrinth, before killing
them one by one and devouring their carcasses. Someday,
he may leave the district for good, in search of a mate or
more of his own kind. But until then, he remains one of
the district’s most fearsome inhabitants.

Lothos is a standard minotaur, as per the Monster
Manual. He has collected 350 gp worth of valuables in his
lair.

BI8. REINHOLD’S MUNICIPAL
ENGINEERS

This large whitewashed building apparently used
to have two stories, but the roof seems to have
collapsed onto the upper level, leaving it a dan-
gerous-looking pile of rubble. The lower floor has
been heavily fortified, with steel plates haphazardly
riveted over the windows and a vault door replacing
the wooden one which originally graced the front of
the building. A tattered sign once hung above the
door. It has since fallen, but has been nailed to the
wall next to the door using great iron spikes. The
sign reads, “Reinhold’'s Municipal Engineers.”

Inside, small piles of rubble and a fallen beam
or two mark the complex maze of rooms on the
lower floor. The center rooms are filled with smelly
nests composed of ripped cloth and other far less
savory items. A larger room towards the back con-
tains a shrine to a strange draconic god, complete
with smoking braziers and a circular altar on the
floor. An armory contains a series of short bladed
weapons and javelins, while a large chamber in the
back holds a series of smooth stone boards which
are filled with chalked formulae written in Draconic.
The sense of being watched pervades every corner
of the building.

Before the invasion, this location held a group of civic
architects — led by one Gephart Reinhold — who were
responsible for maintaining the keep in location BS,
the north wall to the south, and various other important

buildings. When the humanoids came, it was sacked and
occupied by a band of kobolds who came to be known by
the moniker on the front sign: Reinhold’s Engineers. They
have reinforced it, sealed the doors and windows from
potential intruders, and now use it as their base of opera-
tions while they delve and expand into the sewers below.

RESIDENTS

Reinhold’s Engineers consists of some 100 adult male
kobolds, with an equal number of females and young. Few
of them can be found here, however, save when sleeping
or in the face of a serious threat. Most are either down in
the sewers building and repairing tunnels, or conducting



various bits of thieving and spying against the remainder
of the district. They use secret entrances to move around,
never emerging for more than short periods of time and
then only under cover of dark. For many generations,
they lived in considerable fear of the other tribes, paying
tribute to the orcs in the nearby keep (location B7) in
exchange for being allowed to live. That changed when
King Weed came to power (see location B5). The goblin
showed them how to use the underground tunnels to
strike back at their foes, while providing protection
against any potential attacks.

Officially, the kobolds are beholden to Weed. They set
traps, dig tunnels, and otherwise turn the underground
areas of the district into giant death traps — all at his
behest. In reality, he pays them for their services, doling
out an (admittedly) small portion of his take in exchange
for keeping the traps up and running. This suits the
kobolds just fine. They have no interest in ruling and
don't want to present themselves as a target for the other
tribes. King Weed can appear to call the shots, and take
the subsequent risk. In the meantime, they're free to pur-
sue their mining activities and further secure their tribe
against any potential threats (see location B30 for more
options).

The tribe is led by a pair of clerics, Urkbak and Gekalt,
who lead in the worship of their patron god. Ten elder
males, the wiliest of the remainder, form a rough council
which helps in the decision making process. Turnover in
leadership used to be quite high, but it has slowed since
they struck their deal with King Weed. The occasional
digging accident and the rare unfortunate caught stealing
from the other humanoids are the only casualties they
suffer these days. The clerics cite it as evidence that their
god is pleased.

Urbak and Gekalt: Kobold Clr3.
Other kobolds (200): As per the Monster Manual.

HUMANOID DISTRI ‘;Q

The building’s upper story is filled with hidin
and the kobolds will scatter up here at the first sign
intrusion. It is extremely difficult to spot them up the
(successful DC 30 Spot check to notice), and if anyone
larger than Small size attempts to climb up after, he runs
the risk of bringing the entire roof down: 15% chance each
round, which doubles to 30% if two or more Medium sized
or larger creatures climb up. Treat the results as a cave-in
as described in the Dungeon Master’s Guide. Kobolds in the
roof are immune to such damage.

A secret door in the basement leads to a tunnel between
the kobolds’ lair and King Weed’s keep across the street;
from there, they can spread out to anywhere within their
underground warrens; see location B30 for more informa-
tion.

HOOKS

o A descendent of Gephart Reinhold believes that his
ancestor’s notebook — containing priceless informa-
tion on engineering and architecture — was hidden
within the walls of his shop. He tasks the PCs to bring it
back.

e The kobolds decide that King Weed is a threat and plot
to eliminate him. Their scheme involves destroying his
keep and arranging to that the City Guard will take the
blame; the results could unit the monster tribes and
launch a fresh attack against the city. The PCs get wind
of the plot and must decide what to do about it, if any-
thing.

BI9g. HUMANOID PAWNSHOD

The kobolds have approximately 500 gp in hidden
swag buried beneath their altar. The elders use it to
buy food and other essentials when they can’t steal
any for themselves.

ACTIVITY

As with any kobold lair, the entire building is rigged
with traps, designed to be triggered should any intruders
enter. There are 3—5 spiked pit traps (dumping the victim
into the basement, which is lined with rusty blades) and
2-4 falling block traps (heavy debris dropping from the
ceiling) scattered throughout the building. Treat them as
standard hazards of their type as described in the Dungeon
Master’s Guide.

This dusty warehouse is located near Monsters’
Gate, right next to the humanoid “embassy” run
by Osgood Antarax (location B3). The outside is
battered, but still serviceable and marked with the
usual array of humanoid graffiti on the northern
side. The word “pawnshop” is written in red paint
in several languages above the door.

Inside, the shop holds an array of bizarre objects,
some nearly worthless, some without price. They
are stacked in piles or else loosely organized by
type, with weapons and armor taking up most of
the western third of the shop. A craggy old human
sits in a large cage by the front door. A strongbox
full of money sits next to him, and a curious walk-
ing staff is clutched in his right hand. Beside the
cage squats a huge green troll, with a sour expres-
sion on its face. It is bound by a collar at its neck,
which is attached to a chain and runs into the cage,
where it is connected by a plug to the wall.




‘pawnshop has been set up as a strange buffer between
he residence of Osgood Antarax and the remainder of the
district. He doesn't wish any humanoid tribe to lay claim
- to the building, which lies just across the street from his
keep and which could make life uncomfortable if a group
of any strength decided to claim it. So instead, he arranged
for this merchant to set up shop, an arrangement that suits
both parties quite well.

RESIDENTS

The pawnshop’s owner is Angus Fell, an unscrupulous
fence who has worked with unsavory sorts in the past.
Unwilling to cut the Thieves Guild in on his action, he
relocated here, where he exchanges stolen and looted
goods for money. He's the only reliable way for the human-
oids to quickly divest themselves of the spoils from their
raids, and as such is used by every major tribe in the dis-
trict. The troll, known only as Skrunt, is his bodyguard and
insurance policy. He keeps the creature in line through a
staff of five, disguised as a walking stick, which he threatens
to incinerate the creature with if it ever misbehaves. This
is largely a bluff — the staff would likely burn down the
shop and everything in it as well as the troll but Scrunt is
too dim to pick up on it. He’s a miserable, bad tempered
beast who takes every opportunity he can to lash out at
easy targets.

Angus Fell: Exp8.

Skrunt: Troll, as per the Monster Manual.

In addition to the staff of fire, Angus keeps 800 gp
locked in his strongbox (DC 20 Open Lock check
to unlock), for use as payment for pawned goods.
The corners of his shop can contain any number of
treasures as well, the details of which are up to the
DM. Weapons, armor, and all manner of equipment
— most in shoddy shape but still usable — can
be purchased here, at twice the price listed in the
Player’s Handbook.

ACTION
Angus bilks his customers terribly, as any good fence
does, by paying rock bottom prices for clearly superior
goods. The truly worthy materials he smuggles out into
the city at large, where associates of his sell them at a
staggering profit. He justifies the practice by giving out
money for junk too, which he keeps in the store and
tries to sell to the humanoids in the district. They prefer
him to the Trading Post (location B4) because he has
cash, and because helll make a deal for anything the
humanoids may have. Basically, he seems more in
tune with the humanoids’ attitude than do the other
merchants at the Trading Post.

At the first sign of trouble, he sends Skrunt into action.
The troll is too big to squeeze out of the pawnshop’s door
(Angus cut him into pieces to bring him in), but he'll hap-
pily disembowel anyone his master allows him to, using
his great claws to rend miscreants apart. A simple insult
or snide remark can be fatal when dealing with Skrunt,
and most customers mind their Ps and Qs when browsing
here.

Angus’s cage is locked and unlocked from the inside;
it is intended to provide him with protection should any
customers get out of hand.

HOOKS

e Skrunt breaks loose from captivity and launches ram-
pages through the nearby area. Osgood Antarax asks the
PCs to hunt him down for the good of the district.

e A tribe of backstabbing humanoids helps free Skrunt
from his master. The troll now resides with them...
threatening to shift the balance of power in their favor.
The PCs must ensure that the troll is either killed or
breaks away from his new friends.

e Angus acquires a piece of the PCs’ property, which was
stolen a few days previous. He refuses to divulge the
seller; the PCs will need to get past Skrunt somehow if
they wish to convince the old man to help them locate
the thieves.

e A thief manages to slip in and steal the money in the
strong box. .. while it and Angus are locked in the cage!
The pawnshop owner enlists the PCs’ aid to solve this

mystery.
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B20O. RUINED CHURCH

This sad-looking structure was once a satellite temple set
up by Children of the Creator, the city’s largest largest
human religious sect. It fell during the invasion and has
since been turned into a catch-all shrine for the district’s
various denizens, few of whom are lucky enough to travel
to the larger Humanoids Temple in the Spire District
(location J6). Though each tribe worships its own deity
in whatever fashion is appropriate, they come here to
pay homage to the Spire. The walls and roof have been
repaired everywhere but on the western end, where a
simple altar looks out onto a brilliant view of the Spire
towering over the nearby buildings. Even the Monsters’
Gate is overshadowed by the inspiring edifice; the deni-
zens of the Humanoid District take great comfort in the
view, knowing that their god (whoever he is) will come
some day and deliver the entire city unto them.

In periods where the district was unified, the chapel was
open to all; humanoids could come and pay homage to
whichever god they followed, while praising his/her even-
tual return to the Spire. During periods where the district
was divided, the church became a hotly-contested piece of
real estate, as different tribes battled to claim it (much of
its damage has come from such conflicts). At this moment,
the Rotten Jaw (see location B7) claims ownership. They
had initially taxed any other humanoids who came to wor-
ship there, but with the death of their leader, enforcement
has slacked off. It is difficult say what will happen if they
try to reinforce their ownership more strictly.

B2I. LAIR Of THE BASHERBS

The entrance to this disheveled building is dark and
smells strongly of rotten meat. Fungus and moss
grow along the stones and the ground surrounding
the building has a wet, unpleasant consistency. The
sound of snuffling growls can be heard within.

Inside, a group of 40 or so huge goblinoid crea-
tures is gathered around a series of cooking pits.
They are roasting foul-smelling meat of uncertain
origin in a series of colossal stewpots, and the
stench from them is almost unbearable. Some of
the creatures are perched on rock piles or ledges
formed from collapsed sections of the roof. They
seem to have a hard time waiting for the meat to
finish; several of them keep reaching into the stew
pot to pull bubbling pieces of flesh out whether
they are cooked through or not.

These are the Bashers — “dems what bashes stuff” — a
tribe of bugbears who have become anathema to the
remainder of the district. They gather here to cook what-
ever they have found to eat. Unlike other humanoid lairs,
there is little here in the way of defense, and the bugbears
haven't even bothered to set a watch. The fire pits are the

HUMANOID DISTF

center of attention, as well as whatever evil stuff
ing in those pots.

RESIDENTS

The Bashers are typical bugbears in that they rapidly
consume everything edible in the area. This has led to
multiple clashes with other humanoid tribes who have no
wish to either lose their own food supply or become part
of the menu themselves. Consequently, the Bashers wan-
der around the district with little rhyme or reason, taking
space by force and stripping the area of everything useful.
In their tenure here, they have already killed all the game
in the nearby woodlands and driven off or eaten every
resident for blocks. They have no formal leader, though
a large specimen named Basher Bob seems to carry the
most authority.

The Bashers are amazingly adept at climbing, and can
clamber up the sides of walls and across piles of rubble
with remarkable dexterity. Their vertical movement rate
is the equivalent of walking so long as their hands are
empty, and they gain a +2 competence bonus to any
attacks launched from above their opponent, in which the
opponent is caught flat-footed.

Bashers (40): Bugbears, as per the Monster
Manual, +2 competence bonus to attacks from
above when opponent is flat-footed.

The Bashers have accumulated very little treasure
in their constant wanderings. Individuals have 2-5
gp worth of stuff and a few worthless bits of shiny

~ metal, but the tribe as a whole has almost nothing
of value.

ACTIVITY

The Bashers’ regular diet currently comes from the nearby
corpse pit in location B28, which they routinely mine
for scraps. They much prefer fresh meat, however, and
anyone who enters the area qualifies as lunch. They will
ambush any likely targets, striking from above as well as
from around and behind. They are unaware of the prison
gang in location B36, but would no doubt smoke them
out at the earliest opportunity if they were. The Bashers
occasionally go on raids outside of the district, but because
they are inherently lazy creatures (and because King Weed
hates dealing with them), they prefer to wait and ambush
returning raiders rather than go through all the trouble of
leaving the district themselves.

HOOKS
e One of the bugbears gets trapped in the corpse pit while

trying to fish out a body or two. His companions have /7

left him there, unwilling to find a rope strong enough to
haul him up. If the PCs were to help him out of the pit,
he would be very grateful... though his gratitude would
be short-lived at best.




he Bashers launch a raid on location BS, intending to
usurp King Weed and take control of the tunnel lead-

- ing out of the district. They act with stealth and cun-
ning, and their attack catches the goblins by surprise.
King Weed begs the PCs for help before his “kingdom”
is overthrown.

e The City Guard asks the PCs to eliminate or drive the
bugbears out — they'’re disrupting the district’s “ecol-
ogy”” Taking on 40 bugbears at once, however, is a tall
order, and the characters may need to adopt indirect
methods to achieve their goals.

B2z, NEST Of THE BLADED SMILE
This cleared stretch of former residences is now the cen-
tral gathering place for one of the district’s most powerful
factions. The Bladed Smile, a loosely organized gang con-
sisting of some 300 gnolls (as per the Monster Manual), lays
claim to most of the surrounding territory. The accom-
modations here resemble a filthy kennel, with clusters of
moss and lichen growing along the walls.

The tribal leader, Gg'rugg Hav'chk, divides those
beneath him into individual packs, each led by an under-
ling. Each pack has free rein but all must answer to
Gg'rugg if they wish to remain in the tribe. The Bladed
Smile has made plenty of enemies, so those outcast from
the collective are invariably hunted down and destroyed.
The remainder have realized that with their large num-
bers, they wield a great deal of power, and have sought to
dominate as many of their fellow humanoids as they can.

Their efforts have brought them into conflict with the
Bowstring Breakers (see location B6), who squabble with
them over the main thoroughfare (location B10). The
Breakers use superiors tactics, but the Smiles’ numbers
and animal cunning help even the odds. So enraptured
are the Smile in this conflict that they pay little attention
to their northern borders, where other gangs have begun
to quietly establish their presence.

The Bladed Smile have a collected hoard of 700 gp,
which Gg'rugg keeps in a dug-out hole under a mattress
in their headquarters.

B23. HEADQUARTERS Of THE
NAILED BOOTS

This odd hobgoblin tribe of about 100 has taken up resi-
dence in a former pottery factory. The Boots believe that
as long as humanoids remain within the district, they will
never enjoy the respect they deserve. They must instead
seek dominance within the city itself... which means
integrating with it. They teach their children Common
and even Elven, and practice etiquette (such as using
utensils) which other humanoids would scoff at. They
use the factory to make crude but usable clay pots, which
they then seek to sell in the Bazaar District and elsewhere.
Some train as mercenaries, but when they leave the dis-
trict, they try to mimic codes of conduct picked up from
observing the most respected proper military organiza-

tions, such as the City Guard. A few have considered a
career in politics. All of this is intended to let the Nailed
Boots blend in with human society, becoming another
part of the great mosaic that is the city. The factory brings
them income, which they hope to use to purchase new
quarters elsewhere some day. A few have even left the dis-
trict for good and have begun preparing the way for their
brethren to join them. In the meantime, the Boots still
squabble with their neighbors, fight over territory, and
oppress those beneath them, just like any other human-
oids would.

Treat the Nailed Boots as hobgoblins as per the Monster
Manual, but with Knowledge (Human Culture) +3. The
tribe has collected the rather considerable sum of 1,100
gp, which their commander, Kraxus Dominat, jealously
guards.

B24. SECRET LAIR Of CRUELTY

In the wake of the Rotten Jaw’s (see location B7) loss of
its leader, this small group of 50 gnolls has crept into the
shadow of their fortress and lies in wait. Their presence
has largely gone undetected by the orcs, and they intend
for it to remain so... at least until their plans are complete.
The band, calling itself simply “Cruelty” consists largely of
religious fanatics, who worship a demon associated with
the moon. They have been hounded away by their fellows
in the Bladed Smile (location B22), but have clung togeth-
er through their combined fervor. They remain very quiet
and watchful, emerging only rarely to hunt, and then only
in small packs. They don't even light a fire out of concern
for alerting the orcs.

When the time is right — when a full moon rises on
a particular date — they will steal forth and seize the
Humanoids Temple (location J6) from its current wardens.
They will then begin their unspeakable rite, sacrificing
one member of every major race within the city in order
to summon their demon. They believe he is tied in to the
Spire and, once present, will purge the city of all life, leav-
ing a scavenger’s wonderland for the gnolls to loot at their
leisure.

Only time will tell if they succeed.

The members of Cruelty possess unnatural zeal, render-
ing them immune to fear effects, Intimidate effects, and
mind-altering spells. Otherwise, they are standard gnolls
as per the Monster Manual. They have no treasure.

B25. HEADQUARTERS Of THE
BROOK’S SKULL

This former inn is now headquarters for some 100 orcs, the
largest such body after the Rotten Jaw. They have seized
control of the surrounding block, but unlike other tribes
have shown no urge to expand past those borders. They
collect tariffs from a few small groups of goblins and hob-
goblins in the region, deriving most of their sustenance
from slave-tilled mushroom farms, or from hunting in the
nearby woods. They are aware of both Sheercliff the stone



giant (location B12) and Spindlelegs the drider (location
B16), but give the two creatures a wide berth. Their biggest
beef is with the nearby Valhalla's Fallen (see location B37),
who occasionally raid their territory in search of slaves to
free. The only thing which keeps them from wiping the
humans out is insufficient numbers.

The Rook’s Skull uses the rooftops of their territory to
move around, refusing to appear on the streets unless it is
absolutely necessary. Consequently, most of the buildings
there have crudely fashioned skylights or other forms of
entry, with ladders to allow easy entrance. They will harry
attackers on the streets with bow and arrow fire, using the
roofs to their best advantage and only attempting melee
combat if absolutely necessary.

The Rook’s Skull is very used to operating in the sun-
light, and do not suffer from light sensitivity like other
orcs. Otherwise, they are identical to normal orcs, as per
the Monster Manual.

Bz6. pUPPET THEATER

This vacant lot forms a natural semi-circle with the
surrounding buildings. At the apex is a large wood-
en stage built for what appear to be hand puppets
and marionettes. A wide variety of miniature scen-
ery has been intricately details on the stage’s vari-
ous backdrops, while a sign reading “backstage”
points to a narrow alleyway just to the left. The
area in front of the stage holds row after row of flat
wooden benches, carved from logs and stretching
all the way back to the nearby street. The benches
can hold approximately 100 Medium size creatures.
A sign on a post behind the rearmost bench lists
weekly show times in various languages.

This open-air theater houses the Slap and Zuzu show, a
demonstration of puppeteering which constitutes one of
the few forms of recreation in the district.

RESIDENTS
When Albert St. Claire was planning the murder of his
wife, he never thought hed get caught. A successful actor
and puppeteer, he coveted the enormous fortune his
noble-born spouse stood to inherit. Unfortunately for
him, the Mirror Guard had their eye on her for very differ-
ent reasons, and they were there when St. Clair emerged
from her chambers, bloody knife in hand. He was uncer-
emoniously exiled to the Humanoid District.

He survived for a few years by toadying to the orc tribe
which originally occupied location Bs, serving as a court
jester to be humiliated for their amusement. He recited
doggerel verse and bits and pieces of different plays, try-
ing desperately to find something that would connect
with his captors before they tired of his antics and
ate him. His recitations were terrible disasters, but
he found the orcs responded to his puppet shows

— the marionettes, the hand puppets, and pa

a routine called Slap and Zuzu that consisted mai
various figures whacking each other with sticks. Repea
renditions of the performance kept him alive among
orcs for several years.

When King Weed launched his coup, St. Clair wisely
stood by and did nothing, content to wait until the dust
settled. The results were something of a mixed blessing.
Weed had no interest in keeping him captive, but neither
was he interested in the Slap and Zuzu shows... leaving
St. Clair without any protection from the District’s other
denizens. Rather than wait to be abducted or killed, how-
ever, he made a desperate gamble. Feigning protection
from King Weed, he set up shop in a nearby lot and began
performing Slap and Zuzu for the general public.

Needless to say, it was a hit.

Today, life for St. Clair is far from good, but it could be
worse. He performs his show nightly, putting his puppets
through the wringer to the delight of the hooting crowds.
In exchange, he gets to live, and earns enough food to
support himself. The humanoids now know him and
generally leave him be; they don’t want the funny puppets
to stop. Even so, St. Clair takes nothing for granted, and
always keeps an eye out for potential trouble.

Now in middle age, St. Clair has slowly adapted to life
inside the district. He dresses in a leather jerkin
and breeches, which he purchased at considerable
cost some time ago. His limbs are thin from the
lack of good eating, but he’s retained a wiry
musculature and can move quick as light-
ning if he wishes. He keeps his hair and
beard modestly trimmed, but since
he lacks a mirror he can't be as neat
as he would like. He keeps his head
lowered before others at all times,
always reveren- tial, always subser-
vient. He hasn't survived this long
by talking back to humanoids.




ert St. Claire: Exp5.

Albert St. Clair has no treasure, but his puppets are
surprisingly well-crafted, having been stolen from
a traveling carnival by his former orcish masters.
They are are a dozen different puppets, all kept in a
large mahogany trunk which he keeps with him at
all times — he even sleeps on it. If sold on the open
market the puppets would fetch somewhere in the
neighborhood of 150 gp.

ACTFIVITY

St. Clair’s performances draw a motley assortment of
humanoids from across the district. The theater is unof-
ficially neutral territory, but that doesn't stop fights from
breaking out on a recurring basis. Audience members
think nothing of knifing each other in the aisles, and

the presence of copious amounts of vile liquors (mostly
from the brewmeisters in location B34) only feeds the
fire. External histrionics cease however, when the show
begins. To a man, the humanoids are enraptured by St.
Clair’s expert displays of puppetry, howling with laugh-
ter whenever one of his creations smacks another one
around. Though the gags are rough and simplistic, the
sheer variety of torments his little hand puppets inflict
on each other is enough to keep the monsters in stitches.
Interrupting a performance is a good way to get killed.

HOOKS

e St. Clair has disappeared, and the humanoids kidnap the
PCs to serve in his stead. Unless they want to be stuck
running a Slap and Zuzu show for the rest of their lives,
they'll need to find the puppeteer and restore him to his
former position.

e St. Clair’s puppets have been taken and he begs the PCs
to help him recover them. They'll find the humanoids of
the district surprisingly helpful, as they want the show
to go on more than anyone.

e While the PCs are attending a performance of Slap
and Zuzu, one of the humanoids in attendance causes
trouble. The incident quickly interrupts enjoyment of
the show, which sparks a full-bore monster riot. In the
melee, the PCs are mistakenly identified as the perpetra-
tors and targeted for a serious pounding.

B27. TOWER Of THE IRON CLAWS

This three-story building sports barred windows
from all four walls, from which matted and torn
coverings flap in the breeze. Doors in the center
of each side are banded with iron, and the sloped
rook opens into a small courtyard in the center
of the building. A series of rope ladders allow the
denizens to clamber up to the top of the building
without traveling outside. As with many buildings
of this sort in the district, guard posts can be spot-
ted along the rope, where troops can scan the area
for signs of activity. The third story here gives them
an excellent view to the east and south.

Inside, it is apparent that the building once
served as a prison. Long corridors evenly spaced
iron bars, cordoning each floor off into a series
of stone cells. The cells have been converted into
living quarters and storage areas; the barred doors
have been wrenched off, and hammocks or leather
mats have been hung in the cells. The cell blocks
closest to the center of the building open up onto a
large open-air courtyard now filled with cooking pits
and racks of nasty-looking weapons. Humanoids of
all varieties can be spotted here, from orcs to gnolls
to bugbears. It takes a moment to realize than a
large number of them are female.




This is the headquarters of the Iron Claws, another of the
humanoid tribes within the district.

RESIDENTS

The Claws’ leader and namesake is Veka Ironclaw, born
to an orcish father and a human barbarian mother.
Abandoned by her kin because of her mixed blood, she
learned to fight to survive, and used her orcish heritage
to great advantage when battling for scraps of food and
clothing. She began entering the gladiatorial contests in
the Coliseum (see location C1) at an early age, where she
defeated a number of opponents who were ostensibly
stronger and more competent than she. Encouraged by

it e L) o8

HUMANOID DI

~ the tribe — and of course, she is the only one who

Veka carries a +1 longsword, which she scrounged
from some long-forgotten battlefield. In addition,
the Claws keep 800 gp in gems and coins in the
topmost cell of the tower — the only cell which
still has its door intact. The other gang members
have squirreled away a few silver pieces here and
there, but Veka is adamant in insisting that every-
thing they procure goes towards the betterment of

cides what that betterment will be.

her success, she entered the Humanoid District, intending ACTIVITY

to join the Rotten Jaw tribe (location B7). To her outrage,
the tribe’s leader declared her his property and attempted
to add her to his harem. She killed the orc with his own
blade in front of the entire tribe, and then fought her
way clear along with several other females. She quickly
realized she would need to form a gang of her own if she
wished to survive.

Over the next few months, she abducted females from
a number of other tribes and began drilling them as war-
riors. Initially terrified of her, they slowly found a new
sense of liberation in the fighting technique she imparted
to them, and soon embraced her beliefs in female quality.
Since then, the Iron Claws have collected new recruits
from all of the District — those tired of living under the
boots of their male counterparts as well as those (like the
gnolls) who already lived in coequal societies and simply
saw the half-orc as a better proposition than they had.
In addition, they gathered a handful of desperate male
humanoids, outcast from their tribes and eager to find a
new source of protection.

Today, the Iron Claws number almost 200, three-quar-
ters of whom are ‘liberated” females. They preach a
doctrine of ruthless empowerment — of females taking
from males what will not be given for themselves. Each
of them is at least equal to any male in the district, and
their canny choice of headquarters has allowed them to
survive numerous incursions. Veka's tough leadership has
endeared her to most of the tribe, and there is nothing
they wouldn't do for her.

Veka Ironclaw: Half-orc Ftr6.

Iron Claws (200): orcs, gnolls, bugbears, and
hobgoblins, as per the Monster Manual.

The Iron Claws engage in just as much violence and
uncouth behavior as their male counterparts. Though
casual bravado is much less in evidence, they are still fero-
cious fighters, and show little mercy to those they engage.
Veka is the unquestioned leader of the gang; no one even
thinks of speaking against her. The control she exhibits
over the Claws — male and female alike — is akin to a
cult of personality, and were she to perish, it is unlikely
that the tribe would hold together for longer than a few
weeks.

The other humanoids — especially the orcs — hate the
Iron Claws with a blind fury, both for their success and for
their perceived defiance of the “natural order” The Rotten
Jaw (see location B7) is particularly keen to wipe them
out, in retaliation for the death of their leader. They have
launched several attacks against the Iron Claws’ strong-
hold, but each time they have been repelled. Veka is aware
that she is surrounded by enemies, however, and keeps
a careful eye on impending strikes. She pays Lothos the
minotaur (location B17) to bellow a warning should any
large groups be found moving through his territory. In
the meantime, the Claws engage in the usual assortment
of raids and pillaging strikes.

HOORKS

o The Claws abduct a female PC (preferably a barbarian)
and attempt to induct her into their ranks. The other
PCs will need to rescue her... although if they play their
cards right, they could end up in charge of the Claws
themselves.

e Veka Ironclaw has decided that her time in the city is
done. She departs one evening, taking the Iron Claws’
treasure with her. The other gang members ask the PCs
to help find her and return the gold to them, which
they will happily split with the party. The money will
help them escape the city and allow them to start again,
rather than risk remaining in the district without a
leader.




CORPSE PITS

ife in the Humanoid District isn't pleasant, and the
attrition rate is high. Whenever a resident dies, the body
— assuming it isn't used for food by one of the other resi-
dents — is taken to one of these open pits and cast in. The
pits are quite deep, extending beneath the underground
levels in some cases, and hold hundreds or bodies in vari-
ous states of decomposition. The Wall Guard periodically
dispatches a heavily-armed contingent to add a layer of
lime to the compost; it helps with decomposition, and
curtails the spread of disease (to which the humanoids are
immune, but which could cause considerable problems to
the rest of the city).

The edge of the pits are quite slick. Those who approach
within § feet must make a successful DC 10 Reflex save or
else lose their footing and slide into the pit. It’s 30 feet to
the bottom, though the mass of offal at the bottom renders
all damage as subdual damage only. Getting out — and
more importantly, securing oneself from the plethora of
diseases incubating down there — is another story. The
sicknesses include blinding sickness, filth fever, and
the shakes, and must be resisted as per the rules in the
Dungeon Master's Guide.

Bz2Q. WALL Of fFORCE

The northern boundary of the Humanoid District is
bound by an enormous wall of force which contains both
the monsters and the prisoners within. It begins at the
edge of the eastern wall (which was breached during
the invasion) and extends all the way to the bluffs of the
Dwarven District. It was created immediately after the war
by a consortium of wizards led by Magnus Valkenbane,
who was later ennobled for his efforts. Many weeks were
spend in determining the ideal location, and the strain of
making the effects permanent left several of the casters
invalid.

The wall itself stretches 25 feet high, and extends the
length of a former thoroughfare. A series of rune-encrust-
ed stones, buried beneath the cobblestone street, main-
tains the spell and ensures that it will never fail. The stones
were buried through magical means; the street itself is still
largely paved, making it too tough to dig through without
magical means. An all-dwarf contingent of the Wall Guard,
led by an officer from Commander of the Walls General
Kothrad Granite’s staff (see location F3) is routinely dis-
patched to make sure the wall is still functioning, and that
none of the Humanoid District’s various denizens have
tried to break through it.

B30. TUNNEL ENTRANCES

Each of these locations is a secret door leading into the
extensive series of warrens and sewer tunnels which
stretch beneath the Humanoid District. The entrances are
practically invisible to the naked eye, requiring a success-
ful DC 25 Spot check to notice. In addition, they are very
small, built by and intended for kobolds. Medium size

creatures attempting to pass through them must make a
successful DC 20 Escape Artist check, in order to wriggle
through. Large size and larger characters cannot used these
entrances under any circumstances. Small size and smaller
characters can enter and exit without any problems.
Beyond these entryways is an extended series of cor-
ridors and passageways extending to every corner of the
district. There are few rooms; just a series of antechambers
and storage areas where the kobolds keep supplies. The
remainder is tunnels, dug with little intent other than
allowing passage from here to there in relative safety.

RESIDENTS

At any time, the kobolds of Reinholds Engineers (loca-
tion B18) maintain a presence down here. They will rarely
engage interlopers personally, but will rely on the area’s
numerous deadly traps to dispatch their enemies for them.
In addition, there may be an odd ooze or fungus down
here, at the DMs’ discretion.

Unless a kobold is caught entering or leaving, there are
no NPCs at the entrances themselves.

Kobolds (varies): As per the Monster Manual.
Gray Ooze (varies): As per the Monster Manual.

Violet Fungus (varies): As per the Monster
Manual.

The only loot to be had here is the kobolds’ sup-
plies, stored in periodic antechambers beneath the
streets. Supplies consist of mangy waterskins filled
with brackish liquid, strings of dried rat meat, and
a few stands of cast iron spears for defense. The
kobolds’ real valuables are in their lair at location
B18.

ACTIVITY

The sewers were not especially large at the time of the
humanoid invasion. They were mainly used for runoff
from the other areas of the city, consisting only of a few
wide sluiceways and access tunnels. During the siege,
the city’s defenders sealed these areas off at the northern
wall, preventing the humanoids from infiltrating the city
through the underground. They have since fortified the
barricades to ensure that no resident of the Humanoid
District can possibly break through. With little to interest
them in these lower levels, most of the humanoids let the
tunnels be, concentrating their efforts on the areas above
ground.

The one exception was Reinhold’s Engineers. The
kobolds often used the tunnels to hide from the other
tribes, and over the years expanded them to an impressive
series of warrens. They opened secret entrances through-
out the district, allowing them to travel anywhere they
wished without being spotted, and extended the main



drainage line out past the wall of force bordering the district
to the north. If they wished, they could even engineer the
collapse of buildings above; all they needed was a target
and a few weeks preparation time.

Today, the tunnels give the kobolds (and their goblin
allies) the edge they need to survive in the Humanoid
District. They can move about in peace, spy on their
neighbors, and retaliate against attacks by arranging for an
architectural mishap to befall their foes. Every square inch
of the tunnels is filled with a variety of nasty traps, which
spring when anyone except the kobolds passes through.
King Weed (location B5) charges a toll to let raiding par-
ties pass through the main drainage passage — the only
time outsiders enter the area at all. The rest of the time, it’s
left alone. The other humanoids have lost enough of their
number in the tunnels to convince them to respect the
kobolds' sovereignty.

Traps can be of any variety found in the Dungeon Master’s
Guide. Assume that 2-5 lie between any given entry point
and any other entry point, of a challenge rating appropri-
ate to the party. The kobolds know enough to avoid the
traps themselves; they may, however, spring an ambush on
any interlopers who find themselves ensnared on a pit or
trapped beneath a falling block.

HOOKS

o The Wall Guard discovers one of the
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B31. ESCAPE TUNNEL ‘

This broad tunnel (20 feet wide, 10 feet tall) extend
from King Weed's keep at location B5 all the way past the
wall of force at location B29 before terminating just above
a stagnant pool a half-mile north of the city walls. The
opening is hidden by a copse of trees, making it an ideal
place to sneak in and out. The tunnel was originally used
as the city’s primary sewer line before the humanoid inva-
sion. The exit was collapsed during the fighting and the
rest of the city forgot about it. Since then, the kobolds of
Reinhold’s Engineers (see location B18) have dug it out
and stabilized it, giving the humanoids a secretive way of
entering and leaving the city.

Entrance to the tunnel is accessible only through King
Weed's castle (location BsS), which he uses to extort tolls
from those wishing to use it. Other entrances have been
heavily trapped or outright collapsed by the kobolds, to
prevent interlopers from venturing further into the tun-
nels. Humanoid raiding parties use it on a regular basis,
traveling to and from the district to outlying farms and
caravan tracks, where they prey on whatever targets look
tempting. Most raiding parties number 15-20 humanoids
of various sorts (one species per party), and know better
than to reveal the tunnel location to anyone who may
be following them. No prisoner has yet made use of the

entrances, and needs to know how
extensive the kobolds’ tunnel network
is. They dispatch the PCs to take a
look.

e In an effort to bargain for his life, a
kobold reveals the tunnels and the
location of all the traps to another
tribe, which intends to use them to
eliminate their rivals. The PCs must
decide whether to let the attack pro-
ceed as normal, or protect the kobolds’
secret by eliminating the interloping
humanoids before they can exploit the
tunnels.

o The kobolds have broken through the
walls separating their warrens from
the city sewers. Eventually, they will
convince the other tribes to start qui-
etly ferrying troops there. The PCs get
word of this, facing them with the chal-
lenge of beating back the incursion and
repairing the wall.
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tunnel; King Weed refuses to grant them access, and the
kobolds’ traps have claimed any others who have tried to
reach it through the district’s other tunnels.

B32. CABRL AND STUNTY’S BAT-
CATCHERS’ UNION AND FOODSTUEES

This faded storefront is decorated with the skulls
of dead rats, which line the front wall like tiles. The
windows have been boarded up, but the door is
unlocked and decorated with the crude painting of
a dead rat. Black smoke rises from a rusty chimney
in the building’s roof.

Inside, the walls are decorated with an appalling
collection of expired rodents, hanging from the
walls on a number of large skewers. The rats have
been burned beyond recognition and are crammed
up against each other like shish kebobs. A smok-
ing barbeque pit lies in the center of the chamber,
with more rats slowly roasting on spits. A pair of
goblins rotate the corpses, burning the flesh until it
is seared black. A third goblin with a brace of throw-
ing knives strapped across his chest watches them
work.

In addition to the carcasses, the area contains a plethora of
traps and snares, a variety of baits, lances for jabbing into
small holes, and six hand-pulled carts for carrying all

of that equipment.

RESIDENTS

Escarl and Weez “Stunty” Earbiter are goblin brothers
whose father ran afoul of King Weed (location B5), result-
ing in the family’s exile. While the senior Earbiter suc-
cumbed to the district’s merciless pecking order, his sons
refused to give up so easily. They allied themselves to the
Bowstring Breakers (location B6), promising them steady
supplies of food in exchange for protection from the other
tribes. They made good on their promise by setting traps
for the district’s enormous rat population. As the only pest
control service in the area, they were hugely successful,
and they soon filled the Breakers’ storehouses with piles
of dried rat meat. Their initial endeavors successful, they
soon moved to other forms of vermin, such as snails or
giant cockroaches — selling their kills to other human-
oids as foodstuffs.

But it wasn't until they ventured outside of the district
that their business really took off. Realizing that the city’s
more civilized residents would pay them even more to
get rid of vermin, they began selling their services to
the humans and dwarves elsewhere in the city. With the
money that came in, they could afford to hire more work-
ers. Today, they are a thriving business, collecting vermin
from all corners of the city to be deposited here and trans-
formed into delicacies for the district’s humanoids. Carl
and Stunty do quite well for themselves, even after the
Breakers take their (substantial) cut of the profits.

The brothers charge 2 cp for a kebob of barbequed rat,
and 1 cp for fried giant cockroach. Actually eating what
they serve may result in cramps and mild food poisoning
(a loss of 2 Con points for 1dé days) for any non-human-
oid race.

Carl and Stunty: Goblins, as per the Monster
Manual.

Other Employees (10): Goblins, as per the
Monster Manual.

The goblins have hoarded about 300 gp in loose
coins, which they keep stashed in the most repul-
sive carcasses about their establishment. The rest
goes to operating expenses and to keep the Breakers
from withdrawing their protection.

ACTIVITY
In addition to other goblins on the payroll, Carl and
Stunty pay a number of humans to conduct operations
for them elsewhere in the city. Employees have instruc-
tions to bring all vermin carcasses here, to be added to the
menu; this results in a steady stream of carts containing
all manner of traps, snares and corpus rodentia moving to
and from Monsters' Gate. The goblins themselves still
catch rats within the district itself, but only leave the area
under special circumstances. The humans who work for



them are mostly unreliable sorts from the city’s under-
class, who take calls only in the seediest parts of town (i.e.,
their customers are those who can't afford to hire a more
respectable operation).

The Bowstring Breakers keep a careful eye on the busi-
ness — which has become quite a cash cow for them
— and occasionally rough up the employees if they feel it
warranted. Thus far, however, they have inflicted nothing
worse than a few black eyes, and while Carl and Stunty
diligently skim off the top of the profits, they have not yet
amassed enough to draw any real ire.

The Bladed Smile (location B22), the gnoll tribe cur-
rently skirmishing with the Breakers, has smashed up the
business several times in an effort to disrupt their opera-
tions. But the goblins are very good at hiding, and rebuild-
ing is often as easy as building a new set of snares.

King Weed (location B5) has a standing death sentence
against the brothers, which he retroactively announced
when he realized that they were exiles from his “king-
dom.” He refuses to back it up with any kind of reward,
however, and most denizens won't anger the Breakers
by slaying their cash cows... not unless there were real
money on the table. Even so, Carl and Stunty are cautious
when dealing with other goblins, who may take a shot at
them in an effort to gain favor with Weed.

HOOKS

e Carl and Stunty have agreed to smuggle out a district
prisoner, hidden in one of their carts beneath the rat
traps. When the hue and cry goes up, the City Guard
enlists the PCs’ help to track the missing prisoner down.
The Rat-Catcher’s Union is a good place to start.

e A hit has been called in on the brothers, courtesy of
King Weed. If successful, it will spark an open war
between Weed and the Breakers, disrupting the balance
of power in the district. The PCs have been asked to stop
the assassination.

e One of the brothers’ human employees has disturbed
something large and nasty in the bowels of the city
(such as a bulette, or some other appropriately destruc-
tive monster). The PCs must stop it; on the way, they
are joined by an unusual group of allies — humanoids
from the district! They claim that if word leaks back
that the Rat Catchers caused this, it could spark a new
war between the Humanoid District and the rest of the
city... a war which they believe the humanoids cannot
win.

B33. WALL GUARD TOWER
This fortified outpost commands a view of the district
from the east, and is used by the Wall Guard to monitor
the activities of the Coliseum (location C1) below it. It
is accessible through a large gate on the Entertainment
District side and is absolutely off limits to all but the Wall
Guard. Some 100 troops are stationed her at all times, with
orders both to patrol the eastern wall, and to maintain
order at the nearby Coliseum. They keep a particularly
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close eye on the Morkkurt family (see location B8),:
they view as the area’s biggest potential threat. The
the tower is quipped with a small catapult for defensi
purposes, and a ballista which fires glass globes contain-
ing a crude form of tear gas. The gas was concocted by
no less a personage than Oberheim Wetzel, the Dean of
Conjuration at the Arcane Academy (location K2); quanti-
ties are limited and it is to be used only in the case of riot-
ing at the Coliseum or attacks from the humanoids.

The guards here are standard Wall Guardsmen (Ftr1-7),
commanded by a captain (Ftr11). The tear gas they use has
the following stats: Type: Inhaled, DC 15. Initial Damage:
1 Con, Secondary Damage: 1d6 Con.

B34. HAIR Of THE DOG
BREWMEISTERS

This large hall is where most of the district’s alcohol. The
owners, a twisted gnome prisoner named Aug Sverinsen
(Gnome Exp7) and his six dimwitted human partners
(FeralPrisoner3-5), brew an absolutely vile variation on
basic grog. A series of great vats arranged along the main
chamber are full of alcohol, which they transfer to barrels
and sell to whoever comes along. The product is nearly
undrinkable — prisoners who sample the oily yellow
liquid swear they used real dog hair in the brewing but
it carries a powerful kick, and the humanoids don't mind
the taste. Barrels of the stuff sell for 5 sp each, and every
monster in the district has a wineskin or two socked away.
Aug and his partners pay protection money to both the
Bowstring Breakers (location Bé6) and the Bladed Smile
(location B22), as the other business in the area do. The
Smile usually takes their payment in product.
Aug has scraped together some 100 gp in savings, which
he keeps in an old sack in his office. Aside from the inven-
tory of grog, this is the only treasure on the premises.

B35. COTTAGE Of EDITH XELWILLA

In the midst of the near-ruins that constitute this
area of the district stands a decidedly odd phenom-
enon: a neat cottage: sunny, white — washed and
kept in excellent repair. The presence of numerous
magical runes, etched on the structure itself and a
series of large stones surrounding it. A small flower
garden grows in one corner of the plot and a bored-
looking cat can be spotted on the inside sill of one
window.

Inside, the trappings closely match the outside.
Several cozy rooms contain comfortable furniture
while a blazing fire roars in the hearth. The smell
of baking bread permeates every corner of the
structure, and on sunny days the light streaming in
seems to vanquish the district’s overall gloom. A
small shrine to the local deity of longevity fills one
corner of the main room.




‘house is protected by a dozen blast glyphs of warding
ch are targeted against humanoid beasts and those of
vil alignment. The cottage belongs to Edith Xelwilla, a

Edith Xelwilla was once a cleric of the local god of time
and endurance. She won this house in a card game with
a group of her fellow priests. It originally belonged to a
powerful wizard who didn't feel like moving when the
humanoids invaded and set up the wards which remain in
effect today. Here, Edith has made a lovely home for her-
self amid the horrors of the Humanoid District, praying to
her god and relying on create food and water spells to keep
her supplied. She usually summons base items like flour
and butter, then cooks what she needs herself. Strangers
who get past the wards are welcome to stay for a meal,
though at the moment, she doesn't have the room to take
on extended guests.

He spare bedroom is being occupied by a husband-and-
wife academic team, Jek and Votergi Kasslos. The two
wizards have launched upon an ambitious programs to
catalogue the behaviors of various humanoid races, and
are using the cottage as their base of operations.

Edith Xelwilla: Clr6.
Jek and Votergi Kasslos: Wiz8.

Edith has no treasure, though the objects in her
house will fetch a total of 75 gp if sold. Jek and
Vortegi each have a ring of invisibility and Jek car-
ries a carpet of flying, which he will use in an emer-
gency.

ACTIVITY

Each day, the two wizards don their rings of invisibility and
venture forth to study the nearby tribes, bands of prison-
ers, and even Sheercliff the stone giant (location B12).
They return to make copious notes of their discovery,
and are hoping to publish a book sometime in the near
future. Their strict vow of noninterference means they do
not intervene in any conflicts, though they can provide a
wealth of information on the district’s denizens if anyone
thinks to ask them. Over time, they have grown somewhat
protective of the districts and dislike efforts to disrupt
“their” monsters from any established routines. Those
looking to embark on a mission of slaughter will receive a
cold shoulder from the pair.

Edith mainly tends her garden, prays to her god, and
cooks. She never leaves the confines of the cottage, even
under duress. Her deity seems to want her there and those
attempting to remove her from her home may experience
ill favor or curses, at the DM’s discretion.

HOOKS

o The two wizards have been stranded out in the field,
without their magic items to protect them. Their col-
leagues hire the PCs to rescue them.

e Edith’s cat has gone missing. She pleads with the PCs to
find it for her.

e Suspicious of Edith, the monsters have decided to wipe
the cottage off the map, wards or no wards. They can
breach the walls, they can fire missiles and the like at
it... or throw torches upon the thatched roof (although
Edith can use her create water spells to put them out).
The PCs take shelter there in time to aid with the
defense.

e The City Guard wishes to make use of Ediths home as
an outpost in the Humanoid District, and are prepared
to remove her by force. She asks the PCs for help; they
may play a role on either side of the conflict, or perhaps
resolve it by offering an alternative solution.

336. PRISON GANG HEADQUARTERS
This shabbily-maintained building has become the home
for a band of 30 human prisoners (FeralPrisoner2-6). They
have come here following a devastating attack by the Iron
Claws (location B27) to lick their wounds and recover. The
wrecked two-story house has had its entrances barricaded
and its windows boarded up. The prisoners are all hardy
survivors — many are convicted murderers — armed
with a variety of scavenged weapons. They have enough
food to last several weeks, which they cached here earlier
in case of emergency. They believe they can hold out here
long enough to decide what to do next.

Unfortunately, none of their plans included the Nailed
Boots bugbears (see location B23), who have moved into
the area and stripped it of anything usable. There is no
more game in the sparse woodlands to the west and while
the bugbears never discovered their carefully-hidden
stores, there is now no way of replenishing them. The
prisoners have talked about ambushing the bugbears and
driving them away, but that may reduce their numbers
even further. Others have suggested making an escape
attempt over the walls into the Dwarven District, but that
offers its own share of problems. Either way, the band is
in fairly desperate straits, and will need to do something
drastic if they hope to survive.



B37. HALL Of VALHALLA’S fFALLEN

This wall building as once a storage warehouse,
which was built and rebuilt several times during
the course of the humanoid occupation. Its long
oaken sides are tall and imposing, lit by torches
spaced periodically along the front. There are no
windows or other apparent entrances; a set of slid-
ing wooden doors has been installed on the eastern
side in a narrow alleyway. Guards stand watch on
the corners, carrying battered weapons and alert for
any signs of activity.

Inside, the building consists of a huge common
room partitioned by screens into different areas.
Sleeping chambers are on the eastern side, while
the western areas holds storerooms and a central
chamber dominated by a huge table. The furnish-
ings all look scrounged, some hastily repaired from
near-junk. Sputtering torches provide illumination
for the building.

ACTIVITY

This building currently serves as the headquarters for
Valhalla’s Fallen, a band of prisoners who represent the
last, best hope for survival within the district.

RESIDENTS

The Fallen started out as another prisoner band, clinging
together for survival and facing bleak odds in the unfor-
giving atmosphere of the district. Several of their number
were ex-Guardsmen, however, and as time went on, they
began emulating military discipline as a survival tool.
They soon began launching raids on other tribes, aimed
at freeing fellow prisoners and thus increasing their num-
bers. This strategy proved quite successful, and now they
almost rank as a tribe themselves, complete with territory
to control and enmity of nearby rivals. They number 75,
and a few dwarves and elves can be found sprinkled in
their number. Their leader is “Sir” Slate Ruttness, an ex-
Wall Guard sergeant who believes that discipline is the
key to survival.

Among their number are a few wizards, and Ruttness
has filched a some low-level spell scrolls over the years,
including shield, magic missile, and protection from evil.

Slate Ruttness: Ftr5.
Wizards (3): Wiz3.

Valhalla’s Fallen (72): FeralPrisoner3-4.

What little treasure the Fallen can get their hands
on, they usually trade for supplies right away. Slate
carries a purse with 150 gp in it. It never leaves his
side.

HUMANOID DIS

Survival and upkeep are the principle goals of the Fal
They respond to direct threats to their territory, at
launch attack aimed more at increasing their numbers
than inflicting harm. Their strategy thus far has been very
successful. Those who cannot join them still flock to the
for protection and though the area they control is sparsely
populated, the prisoners and scattered humanoids who
dwell there have a better chance of survival than average.

The group has no status with Osgood Antarax, and isn’t
even recognized as residents by the city. But Ruttness
figures that if his group gets big enough, they'll have to
recognize him... and perhaps even deal with him as a
genuine personage of the district. Membership in the
Fallen is very strict and those who join are expected to
obey orders without question. This causes problems with
the more independent-minded prisoners, but as far as
Ruttness is concerned, those who don't like it are free to
take their chances on their own.
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PCs unfortunate enough to be sentenced to imprison-

ment within the district would do well to seek out the

Fallen, though joining would inevitably require a test of

prowess and/or loyalty.

e Slate Ruttness launches a scheme to assassinate Osgood
Antarax (location B3) and usurp his position as chief
diplomat for the district. The PCs can either assist him
in this endeavor or try to prevent it.

® The Fallen intend to kidnap King Weed (location B5)
and force him to let them use the tunnel to out of the
city to escape. Osgood Antarax asks the PCs to either
prevent the kidnapping or stop the Fallen from escap-
ing their confines.

B38. DARKTREE’S BARBER AND

LEECHERY
This eerily clean establishment houses the district’s only
real doctor... if that's the right word for it. Mystic, evil-
looking sigils decorate the walls, while the shelves con-
tain all manner of bubbling potions and the like. Several
‘operating theaters” contain cots for patients and a grue-
some-looking set of surgical tools.

The surgery is run by an elven prisoner named Zinderos
Darktree (EIf Exp7), who was convicted of murder after
one of his treatments killed a patient. He had an evil repu-
tation of working black magic and conducting unwhole-
some experiments, which led the other denizens of the
district to give him a wide berth. In truth, he wasn't

evil, just incompetent; he used his reputation to stave off
unwanted attention. Eventually, he returned to practic-
ing medicine, believing that no one would seek him out.
To his surprise found the monsters more than willing to
engage his services, eager to gain the “blessings” of a dark
necromancer such as he. He plays the role to the hilt,
using highly questionable methods to cure injuries, pull
teeth, and the like. He's just skilled enough to keep his
patients from dying, though the cures are often painful
and always couched in pseudo-mystical gobbledygook.
Any wizard or sorcerer can spot him for a fraud instantly,
but others may take longer; he's very good at what he does
(give him a +10 competence bonus to Bluff checks for
purposes of passing himself off as an “evil necromancer”).
He charges 2 sp for a visit and has 320 gp in profits buried
under the floorboards of his shop.

B39. GAMBLING DEN
This unnamed establishment is actually nothing more
than ruins in the upper stories. Faint lighting coming
from what used to be the cellar door speaks to its real
purpose. Beneath is a long, low room dedicated to various
forms of gambling. .. but gambling with a humanoid twist.
The games are harsh and brutal, consisting mainly of bets
based on how long it will take someone to scream, how
many rats can be killed on a single knife throw and the
like. Clusters of humanoids are grouped around various
pits and tables, exchanging money and hooting excitedly.
Fights are not uncommon, but the establishment has an



ogre named Grentok (Ogre, as per the Monster Manual) on
staff who is charged with breaking up such disturbances
(usually by pounding every participant unconscious). The
owner, a half-orc rogue calling himself Crassius Horriblis
(Half-orc Rog7), spends his time dreaming up newer and
more exciting tortures for his customers to bet on. He
charges an entry fee of 5 cp to enter, and customers are
welcome to bet with each other, as well as the house. Grog
from the Hair of the Dog Brewmeisters (location B34) is
available on tap, as are a few vile foodstuffs. The place is
extremely popular, and the raucous calls from the crowds
can be heard for blocks around.

QUESTS

Quests within the Humanoid District differ from quests in
other districts in that the PCs cannot just come and go as
they please. The district is easily the most dangerous in the
entire city, and as such makes it difficult to simply drop by
and check up on a plot point. PCs will need special permis-
sion to enter, and then are expected to conduct their busi-
ness as quickly as possible. The City Guard operates here
as if it were a combat zone, using well-hidden scouts or
heavily armed units when they dare to venture there at all.
Those who linger too long (even powerful and confident
PCs ) risk their continued safety and even if they have the
ability to remain, why on earth would they want to?

The only exception to this rule is if the PCs are prison-
ers themselves, having been consigned to the district for
heinous crimes, real or imagined. Such characters are
much more capable of conducting quests here, and indeed
an entire campaign can be established covering their
adventures within the district as prisoners. Those trapped
within the district naturally have a much greater stake
in what goes on there, as they can't run away from their
problems by simply retreating back through Monsters’
Gate. Regardless of the PCs' background, the quests below
are set up to assume that they have a vested interest in
the outcome... and that they either won't or can't simply
abandon the district to its fate.

TURF WAR

The constant squabbles between various humanoid tribes
always threaten to erupt in open war, which could tip the
balance of power in the district forever. If one side earns a
quick victory, it can swallow up the losers’ territory, claim-
ing more “subjects” and resources, and generally raising its
standing in the district. On the other hand, if they battle
each other to a standstill, rival gangs may fall on them
when they are at their weakest and absorb their territory.
New players are entering the field all the time, as smaller
bands of humanoids grow in size and become big enough
to challenge those whom they ostensibly serve. And every
now and then, the entire district becomes united under
a single leader, who can then direct the entire district to
follow his whim.

Such struggles often start out small, but can
spiral out of control. The catalyst can be any numbe
conflicts outlined in the location sections. Some o
more obvious examples are outlined below;

s The Iron Claws (location B27) and the Rotten Jaw (loca-
tion B7) are ripe for a blood feud. The Claws have killed
the Jaw’s leader, and their generally pro-feminist slant is
considered an affront to the orcs who run the Jaw. Other
humanoids could quickly gather to strike out against
Velda Ironclaw for what she represents, aiding in her
upstart tribe’s destruction. Similarly a lot of groups
would love to take the Jaw down a notch, especially
since the loss of their leader has left them without firm
direction.

» The Bowstring Breakers (location B6) and Bladed Smile
(location B22) could easily decide to wipe each other
out once and for all. The winner gains the valuable turf
of the main thoroughfare. .. which might in turn prove
a tasty target to other tribes as well. Striking against
either the Breakers or the Smile just after a costly victo-
ry could lead to a quick increase in territory at minimal
risk to themselves.

» The Nailed Boot (location B23) could move en masse to
another district of the city, leaving a vacuum in their
little corner of the district. The scramble to fill it could
ignite any number of turf wars.

¢ King Weed (location B5) and his kobold allies sit upon
one of the most vital secrets in the district — a reliable
way out. Should another tribe decide that the little
bastard is too big for his britches, they might launch
an attack to take his fortress (and the entrance to the
tunnel out of the district). Other tribes might easily go
to war as well, just to prevent their rival from seizing
control of the exit.

« Similarly, the kobolds of Reinhold’s Engineers (loca-
tion B18) — possibly the most powerful group in the
district due to their unseen nature and ability to launch
devastating sabotage attacks — may decide that one of
the other tribes is too dangerous to live. Their attack
— collapsing an entire fortress and decimating the tribe
in question — could prompt a scramble to fill the void.

Regardless of how the conflict begins, it has devastating
repercussions for anyone traveling in the district. Parts
or all of the area become an active war zone, as roaming
bands of humanoids take shots at one another, set up
ambushes, or engage in flat-out wall-to-wall battles to the
death. Neutrals, such as Sheercliff the stone giant (location
B12) and Spindlelegs the drider (location B16) will either
attempt to remain above the fray, or sell their services to
one side or the other. Other individuals caught up in the
conflict will likely be killed, or else enslaved as a part of
the war effort. Smaller tribes and individuals — especially
prisoners — won't have an easy go of it, though groups
like Valhalla's Fallen (location B37) will give at least as
good as they get to anyone who tries to destroy them.



ngaged in such a battle have the opportunity to
ol the outcome. By focusing their attention on one
group or another, they can decide who’s left standing
~when the dust clears. .. or make sure that the balance of
- power is maintained. Decimating a given tribe may be dif-
ficult — 200 gnolls is a tall order to defeat, even for power-
ful groups — but cunning strategies and carefully-chosen
engagements could succeed in killing an important leader
or convincing them to back off of a strategically important
locale. The characters could also use the opportunity for
other purposes: to free enslaved prisoners, for example, or
to grab control of a building whose former occupants are
otherwise engaged.

Uniting the district under a single ruler is difficult,
but it has been done in the past. Such a ruler would need
to choose his battles carefully, must be prepared to forge
alliances with disparate groups, and requires a force of
personality sufficient to keep old enmities from flaring
up. He will also have to deal with Osgood Antarax, who
prefers to keep the humanoids divided since it bolsters
his position as their mouthpiece. Antarax will generally
stay out of any extended conflict, but should it look like
his leadership standing may be threatened, he will come
out swinging, using his shield guardians to ensure that
whoever is angling for his seat doesn't get it.

Regardless of the final outcome, however, a struggle of
this size will affect the district permanently. Buildings may
be destroyed, new defenses erected, and movers and shak-
ers who once commanded great respect could be reduced
to little more than serfs. The DM should be prepared to
change his encounters here accordingly and to keep the
new power dynamics in mind for the next time the human-
oids decide to take a serious swipe at each other.

CRUELTY’S DEMON

The gnoll cult calling itself Cruelty (see location B24)
intends to summon a demon from the Humanoids Temple
(location J6), and use it to wreak havoc throughout the
city. While it is unlikely that any summoned outsider
will succeed in perpetrating quite the sort of widespread
carnage Cruelty is hoping for, it could still cause consider-
able damage and threaten many innocent lives. Numerous
people would want such a plot thwarted, and not just for
the welfare of the city. Osgood Antarax doesn't want a
demon loose in his district, and even the other humanoids
might balk at such an overwhelming evil.

A quest based around stopping Cruelty’s plan (or stop-
ping the demon should that fail) can span the entire
district, and involve a lengthy duel of wills between the
PCs and the gnolls. In the first place, the gnolls should be
portrayed as infinitely more cunning than typical gnolls.
These are no mere scavengers who see nothing beyond
their immediate needs. They are quiet, patient, and have
the wherewithal to plan their moves extremely carefully.
As fanatics they believe fervently in their cause, and won't
jeopardize it by making stupid mistakes.

The first step in involving the PCs in their scheme is to
leak word of their activities. The most obvious source for
this is Osgood Antarax, who has plenty of contacts outside
the district and who keeps a close eye on “his” territory.
He may have noted their arrival in the Rotten Jaw's terri-
tory and become concerned at the unnatural quiet with
which they went about their activities. Alternately, he
(or the PCs) may have heard disturbing rumors from one
of Reinhold’s Engineers, who spied on the gnolls before
suddenly disappearing. It could just be enough that one
of the spellcasting PCs sees dark signs and portents, and
can pinpoint the Humanoid District as the center of the
disturbance.

In order to complete their plan, the gnolls first need
to gather certain items to them. The ritual may require
specific artifacts, which must be taken from their owners
elsewhere in the city. The PCs must learn what the gnolls
are after and how they intend to reach it, possibly by spy-
ing on them, possibly by consulting scholars or otherwise
deducing what they require to enact their horrid summon-
ing. The city's sheer size may work against the PCs in this
instance: if they stop Cruelty from seizing one artifact,
another one can be found fairly easily.

Once the gnolls have what they need, they must abduct
victims for sacrifice. For the summoning to work, they
must take one member of each of the city's major races.
What constitutes “major” is ultimately up to the DM,
but it should include at least one elf, one dwarf, and one
human. It might possibly include other races as well, such
as gnomes or orcs. The list shouldnt become too large
— no more than seven or eight sacrifices at most — but
it should provide a variety of targets for Cruelty to abduct,
thus creating more opportunities for the PCs to thwart
them. Again, the teeming multitudes within the city will
make the PCs' job difficult, but the very act of countering
Cruelty’s moves may be enough to throw off their time
table, and DMs wishing to make things interesting may
require a rare or unusual race to be among the necessary
sacrifices.

Assuming that Cruelty eventually achieves its goals
(despite the PCs’ best efforts to delay them), the next stage
comes in summoning the demon itself. They will need
to seize the Humanoids Temple (location J6) and hold
it without garnering attention, and then conduct their
ritual, which lasts about two hours. It climaxes with the
sacrifice of their assembled victims (who were likely kept
bound and gagged in the hours and days leading up to the
event). The PCs can certainly ride to the rescue, but first
they will need to determine when and where the sacrifice
is to take place. If an arcane or divine spellcaster in the
party has been experiencing visions, he may be able to
ascertain the exact moment of the sacrifice. Someone with
a knowledge of astronomy and/or the demon the gnolls
worship could also pinpoint the night of the sacrifice.



If all else fails and the demon appears, the characters
can always stop it before it wreaks too much havoc. The
creature can be any of the types described in the Monster
Manual but it must definitely be 1) powerful and 2) per-
fectly willing to raze the city to the ground. As it is linked
to the moon, it should probably have a lunar motif to its
appearance, with moon sigils on its armor or perhaps a
pale luminescent glow. The City Guard will be called in
to stop it, but they should be hopelessly outmatched, and
the futility of their efforts may cause the populace to flee
in a panic. The size and strength of the demon should be
adjusted to provide a fitting challenge for the PCs, though
it must also have enough power to knock the City Guard
and similar opponents aside with ease. If the PCs need a
hand, a powerful spellcaster can lend them some magic
items with which to combat the creature. Of course, they'll
first need to find such a figure, and with the entire city in
an uproar, that won' be easy.

PRISON BBEAK

The prisoners who call the Humanoid District home have
it rough, to say the least. Their lives are brutal and short,
often ending on the point of a humanoid's spear or toiling
away as an abused slave. The only guarantee for long-term
survival is escape... though of course, that’s easier said
than done. Prisoners have no equipment or valuables,
and both the humanoids and the human merchants in
the district are forbidden from selling them any. Their
distinctive branding marks them as outcasts from the get-
go, and the City Guards will go to considerable lengths to
prevent a prisoner from leaving the area. If you want to
break someone out, you'll need to put a surprising amount
of thought into it.

The PCs could plan and execute a break-out either
because they are prisoners themselves, or because they
require the help of one of the prisoners within the district.
Either way, the most obvious exit — Monsters’ Gate (loca-
tion B1) — is simply not an option. The guards inspect all
travelers carefully and are on strict watch for any prisoner
making a bid for freedom. The sheer size of the Gate and
the number of guards on duty makes it a practical impos-
sibility for a poorly-armed group of prisoners to slip
through. Similarly, the Coliseum annex (location B8) is a
veritable dead end, with a wily ogre mage controlling the
keys, and a tower full of guards to cut you down even if
you make it out to the Coliseum itself.

That leaves two deceptively difficult options for anyone
planning an escape. The first is breaching the wall some-
how, either by climbing over it or tunneling under it.
Both ways present problems. In the first place, a constant
rotation of guards is on the watch for just such an occa-
sion, and in the second, the number of magic items that
can help facilitate such an escape is extremely small in the
Humanoid District. Smuggling in a carpet of flying or the
like is possible, but it will require careful planning and a
willingness for someone to take the risk of slipping the

item past the guards. (Outside characters caught with such
an item will likely be imprisoned themselves unless they
announce its presence to the guards beforehand.) A diver-
sion to draw away the guards’ attention is also possible, but
it must be rigorously timed, and the characters will still
need some way to either scale over or tunnel under the
wall quickly.

The other means of escape is perhaps the easiest — the
large tunnel that runs from King Weed's fortress (location
B5) to an entrance far from the district (location B31).
King Weed dislikes non-goblins, and he has given strict
orders not to let anybody through, but he may be con-
vinced otherwise if a small group of prisoners is willing to
perform certain services for him. The nature and difficulty
of such a service may vary, but it will doubtless be unpleas- /
ant, and should provide a strong challenge to even the
most stalwart group of PCs. And there’s always the chance
that King Weed will double-cross them, hoping they will
die in one of the tunnel’s many hidden traps...




motives — while coinciding with Weeds — are not

entirely the same. They care about survival first and
foremost, and they might be willing to exchange a one-
time use of the tunnels if the PCs can provide something
which increases their security (a powerful magic item,
for example). Alternately, the PCs can try threatening
the kobolds, but those who have tried it in the past have
invariably come to very sticky ends. Of course, one might
be able to procure a map drawn by another prisoner detail-
ing all the traps and thus enabling the owner to bypass
any danger. But finding such a map could prove difficult,
and it still means having to breach King Weed’s fortress in
order to reach the entrance (to say nothing of Reinhold’s
Engineers, who may be waiting in ambush within the
tunnels themselves). And there’s always the chance that
the PCs could enter the tunnel blind, hoping for luck and
their own dungeoneering skills to reach the other side,
though that's a faint hope at best. The more prep work they
can do — and the greater number of steps they can take to
improve their chances — the more likely they will be to
successfully traverse the tunnel and make their way safely
out of the city.

= MECHANICS
FERAL PRISONER NPC CLASS

CLASS SKILLS

The feral prisoner’s skills and key abilities are: Climb (Str),
Hide (Dex), Intimidate (Str or Cha), Jump (Str), Move
Silently (Dex), Survival (Wis).

CLASS FEATURES

All of the following are class features of the feral pris-

oner.

Weapon and Armor proficiency: Feral prisoners learn
to use whatever weapons they have handy. All feral prison-
ers are proficient with the club, dagger, heavy mace, jav-
elin, light hammer, light mace, morningstar, quarterstaff,
spear, and warhammer. Feral prisoners are not proficient
with armor of any sort.

Toughness: At 1st level, the feral prisoner receives the
Toughness feat.

Specialty: At 2nd level, the feral prisoner’s Survival
skill is increasedby 3 ranks.

Bonus Feat: At 4th level, the feral prisoner receives any
one unarmed combat “basics” feat. He receives another
such feat at 8th level.

Rough Living: At 10th level, the feral prisoner gains a
+2 natural armor bonus to his AC. The feral prisoner also
gains a +2 competence bonus with all saves made against
environmental hazards.

Starting Gear: 5d4 gp worth of equipment.Class
Features

TaBLE B.1: THE FERAL PRISONER

Base Fort Ref Will Def Init
Lvl Att Bonus Save Save Save Bonus Bonus Special
1 +0 #2  #1 +1 0 +1  Toughness
2 +1 +3 42 42 4] +1 Specialty
3 +2 e S S S 42
4 +3 +4 +2 42 +2 +2 Bonus Feat
5 +3 4 43 3 +2 +3
6 +4 +5 +3 +3 +2 +4
7 +5 +5 +4  +4 +3 +4
8 +6 +6 +4  +4 +3 +5 Bonus Feat
9 +6 +6  +5 45 +4 +5
10 +7 +7  +5 45 4 +6 Rough Living

TaBLE B.2: HuMANOID DISTRICT RANDOM ENCOUNTERS

d20 Encounter

1-2 Band of prisoners
3.5 Lone prisoner
6-7 Orcs

7-8 Bugbears

9-10 Gnolls

11-12 Coblins

1314 Kobolds

15-16 Hobgoblins
17-18 Wall Guard scout
19 Wall Guard patrol
20 Mercenary captain
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MAP SECTION C:

ENTERTAINMENT DISTRICT

OVERBVIEW

Not all of the settlers who came to live within sight of the
Spire arrived at once. And of the latecomers, many could
not afford to live within the increasingly regimented
districts of the city. Originally home to the city’s north-
ernmost slums, the first incarnation of the Entertainment
District grew out of those increasing numbers arriving to
find a better life for themselves. Shut out of the best the
city had to offer — at first economically and then physi-
cally with the construction of the city walls — this
growing immigrant population had to find ways to
amuse themselves, as well as make a living.
The wide fields of this area proved ideal for
all manner of sports brought from far-off
lands, and regular wrestling matches,
marathons, and even spear throw-
ing contests were soon estab-
lished.

The organized play, and
the wagers which followed,
set this area apart from the
areas to the west and east.
Once this drew the attention
of more gentrified folks, all manner
of businesses sprang up to accommodate the needs
of the growing number of spectators. Soon every-
thing was readily available, from food and drink
vending at the games, to the courtesans who
were waiting to help you celebrate your team’s
victory afterwards, fora price. No longer playing
to just a local crowd, the sports contests evolved
to encourage repeat viewing; some by toning up
the violence and introducing bloodshed, others by
relying on elaborate choreographed performances
that showcased spectacular moves with little risk of
injury. While still considered frivolous by many
within the walls, the pastimes being developed
here drew a new type of permanent resident to
the district, those who longed to get into the
action.

While gaining in popularity, the unofficial district was
still regarded as unsavory by most of the rest of the city.
While good for a thrill or a laugh or two over the course
of a few hours, anyone wanting to spend more of their
time there was considered either criminally insane or just

plain criminal. Thefts and muggings were a
way of life for some, though the dis- trict folk
were beginning to see that any-

thing that negatively affected

their visitors was bad for all, and

expanded the Court of Grins

(see location C?) to oversee

justice for their guests as
The few

nobles who will-
ingly moved to
the district — tak-

ing the games to

well.

heart — often
found themselves
cut off and shunned
by their families.
One such was Sir
Harald Bridger, who
spurned the family winemak-
ing business to become a regu-
lar contestant in the fighting
matches. Though deprived
of the family fortune he
was to inherit, he made
another by adventur-
ing with a band of
like-minded outcasts.
Retiring to the city a
wealthy and popular leader,
Sir Harald never forgot his days in
the games, and attributed much of
his success to the informal train-
ing he received there. In recogni-
tion, he proposed, and fought for,
the construction of a massive arena made
of the same strong stone which encompassed the
city itself. Though the existing wooden amphitheater was
deemed sufficient by most, and had been in use for over a
generation, he hoped the new structure would bring the
status and legitimacy the still informal district lacked.




h the reluctant backing of the Council, work on

rald’s Folly” was well under way when the first human-
id raids began on the city, signaling the start of their
‘war. The incomplete structure acted as a partial bulwark
against the invading army, sparing the northern reaches
the worst of the fighting at first. When it became clear
that the enemy was entrenching itself along the northern
wall and beginning to expand eastward along the north-
ern ramparts, the extreme measure of setting the slums on
fire was taken. As the area had been evacuated, major loss
of life was prevented. However, the ramshackle buildings
of wood, mud and thatch that had become the standard
since the district had risen from its ignoble origins were
no match for the flames. Soon a wide open swath stood
at the west end of the district, gaping and without cover
for an attacker to hide from the watchtowers. Though the
old arena burned as well, the new stone “Folly” lived up to
its name and thwarted the plan by providing enough of a
firebreak that the humanoids were able to extinguish the
flames before they were driven from the area.
Seeing the aftereffects of the fire, the Council decided
to wall in the attackers using the raw materials intended
to finish the stone arena. Many of the now-homeless dis-
trict dwellers proved their civic mettle by heeding the call
for extra workers to complete the work in record time.
Their reward included use of the leftover stone to repair
and replace their own dwellings, or the opportunity to
resettle within the city walls themselves. To this day
one can easily determine location in the district by the
makeup of the surrounding buildings, from city stone to
the west to the original wood and mud structures border-
ing the Bazaar District to the east.

THE ENTERTAINMENT DISTRICT
HERE AND NOW

Out of this rebuilding came the roots of the modern
Entertainment District. In addition to the first freestand-
ing stone residences to be built here, the reduced popu-
lation allowed for the construction of larger buildings,
housing, real businesses and the roads to support them.
Though the war years were lean times for the district,
once the humanoid matter was settled the incomplete
arena was pressed into service as venue for a variety of
entertainments. The populace needed the release the
district offered, making it more popular than ever. On the
tenth anniversary of the humanoid truce, the city leaders
acknowledged this fact by expanding on the newly chris-
tened Coliseum (location C1), making it more grand than
even Sir Harald Bridger had hoped.

The new facilities brought in performers from far and
wide. Traveling theatrical troupes, storytellers, jugglers
and other buskers as well as professional gladiators found
the new district a must-stop on any journey through
the region. Its fare having expanded far beyond the eth-
nic sports matches of its early days, the Entertainment
District was officially recognized by that name by the city

D’S LARGEST CITY

leadership, and with the patronage of the noble families
was beginning to develop into an almost respectable
destination. For the most part that remains a surface
impression masking the still-seedy nature necessary for
the district’s operation. In reality, this is a place where the
usual class lines blur. An indispensable outlet for many
behaviors considered unacceptable within the city walls,
color and activity reign here at all hours of the day and
night. Diversions are offered for every taste and purse.
Here, too, the everyday person (or low-level PC) can find
just enough adventure to get a thrill, knowing they can
go home to a hot meal and a warm bed. For the more
intrepid, inquisitive, or unfortunate, though, adventures
found in some darker corners are not always so risk-free.

But for the typical visitor to the Entertainment District,
what you see is what you get. During the day, if you stick
to the main roads, the general family fare one might
expect during a city festival is evident on every corner.
Clowns and candy-stands abound, with trained animals
here and there to beckon you into the lobby of a puppet
theatre or to an impromptu duet between a bard and his
raven familiar. Just around the corner, though, there are
crowded, often narrow streets filled with the raucous
behavior the unattached young citizenry looks to sample.
Here topical parodies of the council and nobility can be
found as a main course, with suggestions of ribald behav-
ior between unlikely pairs of popular figures — border-
ing on the slanderous — for dessert.

KEEDING THE DEACE — OFfFICIALLY

AND UNOFFICIALLY
Authority in the district flows along two separate lines.
There is the public face of the city leaders, as seen in the
City Guard, which patrols the major thoroughfares day
and night, as well as in a special Council representative
appointed yearly, known as the Master of the Games.
This Games Master acts as an ombudsman for the visiting
citizens, as well as handing down proclamations govern-
ing the conduct of business within the district, either to
enforce the will of the Council, or as a health measure to
insure the safety of all. Most edicts are short-lived, such
as forbidding the sale of pork snacks when a shipment of
tainted meat is discovered. The ban would typically be lift-
ed once all district vendors and carts were inspected, and
the affected product destroyed. Similarly, when conflict
appears imminent — whether of the local variety or from
invaders — performances can be suspended district-wide
at the Games Master’s discretion to minimize the number
of citizens at risk.

Some regulations become permanent, though, such
as the ban on humanoids taking part in theatrical per-
formances of any kind (with the exception of fighting
in the Coliseum). This proscription has been on the
books since shortly after the Coliseum was completed: A
few startup performing companies at the time unwisely
chose to incorporate gnolls and orcs into their produc-
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tions. While initially popular for the realism of the battle
scenes, several humanoids took their parts more seriously
than the companies took their security measures. After
a series of deaths among both the cast and the audience,
a strict moratorium was imposed which lasts to this day.
It is still the Games Master’s responsibility to investigate
productions which appear to be “too real,” though with
the populace becoming accustomed to the use of illusion
magic, the complaints to the current Games Master are
few and quickly dispensed with.

In addition to this public face, the district protects its
own. The Guard can't be everywhere, nor do they patrol in
numbers large enough to calm a riot. What remains is left
to an informal security force recruited from the perma-
nent populace and performers of the district by the Court
of Grins. They are known as the Tumbler Troops after
an incident in which a girl’s kidnapping was thwarted
by a remarkable display of acrobatics from twin street
performers. That story ended, as most interventions by
the Tumblers do, with the perpetrators being turned over
to the Guard for punishment. Rumors persist that this
is not always the case, such as if the crime was commit-
ted against a non-citizen and the suspect cannot be held
accountable by law. Whispers suggest that such matters
are handled by a vigilante shadow court, which operates
outside of the normal city processes, and is answerable to
no one but themselves.

The Guard welcomes the help of the Tumblers, but
would frown on the activities of an extra-legal court, if it
could find any evidence of one. Whenever a disreputable
noble or tradesman turns up with a new grin cut in his
throat, the Mirror Guard conducts operations to uncov-
er any such organization, always with no results. And
Tumblers are recognizable only when they act. They do
not admit to membership, and carry
no identification other
than the passwords they
use amongst themselves.

They are allowed to con-

tinue operating because
the threat that any
street performer could
be a trained vigilante is
an effective deterrent.
Despite the name, not
all acrobatic street per-
formers belong to the

Tumblers, though they don't try to dissuade anyone
the misperception. It has become standard practi
tip any performer attempting acts of aerial finesse —
matter the quality— just in case. This has prompted most
performers to add a few simple tumbling moves to their
repertoires, which can carry them on the lean days.

LOCATIONS

CI1. COLISEUM

Dwarfing everything in the district but the walls that
abut it, this massive arch-shaped arena appears to
be composed of a variety of shades of marble, from
blue-gray near the bottom, to white, to blood-red
near the top. This beautiful veneer is polished yearly
before the opening match of the season, and masks
the true strength of the stone used to build the skel-
eton of the structure beneath. Numerous alcoves
dot the otherwise sheer exterior walls, some holding
a wide variety of statuary proclaiming the specifics
of the coming matches while others forming arch-
ways into the structure for ventilation. The enor-
mous main gate is centered in the east wall, and
stands open except for the turnstiles that stretch
across it. Smaller service and trades entrances are
found on the south face, near the city wall.

Threading the inside is a series of tunnels and
stairs piercing the walls, allowing for hundreds of
people to move about the twists and turns while
minimizing bottlenecks. The wall-tunnel circling
the structure at ground level holds dozens of well-
marked one-way doors used to speed egress from
the stadium at the end of a day’s bouts, or locked
open for free access events. Wide openings are cut
evenly around the interior of the arch, accessing
each of the five tiered levels above ground.

The first four tiers are filled with marble benches
which stretch three-quarters of the way around the
arena, while the topmost holds the densely packed
wooden bleachers of standing room only, which
brings the total capacity to roughly 75,000 Medium
size creatures. Private balconies and benches are
built into the City Wall section so that they seal off
the horseshoe-shaped arena. These areas reserved
for elite patrons and they are accessible only by
(guarded) walkways from the fourth tier. All seats
provide a good view of the center stage, which is
sunk into the ground below the first tier and ringed
by hidden elevators enabling access from the
Underworld below. Adjustable shade is provided
through an ingenious canvas and wood roof that
can be extended or withdrawn by the concerted
efforts of a few dozen workers stationed strategi-
cally in the exterior alcoves.
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re than three dozen elevators are built into the walls
f the arena pit, several large enough to raise up creatures
the size of an elephant, and any of which can slide open
in an instant to reveal their contents, thus adding variety
and suspense to entrances onto the field of battle. In
addition, multiple ramps are concealed throughout the
center of the pit, fitted with counterweights to easily raise
up even larger creatures with moderate effort. With no
part of the pit more than 5 feet from a ramp, they are the
preferred means to remove the fallen from sight, and the
common image of the ground opening up to swallow a
dead combatant unassisted gave the area below its name,
the “Underworld.”

The Underworld was built several years after the initial
arena construction was finished. It includes the staging
area beneath the stadium, used by both gladiators and
animal handlers, as well as for the props brought forth
from the storerooms. Several of the connecting tunnels
from the Humanoid District end here, as do the pipes and
conduits carrying water (and fire) from the storage tanks
in the Coliseum Annex (location BS).

Before the storage basements were built, the stadium
would often be flooded, and full-scale ships floated on
the surface to reenact famous sea battles or pirate raids.
These mock naval battles were temporarily halted when
they flooded the Underworld as well as the stadium and
rendered the underground service area useless. But public
demand for their return grew too great to ignore. Now,
a wall of stone is used to seal the stage floor before naval
battles and while the cleanup is relatively easy, the magic
producing the dispellable wall needs to be recharged
after every use. As a result, these spectacles are grouped
together in high summer and have become a highlight of
the Coliseum’s year. For three days before the commence-
ment of ship warfare, the public is invited to swim in the
filled arena, free of charge.

The turnstiles are operated by inserting a token of a
specific size and weight into the handle, which unlocks
the mechanism for a single individual to pass. Tokens are
sold in booths placed in a semi-circle around the gate,
as well as some of the larger businesses in the district,
and at the Master’s Mansion (location C5). A small room
built into wall allows access to the turnstile mechanism,
which reads out the total number of turns made by all
stiles. A key (copies of which are held by the Guardian
and the Games Master) can reset this number, as well as
change the number of turns per token (such as on bring-
a-friend night, or family day), tokens per turn (during
costly events, to keep previously purchased tokens from
providing a discount), or even unlock the mechanism for
sponsored events such as the annual Monster’s Ball, or
the Sea Swim, when the ground-level one-way doors are
propped open for easy access. Two aisles are large enough
for humanoids of up to Huge size to pass through, and

have turnstiles of adjustable height. Larger individuals
cannot be accommodated within the Coliseum without
magical intervention.

The array of statuary set up in the outer alcoves depend
on the type of match, the current champions or public
favorites, and the closest festival dates of particular deities
favoring the arena. The pattern of the placement has been
standardized over the decades such that it allows a knowl-
edgeable fan to ascertain the current lineup at a brief
glance, including such details as the past performances of
the combatants.

Rumors have existed since the City Walls were extend-
ed that they held secret passages leading back from the
arena and into the city. These hidden passages supposedly
allow nobles and other wealthy citizens a last means of
escape from the city should a siege ever succeed. While
most consider these tales to be merely exaggerations
inspired by the tunnels connecting to the Annex, some
make assumptions based on the way the separate seating
for nobles is handled, and how heavily guarded it is. The
Guardian and the Council respond to the rumors by keep-
ing silent, which only fuels the speculations. In reality,
officials foster this rumor, hoping it will attract enemies
of the city within the arena during open conflicts. Once
confined to the narrow stadium, not only can the Guard
strike at them from the nearby wall tower, but an army
without room to maneuver would become trapped and
easy prey for the ghosts of the dead gladiators summoned
by the Guardian’s horn (see below).
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BESIDENTS

Though built with city funds, the Coliseum is a self-sup-
porting institution, busy with attractions throughout the
year which pay for its maintenance and operation. The
Master of the Games oversees the trust set up to run the
arena, though in practice all day-to-day operations are
overseen by the Guardian of the Coliseum. In addition
to managing a staff of 100, who are responsible for arena
activities from cleaning the stands to repairing the statue
of Harald, the Guardian runs the Combat Academy (see
location C3) and acts as the liaison between the Annex, its
gladiators, and the population of the district. Appointed
by the Games Master, the Guardian is traditionally an ex-
gladiator (though usually not one of the ex-prisoners) who
has survived 30 or more to-the-death bouts in the stadium.
Garrick Jeth has been the Guardian for nearly twenty
years, surviving the terms of more than three Games
Masters by keeping up the appearance of a well-run attrac-
tion at all times, and keeping word of any irregularities
from reaching anyone outside of the walls. A nice profit
every year, most of which ends up in the Master’s coffers
for “general use,” hasn't hurt his tenure either.

He and his staff have rooms in the arena, ranging from
cramped and spartan dormitories in the Underworld, to a
spacious suite of three rooms built into the top tier of the
stadium directly over the main gate. The suite includes
the Guardian's office, a den, and a private bedroom. By
tradition, a sentry team of two Wall Guardsmen is always
on duty at the main gate. When the arena is in use, this
number is supplemented by a varying deployment of
Guard patrols — usually 5-10 two-guard sentry teams, a
four-guard patrol protecting access to the private boxes,
and a group of twenty off-duty guards who work the roof
during inclement weather — and a single four-guard wall
patrol. While assigned to the stadium, the Guard are tech-
nically under the command of the Guardian and routinely
follow orders relating to the arena.

Master of the Games Geoffrey Beavers: see
location C5.

Guardian of the Coliseum Garrick Jethk: Ftr12.
Coliseum Attendant (100): Ftr1.
Typical Gladiator (varies): Ftr2.

Wall Guard Sentries (varies): Ftr1-7.

I

Though the proceeds from the token sales are
removed daily to the Master's Mansion, Garrick
Jeth maintains the general fund for the Coliseum |
from a built-in lock box in his office (successful DC
25 Open Lock check to pick), which typically has
1,500-3,000 gp in it, and is refreshed by the Games
Master monthly, after payroll and repair expenses
have been levied. Jeth's private cache (1,700 gp)
is held with a hidden chest of the same kind in the
den, built into the stone walls. The Guardian keeps
a small sum (3-60 gp) on himselfin a small pouch
at all times. He's not above rewarding a staff mem-
ber on the spot for a good performance, and also
prefers to buy his own meals.

He also carries a figurine of wondrous power (ebon
fly), which he uses to attend meetings of the Court
of Grins (see location C?). Always slung around his
neck is the Horn of the Coliseum, the symbol of his
office. He only removes it while training, or to go to
sleep. It acts as a special horn of valhalla, summon-
ing 4d10 ghosts of dead gladiators who manifest
to serve the Guardian and destroy or possess the
city’s enemies. It only functions when blown within
the confines of the stadium; outside it is just a
regular horn.

ACTIVITY

By and large the business of the Coliseum is gladiatorial
contests. Every year sees the introduction of a new fight-
ing style, or a new weapon that comes into vogue. A new
champion is chosen by the people and all is fresh and
exciting again... until the inevitable death and disappoint-
ment which occurs sometime before winter, that is. And
then the cycle starts all over again; rebirth, joyous new life,
and then death. All for the cost of a token, (typically 1-4 cp,
depending on the contestants).

HOOKS

e A man believing there is a code to the statuary place-
ment hires the PCs to do some legwork for him. He
thinks the code either relates the times and routes
used to transfer the box office receipts to the Games
Master’s mansion, or broadcasts the results of the fights
beforehand (i.e., he assumes they are fixed). After days
of wandering after the money shipments, and keeping
scorecards of the bouts, the PCs discover no correlation
to the statues. They may, however, find a code relating
to the Court of Grin's meeting places.

e Someone has stolen the Guardian’s Horn, and the PCs
are hired to quickly find it and deliver the perpetrator
to the Guardian.

e A strong-willed ghost possesses the Guardian, and
attempts to use him to summon arena ghosts to possess
the audience (including the PCs), and build an army to
take over/destroy the city.
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HARALD, PEOPLE’S CHAMPION

At the entrance to the paved plaza before the Coliseum
stands the enormous figure of a gladiator, his bare head
gazing outward invitingly, but with sword and shield at
ready. This colossal statue of the citizen most responsible
for the Coliseum’s existence greets its visitors, who must
walk between the bronze sculpture’s legs straddling the
approach to the main gate, and it stands tall enough to
“see” into the third tier alcoves of the arena. Constructed
for the 50th anniversary gala commemorating the arena’s
completion, this landmark gave the Coliseum its present
name as well as becoming a prime area for groups to meet
before entering the stadium.

While most of the statue can be trusted to shine from its
annual cleaning, the giant Harald’s feet and lower legs are
often tarnished or under repair. What started as long-dis-
credited rumors of secret compartments holding treasure
turned into a drunken ritual of striking the figure anywhere
within arm’s reach for good luck. Attempts to outlaw touch-
ing the statue were met by protests from the residents of the
district, many whom had come to believe in the supersti-
tion. An understanding was reached with the Civic Guard,
which stopped enforcing the ban if one was caught hitting
the statue bare handed. Those using either weapons or tools,
however, continue to be arrested unless they make a large
contribution to the maintenance of the statue. The risk
increases the potential reward in the eyes of some, so the
statue continues to take damage in the dead of night.

C3. HARALD’S COMBAT ACADEMY

This complex consists of a sprawling two-story
stone structure and an unattached square arena,
the largest buildings between the Coliseum and the
northern wall of the city. Unremarkable except for its
size, the main building has no signage, few doors,
and no windows, necessitating torchlight inside at
all times. A single person guards each of the doors.

The arena is centered on a sunken pit, not
unlike that of the Coliseum but less than a third
its size. No below-ground structures are visible,
nor any mechanical lifts such as those found at the
Coliseum. Those who enter through one of the open
gates in the center of each wall find themselves
exiting through an arched tunnel onto the stadium
floor. Those here to test their mettle proceed to the
center, while the rest turn to the side to climb the
wooden bleachers capable of accommodating up
to a thousand Medium size spectators surrounding
the pit. A permanent wooden roof-like structure is
supported above by rafters and poles, though a gap
lies between it and the walls, allowing for sunlight to
enter the arena. Huge braziers stand in the corners
of the pit providing for additional illumination and
heat.

The best free fighters in the city train here, both as adven-
turers and to survive the Coliseum. Aside from a few con-
necting hallways, the ground floor of the main building
consists of a series of long, wide rooms with dirt-covered
floors and a wide square chamber in the rear. No matter
the time, there are always practicing students scattered
throughout the rooms, which are open enough to allow
free movement, but whose walls are decked with all
manner of weaponry and armors. Observant visitors will
notice that the equipment found in each room follows a
theme. One focuses on knife work and short bladed weap-
ons, while another concentrates on interactions between
spears and shields, and so on. Though the ground floor
doors, and hallways and the stairway leading to the base-
ment are wide enough for Large size creatures to pass, the
upper floor and the stairs leading to it are not.

The upstairs is entirely filled with barracks for the use
of the students, faculty, and any voluntary gladiators. It is
able to accommodate up to two dozen individuals, though
there are no kitchen facilities and limited storage. The
utilitarian rooms hold little more than a small table, a
lamp, and well-padded couch that doubles as a bed.

The basement area mostly consists of a number of large
storage rooms. The material kept here is reserved solely for
those training in the rooms above or sparring in the acad-
emy arena. It is also the starting point of the only tunnels
leading to the Coliseum from within the district, allowing
for unmolested transfers of graduates taking to the field of
honor, regular training visits from the humanoids of the
Annex, and weekly inspections by the Guardian.

RESIDENTS

While the Guardian of the Coliseum is nominally in
charge of the academy, he is seldom present outside of
the courses he teaches, and the few hours it takes for his
weekly inspection of the grounds. He has appointed a fac-
ulty of three fighters teaching basic, advanced, and gladi-
atorial combat. They act as a triumvirate over the school
when the Guardian is absent. The basic combat coach is
Phius Nasuson, a middle-aged human particularly adept
at close-in fighting with a shield and dagger. Another
human, Olga Haraldson, serves as the advanced tutor, and
as an illegitimate descendant of Sir Harald Bridger she
keeps a hallowed family tradition alive. The gladiatorial
coach is a dwarf named Har Doomseeker, a survivor of 32
bouts in the Coliseum, and an old adversary-turned-friend
of the Guardian’.

An additional staff of five serve as guards, sparring part-
ners, and all around handymen for any odd jobs that pres-
ent themselves. Their duties include keeping an inventory
of the weapons, making sure they are repaired or replaced,
cleaning the blood from the exercise rooms, and raking
and laying fresh each day dirt to cushion the falls.

Phius Nasuson: FtrS.

Olga Haraldson: Ftr9.
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Har Doomseeker: Dwarf Ftr5/Rog3.
Average Guards/Staff (5): Ftr2.

Average Students (varies): Ftr1.

The tuition supposedly goes to the Coliseum to help
pay operating expenses, but the current Guardian
allows the school to collect the fees and keep a
modest amount (750 gp) in a locked chest (suc-
cessful DC 22 Open Lock check to pick) in the base-
ment. Of course, the real wealth of the Academy
are the tools used in the training — its weapons.
Though short in quality, the collection makes up for
it in the quantity stored down in the storage rooms.
There are between 2,000 to 4,000 gp worth of weap-
ons, armor, and other supplies stored here.

Phius Nasuson carries a +2 dagger in a pouch
on his belt. When outside the compound, he also
wears his +1 longsword. Olga Haraldson wears a
belt of giant strength +4, the better to surprise her
students when teaching them not to pre-judge
opponents. Har Doomseeker wears boots of striding
and springing whenever he leaves the compound.

ACTIVITY

Those seeking admittance to the Academy
are required to announce their intentions
to the guard at the door. If there are
slots available, the guard will check
with one of the masters, and a time
will be set for the initiation exam,
which is an unarmed sparring
match between the candidate and
one of the three masters. Skill
is not the only thing tested, but
also how well the individual takes
direction and learns from mistakes.
Failing this test requires a year's
wait before applying again.

If there are no slots available,
the hopeful is told to try again in a
few months. At that point the peti-
tioner can call for a combat challenge,
in which a master picks one of the exist-
ing student to fight the newcomer until the
first one loses consciousness. If the challenger
wins, he takes the student’s place. The master will
generally choose one of the slower students for
the challenge, unless the challenger has made a
nuisance of himself. In all of these test matches,
the combatants attack to inflict subdual dam-
age only, of course.

This is a gladiatorial school, but it is not just for thes
braving the arena. For a nominal fee, the arts of figh
will be taught to to any and all. The courses take three
months, and the cost is 75 gp per week, with the cramped
accommodations thrown in. Those willing put off their
training by agreeing to help spar with incumbent students
and gladiators can get a discount after three months, as can
those who agree to extend their terms to nine months,
with training sessions only held in the academy arena on
off days, and observed by the public at the bargain price of
1 cp a day. In either case, the price drops to 40 gp a week,
or 480 gp total.

In additional to the usual instructors, Titus Rapax (see
location B8) comes in monthly to teach special classes to
those seeking entrance to the arena. Those who impress
him are allowed to join the humanoids and prisoners
training in the Annex, and it is from this group that the
highest percentage of survivors and crowd favorites hails
from. During these monthly visits, Titus and the Guardian
arrange for fans of the Annex gladiators to meet with them
up close and personal, for a fee.




~ Neither the Academy nor the Guardian has applied
to the Courtesans Guild to enlist their cadet fighters as
members, with guild permission to carry on in that trade.
However, neither the Games Master nor his guard have
challenged it on this fact, and the Courtesans Guild can-
not act on something about which they are ignorant. They
set space aside in one of the basement storerooms for cots
among, and separated by, boxes. An hour's entertainment
with a favored gladiator costs 5-20 gp, depending on his
status. The guard on the doors is doubled during this
period, both to prevent any embarrassing discoveries, and
to keep any humanoids or prisoners from escaping out
into the district. Any gladiator or student living here can
be requisitioned in the same manner. Refusal could mean
expulsion from the school, but as free fighters, at least they
get to keep half of the fee.

HOOKS

e A friend of one of the PCs goes to the academy, and is
killed in the street one night, though he isn't robbed.
The PCs discover that a small-time crook assassinated
the friend in order to open a slot for his little brother to
get off of the streets.

¢ One of the students is killed by a practice weapon that
turns out to be poisoned. The Academy instructors hire
the PCs to find out who did it. They discover that the
weapon in question was misrouted — it should have
gone to the gladiator games in a day’s time, to be used by
a long-shot challenger against a medium-level fighter.
Sounds like the fix may be in!

C4. OANA’S SCHOOL Of SMILES

This complex of buildings lies immediately east of
the Combat Academy, and consists of two small
stables, a three-story black-and-white checkered
dormitory, a single-story whitewashed stone class-
room building, and a two-story red brick residence
for the teachers. The courtyard between the build-
ings holds a small grove of trees with a clearing in
the center, which is used by the advanced classes.
The fountain just to the north of the complex also
sees use by the students. More precisely, the citi-
zens frequenting the fountain serve as a test audi-
ence, and there is always a student or two there
making their first attempts to ply their chosen
trade.

Founded by a noble who renounced her birthright for
her true calling and became famous as a clown, this trade
school attempts to teach the art of entertainment. While
a few bards have come out of its curriculum, it remains
oriented toward more visual forms of entertainment.
Originally the school specialized in the various forms of
physical comedy: pratfalls, juggling, mime and mimicry.
Over time the needs of the students and the popularity of
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other forms of entertainment waxed and waned, neces-
sitating a broader curriculum. The school now features
courses ranging from the forms of dance and singing to
geekery such as sword swallowing and fire-eating. If it
gets a laugh, or a tear, or can otherwise stir the emotions,
they teach it here.

The dormitory was designed to hold 30 students, giving
each their own 20’x15’ room. Since there are generally
twice as many in attendance, the students must double
up (or triple up, in some cases, since status and money can
still wrangle a single room for those fortunate enough to
have it). The curriculum is divided into three year-long
increments. For those students who can pay, the cost is
1,200 gp per year; over half of the students at any given
time are first-years, as the return rate drops after each
term.

RESIDENTS
The school keeps its staff of seven quite busy. The
Headmistress is Zanada Bravesinger, an elf, who has been
in charge for the past seven years. Her recent appoint-
ment has raised the profile of the school dramatically,
and she hopes to capitalize on its new-found prominence
by pushing for the construction of a real school theater.
While her specialty is dance and dramatic recitation,
she and her peers share duties for the general classes
equally. The rest of the teachers include a bardic dwarf
(named Rkod Grayfighter), an elven thespian (Naranet of
Tharken), and three humans (Erick, Georges, and Muriel)
specializing in slapstick, juggling, and song. The seventh
staff member, Dennis, is an aging ex-Civic Guardsman

who acts as the handyman/cook for

the school, though all take turns
at keeping the place in good
repair. Having been saved by
a Tumbler while still in the
Guard, Dennis became the
group’s contact at the school
when he retired.
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Zanada Bravesinger: EIf Rogé.
Rkod Grayfighter: Dwarf Brd5.
Naranet of Tharken: EIf Brd4.
Erick: Ftr3/Exp2.

Georges: Brd5.

Muriel: Rog4.

Dennis: Ftr5.

Students (60): Com2.

The majority of the school’s money is kept in a trust
to pay its bills, though a locked chest (successful
DC 15 Open Lock check to pick) in the teacher’s
residence holds an emergency fund of 75 gp.
Besides whatever the noble students brought with
them to the dorms (successful DC 12 Open Lock
check to pick the door locks), the most valuable
items are the musical instruments in the classroom
building. These range in value from 150-750 gp.
Given the nature of the school, the building itself
is left open for students to practice in at all hours,
though the instruments are locked up in a metal
cabinet (successful DC 18 Open Lock check to pick)
when not in use.

Zanada Bravesinger wears bracers of armor +2 at
all times. Rkod Grayfighter generally tries to sing
for his supper and has a harp of charming to help
with this goal. Naranet keeps a potion of glibness in
his pockets at all times. Erick has a +1 flame tongue
longsword, which he likes to use in his routines to
set things alight. Georges has a potion of charisma,
and a potion of darkvision secreted on his person.
Muriel wears an amulet of natural armor +3. Dennis
keeps his personal money (50 gp) in a locked box
(successful DC 25 Open Lock check to pick) under
his dresser. When away from the school he carries
his old Guard primary weapon, a masterwork long-
sword.

ACTIVITY
A number of students come from noble birth and are
here to pursue a different type of life. A few come from
merchant or guild families, and a few hail from the trades-
men class, having shown enough talent to gain sponsor-
ship from a noble family. Generally these scholarships
are investments, so that the entertainer’s skills are at that
family’s call for not less than ten years after graduation.
The majority of the students, however, have their fees
waived on the understanding they will provide the school
with a percentage of their lifetime earnings after gradu-
ation. This percentage varies depending on the number

of years attended, with a one year graduate owing
their earnings, a second year graduate 40%, and those m
ing it all three years forfeiting 30%.

However, these so-called “Future Earners” (or
“Furnitures,” as the other students call them), are subject
to an entrance exam before they can pass on to next year's
class. The faculty wants to be sure the school’s investment
has a decent chance of paying off, so all are involved in the
initial exam, which covers all aspects of entertainment.
While this tests for general competence, the second-year
exams concentrate on the student’s chosen specialty. The
entire faculty makes the decision, so the penalty for subtle
mistakes can be lessened by the general vote. For the third
year, however, only the teacher of that specialty adminis-
ters the exam, and that instructor’s decision is final. For
those attending under this option, they must tender back
all of all earnings to the school (to defray costs) as long as
they are studying there. And if the yearly amount is less
than 10% of the tuition fee then the student is dropped
regardless of the exams result. Performers who cant pro-
mote themselves and their talents can't live off them, and
they offer no more return on the academy’s investment
than those who have nothing to promote in the first
place.

In addition to the classes, the fee covers room and
board. Also, the fees help sponsor a yearly feast in the
fall commemorating the founding of the school (which,
to everyone’s relief, is catered). The remainder of the
school’s funds come from a parade of all students and
faculty in attendance, current and former, starting from
the Fountain of the Three Worthies in the Nobles District
(location E18) and working its way around the Bazaar and
back to the school, taking up to four hours and generating
a huge appetite in even the smallest participant. During
the exhaustion after the feast, the faculty determines if any
of their former pupils have been lax in tithing back to the
school, using the peer pressure generated in the gather-
ing to elicit compliance. Concerned teachers track down
those who miss the yearly party, to make sure all is well.

The school takes its mission seriously, and besides its
scholarship activities, it works closely with other institu-
tions in the district. Three times a year the school brings
in experienced teachers and gladiators from the Combat
Academy (location C3) to train a select number of students
in the arts of self defense and survival. While most will
never have need for these skills, certain artistic specialties
can rile the crowd as well as pacify it, and there are few
beasts as dangerous as an enraged audience. There is, how-
ever, a yearly fourth visit which is passed off as a refresher
course for past graduates. In reality, this extended training
period is for the benefit of the Court of Grins (see location
C?) during which the gladiators secretly train the Tumbler
Troops.

Other collaborations include monthly internships at
the local theaters, which let the students familiarize them-
selves with potential employers, as well providing the
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chool with another (small) source of revenue. So does a
‘week’s work at the Opera House (location F20), which gets
the entire school exposure to more potential patrons. And
working with the Commons (location C12) to provide
remedial acting training for their volunteer workforce
isn't just a point of civic pride. It also increases the pool of
potential students, as does the good will the school gets
from providing a royalty-free scholarship to the winner of
that theater’s yearly talent competition.

HOOKS
e A desperate first-year Furniture student with some
talent but little luck, is behind the curve in producing
coin for the school. After an unsuccessful (and slightly
flat) attempt at soliciting a donation while serenading
the PCs, he targets the most affluent-looking PC with
a pickpocket attempt. If caught, he tries to make a deal
with them, offering to act as a distraction whenever they
need one, no questions asked, in
exchange for forgetting the
incident.
e  Headmistress Brave-
singer hires the PCs to
locate a number of former
students who missed the
latest anniversary feast.
Not all of them were
particularly late on
their tithes, and their
last known loca-
tions have turned
up empty. Most
turn up after a
little  digging,
but four seem to
have genuinely
vanished. When
the bodies start
turning up, the PCs
find themselves track-
ing a former student
who washed out of the
school during the first-
year entrance exam, and
has decided to take revenge
on those who made it in that
year.

C5. THE MASTER’S MANSION

Though by no means the largest building in the
vicinity, the position of this single-story two-winged
house signifies its importance. Situated adjacent to
the western edge of Tumbler’'s Square on the road
leading to the Coliseum, all traffic heading to the
arena passes right in front of it. Apparently made
from a black lacquered wood, the whole building
has an eerie sheen to it that draws your attention
as you walk by. A separate private stable painted a
matching black lies just to the west. A sign posted
at the corner of the road announces the Games
Master's work hours for the current day, and points
the way to an iron reinforced door on the eastern
face of the building.

During the specified hours, the door is unlocked,
and opens to a wide carpeted entry room furnished
with comfortable stuffed chairs lining the outer
walls. Across from the entrance, and in front of
two doors leading further into the house, are
three scribes seated behind massive desks labeled
“Fees/Fines,” “Forms,” and “Appointments/Info.”
A fireplace sits in the southwest corner of the room.
A number of paintings dot the walls (including a
portrait of the current Master of the Games just
above the Info desk) and a stylized map of the
Entertainment District stands on the northern wall.
Rounding out the decor of the room are a series of
stuffed animals, some complete (such as a pair of
wolves flanking the fireplace and the squirrel on its
mantle), others just heads mounted on the wall,
including several stag and a moose.

This is the official dwelling of the district’s representative
on the Council. There are private offices in the central por-
tion of the building, which are furnished along the same
lines as the waiting room. Storerooms, filing cabinets and
staff quarters round out the contents of the mid-building.
The western wing holds the Games Master’s private apart-
ments. They consist of the master suite, a number of guest
rooms, a formal dining room and its accompanying well-
stocked kitchen, and a library/lounge where the guests
who frequent dinner parties are entertained, before and
after the meal.

RESIDENTS
The current Master of the Games, Geoffrey Beavers, lives
here with his wife of twenty years, Amanda Archer. A
short, middle-aged man with thinning gray hair, Geoffrey
has an infectious grin and a well-practiced speaking man-
ner that puts people at ease. Born into a tradesman’s house-
hold, Geoffrey left in his teens to find his fortune outside
the city, returning after twenty years a made man with all
of the skills of a politician. Now able to live among the
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nobility (even if he wasn't one of them himself) Geoffrey
ingratiated himself to more than one Council member,
and eagerly accepted his appointment here as a reward.
Neither his speech, manner, nor dress betrays his origin
these days, though he doesn't take pains to hide it. He
stays in touch with his family to this day, and he displays
the fruits of their labor at their tanning and taxidermy
business (located in the Artisan District) with relish in
his home.

The four scribes, the cook, and the coachman/valet are
all employees of the city, and hold their positions regard-
less of the current Master. A Civic Guard patrol unit (use
the standard Civic Guard patrol configuration of 2 Ftr1, 1
Ftr2-4 and 1 Ftr4-7) also uses the mansion as a base, but
in practice they are entirely at the disposal of the Master
and wind up doing as he sees fit. The scribes control the
money, the bulk of which is sent to the City Treasury
(location 13) each night under guard. The Games Master
must formally request specific amounts for any special
projects being funded, but it is extremely rare for him to
be denied any.

Geoffrey Beavers: Rog11.
Amanda Archer: Ari5.
Scribes (4): Exp3.

Valet: Com2.

Civic Guard Patrol (4): Ftr1-7.

200 sp is kept in an open cashbox at the Fees desk,
to make change or for petty cash during the day.
Any surplus funds are removed hourly to a large
safe in the central rooms (successful DC 25 Open
Lock check to pick), which is emptied at night of all
but 500 gp. This safe also contains an additional
300 gp of the Master's personal monies. Gate
receipts from the Coliseum also come here, fetched
at the end of the day under escort by two of the
Civic Guard.

Geoffrey Beavers also keeps 150 gp in a locked
metal chest (successful DC 22 Open Lock check
to pick) in the master suite’s office, along with
Amanda’s jewelry (500 gp), his copies of the
district's finances, and other important papers. He
also keeps the hat of disguise and winged boots from
his second-story days in the chest.

per week for a license to perform on the street

the district, or 100 gp per month for a brothel licens
which he pays 50% to the Courtesan’s Guild, so that th
countenance his restraint on their trade). If the scribes
cannot help, or if a petitioner insists, an appointment can
be set up with the Master of the Games. Such meetings
are conducted in the Master’s private office in the central
wing of the building.

HOOKS

e It’s a heist! And an inside job, at that. One of the scribes
has decided to take the money and run. He arranged
to be the one handling the nightly Treasury deposit,
and plans to empty the safe entirely and make off with
the lot. Either he hires the PCs to help him, supplying
them with the route and makeup of the patrol guarding
the transfer, or they are innocent bystanders, caught up
in the activity when another group attacks the guards.
Regardless, the Mirror Guard has caught wind of these
plans, and has sent another double patrol of eight Civic
Guard to shadow the transfer. They will be on hand to
surprise any attackers. Innocent PCs may end up hav-
ing to track down escaping thieves to clear their own
names.

e It turns out that the Games Master didn't leave town to
achieve his fortune — he made it in town as a cat bur-
glar, stealing from the very nobles with whim he would
later hobnob. Certain members of the Council are aware
of this — having used his talents in the past — and hire
the PCs when an old associate returns to town after
years of lying low. The PCs must keep the associate from
revealing the past. To complicate matters, neither thief
was a member of the Thieves Guild at that time, upping
the stakes should the secret get out.

C6. TUMBLERS SQUARE

ACTIVITY

The district’s formal business is conducted daily between
the hours of 10 am. and 3 p.m. Here one can acquire the
various permits for operating in the district, as well as
pay for license fees, purchase tokens for the Coliseum,
and ask questions on activities. Typical fees include 1 sp

Taking up a nearly a quarter of the district, this
wide open space is actually more of an oval than
a square. It includes several ponds brimming with
stocked goldfish, and a number of wooded groves.
Paved areas reach into this greenery, and the larg-
est forms the “square” of the name around the
Grand Fountain at the northern edge of the oval.
Psychologically, if not physically, the Square divides
the district in two: the buildings to the west are
primarily stone structures built since the humanoid
invasion, and those to the east are the mud and
wood buildings of the original slum.

Tumblers Square takes its name from the number of poles,
ropes, and uneven bars set up around the oval. In all but
the most inclement weather visitors will see two or three
aerial acts no matter their path through the square. On
pleasant summer days, whole families come to picnic or
otherwise enjoy the grass under shady trees, as well as the
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promptu shows put on by the large number of perform-

ers that gather here each day. On inclement days, these
‘very same performers huddle under the trees for shelter,
hoping enough visitors brave the weather for them to earn
enough to eat that day.

In a clearing in the center of the square stands a tall iron
post rising over 30 feet high. It continually emits a bright
light from the top. This light provides sufficient illumina-
tion at night for a human to see for roughly a third of the
square surrounding it. Even more amazing is the leather
strap attached through a hole at the top. The strap reaches
all the way down the pole where it coils around a bar stick-
ing out at the 4-foot level. The strap ends 150 feet later
at an attached leather harness with adjustable catches.
Anyone wearing the harness can, with a little practice, fly.

Average Passerby (Varies): Com1.

Average Performer (Varies): Brd2.

There is no treasure here, save what performers
and passersby carry with them.

ACTIVITY

When the district's more mobile distractions come to
rest, they concentrate here. Musicians, acrobats, dancers,
animal acts, and borderline vagrants all take up semi-per-
manent residence as the weather allows. The open field
near the pool on the southern end of the square becomes
a veritable tent city during the summer. The Civic Guard
allows this, since the adjacent guard tower can easily keep
an observant eye on things, and visitors seldom wander
into that area. However, no open fires are allowed.

The Flying Pole is one of the showcase attractions of
the district. It costs 1 gp per five minute interval to ride,
with a maximum of six consecutive “turns.” The magic
invested in the harness allows the wearer to defy gravity
as per the fly spell, as long as the straps remain closed. The
length of the leather rope attached to the harness restricts
the wearer to the boundaries of the square, just shy of the
watch tower to the south but enough to overfly the Grand
Fountain (location C7) to the north, and a couple of ware-
houses on the eastern edge of the square.

Safety features include a contingency feather fall spell,
should the harness’ magic ever fail, and an activation
stone, which must be carried on the wearer’s person while
in flight (otherwise the fly spell expires and a second
feather fall spell is cast as above). Once in flight, the clasps
of the harness are held as by an arcane lock from a 6th level
caster, though if the wearer can break that spell effect, it
is then possible to slip out of the harness, toss away the
activation stone, and fall.

The Flying Pole is open during daylight hours on dry
days only, after which the activation stone is locked up
in the Master’s Mansion (see location CS). The harness
is always left in place overnight, since removing it would

mean pulling the seams out at the top of the pole, dispel-
ling the magic and ruining the effect. The rolled up strap
and harness are covered with an oiled cloth for the night,
or during rainy weather.

HOOKS

e Unwritten but understood rules keep the competition
friendly and the audiences safe. But when a rivalry
between two groups of performers turns hostile, break-
ing those unwritten rules, not even the Tumbler Troops
can guarantee safety. The PCs are hired by the Games
Master to help restore order in the square.

o A death occurs when a boy slips out of the Flying Pole’s
harness. When the official City’s Eyes investigation con-
cludes it was all an accident, the boy’s father hires the
PCs to look into the matter. Someone has been manipu-
lating the harness to smuggle goods past the city walls,
but how?

C7. GRAND fFOUNTAIN

Spraying a 30-foot high jet of water straight up into
the air, this decorative landmark on the northern
edge of Tumblers Square has a central basin and
four smaller pools connected at the compass
points. The main spout emanates under pressure
from a representation of the Spire in the middle of
the basin. A catch basin in the form of a miniature
replica of the city itself is built halfway up the 20-
foot spike, the miniature city walls holding onto the
captured water, which drains through the tiny city
gates and over a series of tiered waterfalls into the
basin below. A low wall surrounds the central bowl,
built with a wide step to sit on.

Each of the four secondary pools has a slightly
taller seatless wall decorated with statuary along
the top. These statues face inward, and release
smaller water jets aimed towards the pool’s center.
Each set depicts scenes from the history of the city.
The west pool displays the discovery of the Spire
and first settlements in the area, The north pool
shows the establishment of the city proper with
the construction of the great walls. The east pool
consists of a memorial to the humanoid invasion
that cost this district dearly. The south pool is
designed to be changed out every so often, allowing
the fountain’s decor to be updated, and therefore
timeless. The current arrangement commemorates
the annual parade of guildsmen on the Day of Ease
holiday.

Built over a century ago in the name of civic improve-
ment, the money for construction and the political will
to finish it, came from a coalition of two noble families,
the Hawkins and the Rotburns. Heavily involved in the
arts, the two houses were friendly rivals, sponsoring



ENTERTAINMENT DISTR

opposing shows in the district annually. Despite this they
eagerly collaborated on the project that would enshrine
their devotion to the district permanently. However, the
Hawkins family suffered a series of misfortunes before
the fountain was completed, and was subsumed into the
Rotburn clan by marriage, leaving control of the foun-
tain’s well-being in their hands (for more on the Rotburns
— now the Rotburn-Seivers — see location E15).

The statuary of the southern pool is removed every one
to five years, depending on the whims and fortunes of the
Rotburn-Seivers family. Sir Dain (now that he has left the
family business to his children) and Lady Accala devote
much time to screening proposals, but are not always
particularly fussy about which ones they accept, and they
will often grant a commission based on their like or dis-
like of the artist’s personal qualities. Their children, on
the other hand, would prefer to turn their discretionary
authority into a money-maker, allowing anyone to buy
the right to put on their own display for a period of six
months — perhaps even to auction off that right. New
statuary is commissioned months in advance, and the old
fountains are removed to storage when they are retired.
Occasionally old statuary is brought out of retirement
for a special occasion, such as the gladiator figures for the
celebration of the Coliseum’s founding every 50 years.

Average Passerby (Varies): Com1.
Average Performer (Varies): Brd2.
Water Wizards (2): Brd4.

There is no treasure here, save what performers
and passersby carry with them.

ACTIVITY

The fountain is a natural staging area for the many
entertainers performing for money and attention.
Of particular note are the Water Wizards, a pair
of bardic brothers who spend the afternoon (or

all day in the heat of summer) serenading the
crowds and using minor magic to manipulate

the fountain flows. In addition to the entertain-
ers, the fountain is home to a number of the
district’s indigent, who spend the day begging,
sleeping on the great step around the center, or
even bathing in the central basin. This last is illegal,
so the Civic Guard puts a stop to it, usually with a
warning, if observed. The vagrants presence is tolerated
here more than in other areas due to the fact that the
fountain was built on the site of a natural spring that used
to supply the only potable water in this area for those
without wells. There are other sources these days, but it’s
now accepted behavior.

HOOKS

e Even before construction on the fountain was co
pleted, a legend began of a treasure buried under the
foundations, guarded by the ghosts of workmen buried
alongside it. While neither ghost nor treasure exist, a
skeleton lies here, of a long-lost scion of the Hawkins
family. If this body is discovered and identified, the
circumstances of his demise could upset the continued
existence of, and current succession in, the Rotburn-
Seivers clan.

e The Water Wizards' magic gets out of control and a
water spout drowns a citizen watching their act. The
Wizards proclaim their innocence and hire the PCs to
discover the truth. In fact, a water elemental has taken
up residence in the spring that feeds the Fountain.
If the characters investigate the origins of the water
elemental, they uncover the experiments of a wizard
— a professor of conjuration at the Arcane Academy
(location K2) — attempting to turn the Fountain into
his own bowl! of commanding water elementals.
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FAIRGROUND
QUATTER’S FIELD)

The makeup of this open field on the northeastern
edge of the district is split between trampled pas-
ture, packed dirt and a surprising number of hardy
and exotic trees, bushes and flowering weeds.
Surrounding the bare patches are old posts and
iron stakes sticking in the ground, some with bits
of rope still attached. In some areas the soil has
worn away after years of travelers setting up and
moving out, exposing the granite beneath. Indeed,
a few low, rocky hills have sprung up towards the
northern edge of the field; it provides a natural cul-
de-sac, in which the other detritus left by past visi-
tors accumulates, either by the fortune of the winds
or deliberate dumping on the way out.

The northeastern corner of the district is a camping
ground used by traveling shows and carnivals. Even in
the days after the Entertainment District was formal-
ized, this area remained a slum. The fairgrounds were
considered the dregs, home to only the worst of the city’s
displaced and indigent. When the city expanded outward
the Council decided to push the squatters dwelling here
further out, and give the area over to the marginally more
respectable (and more transient) foreigners. There is still
a small settlement of the poorest descendants of those
unfortunates past the northern hills. As in those early
days, the incoming shows will hire day laborers from their
number, and some living there have develop generational
bonds with the repeat acts.

The relationship is symbiotic in a sense, as the repeated
visits over centuries by beings, their wagons, and their
belongings from all over the world have left a curious
mark on the immediate flora. They form a sort of natural
botanical garden — a wide variety of foreign plants grow-
ing from the seeds carried and dropped during shows
here. Some of the vegetation that has flourished is quite
unusual by local standards. The local indigents — learning
the patterns of growth and the varieties that have gener-
ated over several generations — use their knowledge to
support themselves in between day work by selling cut-
tings of the prettiest or rarest flowers in town.

Average Indigent (Varies): Com1/Rog].
Average Performer (Varies): Brd3.

ACTIVITY

Mingled respect and distrust draws a line between the
district’s denizens and the “foreign” showfolk of the travel-
ing carnivals. Though the fairground is technically open
at all times — anyone may camp there for a small fee paid
at the Master’s Mansion (location C5) — custom dictates
that all shows register beforehand, and reserve a spot on

the yearly schedule. For the last eight years there have
been three returning shows of note: a carnival which sets
up huge tents for traditional flying acrobatics and clowns
in the eatly spring; a highly trained “wild” animal act in
the fall; and a troupe of acrobats, bards, mimes and clowns
who perform all of the traditional circus acts to new
highly specialized theme each summer, complete with
new costumes, music, and jokes.

HOOKS

o The PCs are approached by a cook from the Lost Lagoon
Inn (location G12) seeking rare, foreign herbs to com-
plete a dish being prepared for a very important guest
tomorrow. If the meal goes well, it might positively
affect the eatery’s prestige. The cook knows of the botan-
ical diversity of the northern fairgrounds, but cannot be
seen searching there by rivals, lest the secret ingredient
be revealed. Armed with a description of the requested
plants, the PCs have a very difficult search in order to
make the deadline... unless they choose to cut one of
the locals in on the action.

o The PCs are hired to follow a recently departed traveling
show to find and return to his family a noble’s son who
disappeared in the district the day the show left. They
discover the son has not left voluntarily as suspected,
but is being held disguised as a caged animal by the
owlbear tamer, whom the boy saw killing another man
and feeding the remains to his creatures.
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CQ. CAVERNS Of THE FORGOTTEN

The hills on the northern borders of the fairgrounds
are rocky and uneven, and hold the entrances to a
series of natural caves under the district. These hid-
den entrances are just large enough for human chil-
dren or Small size creatures to squeeze through.

The cramped tunnels are home to a colony of abandoned
children, halflings and half-breed demi-humans. They
are outcasts and runaways with nowhere else to go. The
original forgotten child was named Calen, and he was the
offspring of a noble of the city who had a tryst with an
elven midget starring in one of the yearly carnivals. When
that carnival returned several years later, the mother
attempted present the child to his father’s family, only
to be rebuffed and ridiculed when the boy’s short stature
became apparent. Through contacts the now married
noble got the carnival’s permit revoked, and saw to it that
this particular traveling show was never allowed to work
here again. It a fit of rage, the mother abandoned the five-
year-old boy at the fairgrounds, where he would have died
of exposure that first night if he hadn't stumbled upon the
cave entrance.

RESIDENTS
The caverns can hold between 20 and 30 human-sized
children, roughly half of which are present on any given
night. Besides Calen, there are two halflings, and the rest
are human.

Calen: Half-elf Rog8.
Halflings (2): Halfling Rog3.
Human Children (21-28): Rog1

HOOKS

Calen keeps a leather bag hidden behind a loose
stone in the wall of his personal cave, containing 40
cp, 20 sp, and 10 gp, as well as three gems worth
a total of 20 gp. Personal items lie scattered about
the caverns, filched from various marks over time.

ACTIVITY
Young Calen’s survival instincts were strong, and beg-
ging came to him naturally. His first marks were the
slum dwellers to the north of the fairgrounds, and he was
always able to find food among them. After an unfortu-
nate run-in with an older boy, he learned to always retreat
to the safety of the caves to rest. He also learned that the
world isn't a safe place for the weak. Venturing further

into the district, he soon found friends like hims
without parents or a proper home. Some, he directe:
the Blessed Saints Orphanage (see location G11). Othe
— those he felt could not make it in such an institution
— he brought back to the caverns with him. Soon, he had
others living with him underground, with whom he felt
the need to protect. Recruitment into “The Forgotten,” as
they style themselves, has continued along similar lines
ever since.
Begging didn't always work to keep them fed, especially
when their numbers grew. With no other way open to
them, the children turned to stealing. Many found they
had a knack for it. They work the crowds at Tumblers
Square (location C6) or the Grand Fountain (location C7),
depending on their unobtrusive size to avoid the attention
of the City Guard. They must also take care to stay clear of
the Thieves Guild, which mostly works the western side of
the district, but would not be pleased at any rivals — even
pint-sized ones — in the area.
Those who survive the lifestyle for a few years usually
grow too big for the caverns. When forced to leave, the
now middle-aged Calen sees to it that these graduates of
his school of hard knocks are set up topside in a variety of
menial professions. Over the years a number of children
have survived to become stable hands, cooks, coachmen
and even successful tradesmen and entrepreneurs. Not
only have they become invaluable resources for a surpris-
ingly large spy/blackmail network that Calen has devel-
oped, but also they continue to look out for their subter-
ranean brethren. Whether that means getting jobs for the
older ones, or funneling part of their pay back down into
the caves, most never forget their roots.

e After participating in shady activity, the PCs are
approached by a lad of no more than eight. He tells
them they've been spotted performing their nefarious
deeds, and it'll cost them. Two more of the Forgotten
wait near by to run interference if the PCs decide to get
violent. They ask for a minimum of 10 gp to go away and
hold their peace.

e An unexplored passage in the cavern leads to a water-
filled grotto. It is used as a well in the Spire District
(exact location left to the DM’s discretion), and the cave
gives entry into the city proper. The Forgotten intend
to use it to expand their operations, never realizing that
is will bring the Thieves Guild crashing down on their
heads.

¢ One of the Forgotten witnesses a murder, and the guilty
party grabs him. The Forgotten contact the PCs for help,
hiring them to recover their brother, who is being held
in order to keep the organization from informing the
Civic Guard.



O. THE HORN THEATRE

This theater is named for the shape of the ingenious
architecture. It lends the impression of a cathedral,
with a high, warm brown, two-story entry hall in
the front. Three pairs of double-doors open into
the hall, which then blossoms into a multi-story
dome shape rising to a sharp off-center metallic
point that stretches up and back towards the front.
This impression is reinforced by the stained glass
windows decorating the front hall, and the carved
images of mythological figures on the doors and
corner posts.

Inside, two crystal chandeliers provide light over
the open foyer, which is large enough to hold a
few hundred patrons. With its marble accents and
gilded frames, the decor reeks of opulence. It is
opulence on a budget, however, since the materials
supporting the glitz are sturdy and unremarkable.
This expensive veneer is an illusion that takes con-
stant attention, and cracks appear here, behind the
potted plant in the corner, and there, on the other
side of the propped-open door. Two side rooms
stand near the entrance: a box office to the left, and
a coatroom to the right, both of which also grant
access to the backstage area. At the far end of the
hall, opposite the doors, gilded double stairways
wind up the sides of the hall: one ending in a gallery
overlooking the entry hall, the other over the main
entrance to the auditorium.

The gallery stretches out in both directions into
a dark green carpeted corridor running around the
outside of the main chamber itself, with six equally
spaced entrances to the chamber’s balcony seats.
The corridor ends in additional stairways two-thirds
of the way around either side of the dome, leading
up to a smaller corridor servicing the two entrances
to the second balcony, and down to four private
boxes near the stage. There is a door on the outside
center of the highest corridor, but it leads to the
outer skin of the dome, and is kept locked.

The stage itself is a combination proscenium arch
and thrust stage, so accompanying musicians must
be placed on a special section in the center of the
first balcony. A special lighting system built into the
dome uses a few lanterns operated by stage hands
to produce a radiance close to half that of full day-
light from the reflections off the inner surface. The
seats on the main floor form a semi-circle around
the thrust stage, leaving standing room space for
up to a hundred in the sunken area between. All
told, the theater can hold an audience equivalent to
1,250 Medium size creatures.
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The Horn is the largest private theater in the Entertainment
District. Its unusual architecture was created with supe-
rior acoustics in mind; it allows even hushed utterances
on stage to be clearly heard in the highest balcony seats.
The decor has been seen as an attempt by the architects
to attract the interest and goodwill of potential patrons,
but that misses the point a bit. While the Horn regularly
sees nobles in attendance, the mock opulence isn't for
their benefit. They could have the real thing by staying in
their mansions and villas. The design is meant to give the
ordinary district dweller a taste of what their betters take
for granted. Visitors marvel at the ingenious design of the
dome and its acoustics, and some incorrectly suspect it to
be magical. Few understand that the illusion making isn't
limited to what's on stage but actually stretches into the
lobby every time a tradesmen momentarily forgets his sta-
tion and finds himself in a different world.

RESIDENTS

All told, there are 30 members in the Horn’s theatrical
family. Of those, twenty are regular performers, while the
other ten see to the box office, ushering, and the other
duties required to set the stage each night. They are a
very egalitarian group: all are involved in the set building,
moving, and strike, as well as the minor repairs around the
theater. And when a show requires a smaller cast, those
not performing share the burden of the stagehands out in
the lobby.

Of course, every company has its star, which in this case
is the half-elven Sir Kirby Pummell. His title comes from a
far-off land, as he is happy to relate, in honor of a magnifi-
cent performance in his youth. His expression of opinion
as if it were fact infuriates most people just meeting him.
However, his experience is real, and his talent not in ques-
tion; after discovering the wisdom in his words (as they
regard to performing anyway), many people are willing to
overlook the way he says it.

One person to whom he is not endeared is the spokes-
person for the company, responsible for the publicity,
raising sponsors, and coordinating special events at the
theater. Currently this duty falls to Deandra Falten, who
has been with the Horn for over twenty years. Though
she once dabbled in performance, she’s strictly behind the
scenes these days. While respectful of Sir Kirby's experi-
ence, she doesn't appreciate the fact that he never takes
finances into account, and doesn't seem to realize that he’s
not in charge.

Sir Kirby Pummell: Half-elf Exp7.
Deandra Falten: Exp4.
Performer (19): Exp4.

Crew (9): Com3.



Attendants with hooded lanterns powered by con-
tinual flame spells direct people to their seats.
Between them and those operating the dome
lights, there are twenty continual flame lanterns
here, kept on a shelf in the coatroom when not in
use. The box office holds the proceeds of each per-
formance in the safe (successful DC 25 Open Lock
check to crack), which is typically 300 gp. The safe
is emptied after the week’s last performance, and
all but 75 gp is taken off site for deposit.

Sir Kirby always wears a thick black cloak of arach-
nida outdoors and carries a rapier.

ACTIVITY
The Horn employs a standing company of players solidly
versed in the standard theatrical repertoire. They mount
their own productions as well as providing support for
touring stars coming in for single performances and short
stays. For a typical performance, 1 gp gets you a seat in

the second balcony, 2 gp puts you on the mezzanine, and"
8 gp sees you on the main floor. Should the performance
have a touring star, the costs go up by 2 gp. When standing
room seating is allowed for the performance, the troupe
typically charges 5 cp.

HOOKS

o The theater has a very good festival week, and hires
the PCs to provide extra security during the transfer of
3,000 gp to the City Treasury (location 13).

e A disgruntled fan has taken Sir Kirby's name literally,
and given him a good pummeling. Unfortunately, the
show must go on even though Sir Kirby’s in no condi-
tion to perform. Without an understudy on the fully
cast show, a desperate Deandra grabs one of the PCs off
the street (someone the same size as Sir Kirby, who can
fit into the right outfits). The PC is fed lines via a message
spell, and is ready to go on when a stage mishap almost
crushes him. It turns out that Sir Kirby has a price on his
head, and assassins from the far-off land of his origin are
here to kill any nobility associated with their deposed
ruler — the one who knighted Sir Kirby all those years
ago. And now they have the PC marked as well.

CII. LORD MUSHROOMBREECHES
Though no longer legible, the indistinct stone statue that
stands at the southeastern corner of the Horn has a name:
that of a minor noble (Sir Erick Rossum) who helped
finance the theater’s construction. But if people used it, he
wouldn’t be nearly as useful a landmark. The name loving-
ly provided to him by his public invokes the overly fleshy
appearance of the statue’s legs, stuffed into overflowing
boots that push the rolls of fat back up his thighs.

Though commissioned to appear in his upscale best,
Lord ‘shrooms’ attire is not always visible. When a new
show opens at the Horn, articles of clothing similar to
those worn by the principal actors find their way onto
the statue, advertising the upcoming performance. Worse
for the statue, it has become common for rival theaters to
commit a little mischief by painting the gray stone with
bright, shiny colors announcing their own productions.
The Horn no longer complains to the Civic Guard when
this occurs, as the perpetrators have learned to clean up
their own messes after a week or two. The repeated paint-
ing and scouring has worn away the once chiseled lines of
his Lordship, leaving him (if anything) even doughier and
more smooth-featured than he originally was.

Ci2. THE COMMONS
The artificial mound into which this open-air amphithe-
ater is built is only 8 feet tall, and irregular due to rooms
sunk into its structure. The depth to which the stage was
dug leaves room for a few hundred patrons to circle the
action from their stone-bench seats, set into the sides of
the earthen wall. Two passages lead into the side of the
hill from opposite ends of the stage, disappearing into the
darkness of the storage areas. Entry to the arena is gained
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by climbing the gentle slope of the hill and then stepping
- down into the bowl on the stair-like benches. The stage
~ gives the productions held here a close, intimate quality
since the audience can be sitting on its very edge. The
proximity of the Commons to the open fields of Tumblers
Square (location Cé6) makes it an ideal location to stretch
out, lay back, and watch the fireworks put on by the More
Than Real outfit (see location C28) during the summer.

This theater in the round was created as venue for trav-
eling stage productions. The results are only partially suc-
cessful, as the minimal setup is sometimes overwhelmed
by the grandiose plans of some companies, while shows
of the appropriate size often forego dragging their set
through town, and instead set up a makeshift theater
more cheaply in the Fairgrounds (location C8).

The management, which consists of a few civic-minded
volunteers such as Ellis Ragone (Com3), puts on local
productions during the off weeks. Without a regular
company, these local productions pull from whomever is
available, with varying quality. In addition to the produc-
tions, public contests are periodically held to find the best
new singer/dancer/entertainer in the city. The winner
gets to perform as a warm-up act for the next traveling
show production. All local productions take place free of
charge, though the traveling shows may charge their own
rates.

Amateur performers may take special adjunct courses
at Oana’s School (see location C4) three nights a month.
Run in the Common's arena by several advanced students
from the school and overseen by an instructor, these ses-
sions are offered free of charge, and are a real opportunity
for some. The yearly Founder’s Talent Competition gets
all of the individual winners

back to compete for a
full scholarship to
Oana’s.

CI3. EYE Of THE BEHOLDER

This high, square brownstone building has decora-
tive white cornerstones inset at the top with carv-
ings of a giant eye painted alternately green and
red. The three metal-clad doors on the east side
range in size, with a medium-sized one to the left,
a small door in the center, and a door for Large size
creatures to the right. Small shuttered windows
ring the top, just below the roof.

The entry hall doubles as the backstage area, with
rooms to either side acting as prop storage rooms,
dressing rooms, box office, and whatever else the
company requires. This hall is kept dark before per-
formances, but afterwards is brightly lit while the
actors greet the audience as they leave. The walls
are covered with the playbills of past performances,
and portraits of stars from years gone by.

The seats are reached by walking through the
open curtain from the hall and across the stage,
which stands at ground level. The stadium arrange-
ment of seats extends upward around three-quar-
ters of the stage, holding up to 500 viewers of
varying sizes. Mimicking the door arrangement, the
chairs are proportioned for Medium size creatures
to stage left, Small size creatures out in front, and
Large size patrons to stage right.
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Since the founding of the city, formalized theater had
generally been solely a pastime of humans and elves. The
Eye was constructed to change that. Owned and operated
exclusively by demi-humans, this theater caters to actors
whose opportunities have traditionally been limited in
other venues. Pioneering the use of tactics such as cast-
ing polymorph or enlarge on halflings to fill the roles of
humans, and of green-face pantomime for humanoids,
the Eye has come to be known as a supporter of experi-
mental forms and ideas. They see themselves on a mis-
sion to educate the theatergoing public and therefore
above the competition, though they maintain a friendly
rivalry with the human-centric Horn.

RESIDENTS

The staff, which consists of the regular company of ten
players plus the manager, a stagehand, and an in-house
special effects wizard, lives in the three single-story
dwellings adjacent to the theater. In good weather, most
of them gather for one meal a day outdoors in the
courtyard between the theater and their stable. On the
weekends, all companies in the district are welcome to
join them, though generally no more than a half-dozen
individuals show up. Slen, the stage/stablehand, is an
amateur chef as well.

The manager of the Eye is Rolof Goodfeast, a halfling
graduate of the Oana’s School of Smiles (location C4).
After spending ten years as a street performer, Rolof was
discovered by the then-manager of the Eye and recruited
into the standing company. Cutting his teeth on halfling
roles, his easy manner with ‘biggies” made the transition
to magically-assisted human parts a natural one. As the
hand-picked successor to his mentor, Rolof has been run-
ning the theater for the past three years now and works to
put his own stamp on it by being more human-friendly.

Working closely on cross-promotions for other shows
in the district, Rolof spends a great deal of time at dinner
parties in the city, drumming up interest in new areas and
from new audiences. The latest season has seen fewer new
works, and more traditional fare, which some have criti-
cized as selling out the theater's principles to gain a wider
audience.

Muro Chesner, a gnome wizard, is the theater’s resident
special effects operator. In addition to casting his own
spells, Muro is responsible for activating scrolls pur-
chased from More than Real (see location C28), and for
keeping track and using the theater’s magic items (such
as the five bags of dust of illusion currently on hand).

Humanoids are outlawed from the stage by the Laws
of the Revel, which means that actors of other races here
often don green-faced makeup to act humanoid parts. The
greatest actor of these painted caricatures is Otus, who
some say brings real pathos to the roles he plays, rather
than the usual greenie comic slapstick. Now in his tenth
year of residence at the Eye, he regularly performs at pri-
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vate parties throughout the city. The secret to his
Otus is actually a full-blood orc passing for a half-o
secret he must maintain to pursue the life he loves.

Rolof Goodfeast: Halfling Exp4/Rog3.
Muro Chesner: Gnome Wiz6.

Otus: Org, as per the Monster Manual.
Slen: Com3.

Eye of the Beholder Performers (10): Com?2.

Rolof keeps the bulk of the theater's money — 750
gp — in a false bottom in his dresser (success-
ful DC 20 Spot check to notice). He also keeps a
locked chest (successful DC 14 Open Lock check to
pick) with 100 gp in it as a decoy. Rolof wears the
theater’s hat of disguise, which has been in his pos-
session since he graduated to the bigger roles, such
as a position on the Court of Grins (see C?). Rolof
also arms himself with two daggers and a short
sword, masking them with the hat of disguise, and
wears a ring of protection +3. Muro carries a wand of
enlarge and a potion of alter self.

ACTIVITY

While the Eye often performs plays, musicals, and vari-
ety shows written specifically to appeal to the halflings,
gnomes, and dwarves who make up their regular audi-
ence, it rotates these with classics shared with the human-
dominated theaters as well. No matter the show, all seats
are always 1 gp.

HOOKS

e During a performance, a carefully positioned dispel
magic causes problems on stage. Some injuries result,
but luckily no deaths. Rolof asks the PCs to help inves-
tigate whether this was just a prank, or a more serious
effort to undermine the theater.

e Humanoids wanting access to some of the more sensi-
tive areas of the city (perhaps the Cruelty gnolls; loca-
tion B24) have threatened to reveal Otus’ secret unless
he agrees to help their plans during his next command
performance. Other humanoids want to out him to
show the ridiculous nature of the Laws of the Revel, and
push for its repeal. If the secret gets out, it could cause
the Eye of the Beholder to be closed permanently. Otus
hires the PCs to get him out of this situation without
destroying anyone’s careers.

Cl4. THE SILVER THROAT MUSIC HALL

This simple whitewashed hall is marked by a painted
yellow birdie with musical notes flying from its mouth
next to the double-doors near the building’s northeastern
corner. The interior consists of one long room open to the
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fters, with a simple raised stage at one end near the door.
The rest of the room is filled with four foot square tables
- and chairs. On the other end of the room, to one side, is an
attached kitchen and bar.

Just because the denizens of the Entertainment District
are not generally welcome in the nobles’ exclusive Opera
House doesn't mean they can't enjoying the efforts of that
institution. That was the thought that brought a second
son of a noble family named Guy Eastlands (Ari3) together
with a commoner bard named Tameka Gloria (Brd10) to
create the Silver Throat, which was designed to produce
shamelessly ribald — and wickedly accurate — parodies
of those very shows (just ask the nobles who frequent both
venues). Their repertoire has expanded in the decades
since its founding, and now includes original song and
dance variety acts as well as comedy improvisation. The
format has evolved as well, for when the Throats were
renting space at the Horn Theater (location C10) their
monthly shows used that stage’s setup in straightforward
parallel to that of the opera.

After purchasing their current performing space,
the Throats broke down the normally rigid separation
between performer and audience, and nightly perfor-
mances in an informal dinner theater atmosphere became
the norm. Shows cost the price of the meal plus 5 sp, and
start promptly. Those coming in late have to walk past the
stage. Not only are these latecomers heckled, but they are
often grabbed or pulled onstage and incorporated in to the
latest number. Built for fun, rather than profit, the hall’s
meager earnings are collected by Eastland’s accountant
each morning, with most of the proceeds being reinvested
into the productions.

CI5. RUBY’S REST BOARDINGHOUSE
Made of cast brick and cheaper masonry than other build-
ings nearby, this three-story structure shows signs of age
and wear. One of the few buildings in the southwest sec-
tion of the district to survive the flames of the humanoid
invasion, Ruby's has been a fixture here since the area’s
earliest freewheeling days. Reasonable rates of 1 sp per
week for a spare but clean bed and breakfast keeps Ruby’s
perpetually near its twenty-boarder capacity. The current
proprietor, a retired human acrobat named Rudy (Exp3)
— his name causes confusion sometimes — also provides
informal referrals to help boarders land jobs, or match
fresh arrivals with seasoned mentors. Rudy keeps a lock-
box (successful DC 12 Open Lock check to pick) under his
kitchen cupboard, but it never contains more than 10 gp.

CI0, CATS® ALLEY

This area has one of the most apt names in the entire city.
Cats (as per the Monster Manual) everywhere congregate
in the narrow alley behind Ruby'’s Rest (location C15)
— drawn by the distribution of scraps from the kitchen
— to fight, serenade, and make little cats. They do so in

significant enough numbers to nearly qualify as their own
show. Unfortunately, at the sound of a human voice in
song, long years of begging outside of Ruby's kicks in, and
the cats expect to be fed scraps from any passerby while
the song continues. If they are not fed, they begin their
own serenade of sharp hisses and the painfully loud yelps
of a cat on the prowl. A few down-on-their-luck citizens
occasionally go a little stir crazy and come here to sit and
stare at the cats. Their presence is probably the origin of a
local story, concerning a cat lover ghost who doesn't take
kindly to anyone messing with her cats. This confluence
of people lends the area to clandestine meetings, at least
some of which may be of some interest to the Mirror
Guard.

CI7. CLOAK AND GOWN
COSTUME SHODP

The storefront here is a colorfully painted mural
depicting a parade of fools and harlequins. Inside,
a pair of tailors wait to fit each customer exactly,
while long rows of coats, cloaks, pantaloons and
footwear lie just beyond the main foyer. Six appren-
tice tailors scurry through the forest of costumes,
following a complicated routine to select the right
costume for their patrons.

The Cloak and Gown provides appropriate clothes for
theatrical performances, as well as a wide variety of non-
theatrical events. The staggering number of religions in
the city means that any number of festivals, parades, and
celebrations might be going on at any time. Nobles rou-
tinely hold masquerade balls, and the number of theater
companies operating in the city numbers in the dozens.
The Cloak and Gown is here for all of the, providing out-
fits of every sort for nearly every conceivable occasion.

RESIDENTS

The shop’s particular specialty is masks: the owner, Exiart
Riverbottom, can transform a simple piece of papier mdche
into stunning visages of rooks, demons, and wild animals.
Each is a one-of-a-kind creation, and most are worn only
once before being set aside forever. Riverbottom has even
consulted illusionists for his most expensive pieces, imbu-
ing them with magic that allows them to vanish in a show-
er of gold at the moment of unmasking. Costume jewelry
is another favorite of his, and many of the shop’ pieces are
practically indistinguishable from the real thing.

Exiart Riverbottom: Exp6.

Apprentice Tailors (6): Exp2.
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The premises has a few genuine magic items amid
its false grandeur, including two cloaks of charisma
+2 and a cloak of arachnida. These may be rented as
normal, but cost 2 gp each per night and are intend-
ed for frivolous (i.e., low-risk) use. The costume
jewelry is worthless, but can appear quite valuable.
It takes an successful DC 15 Appraise check to spot
their actual worth; failure indicates that the viewer
has been fooled into thinking each given item to be
worth anywhere from 100 to 1,000 gp.

CI8. THE FORGOTTEN PACK

ACTIVITY

So effective are the shop’s masquerades that they are often
used by those with less frivolous goals. Spies and thieves
hoping to disguise their origins have been known to
frequent the Cloak and Gown, purchasing outfits which
allow them to blend in to their targets’ household or
entourage. They are difficult to separate from the normal
patrons, however, and Riverbottom and his employees
rarely think to ask questions.

Costume rental costs anywhere from 5 cp to 1 gp per
night, depending on how much preparation is entailed.
Masks are for sale only; 2 sp is the price for most, though
the most expensive can cost upwards of 50 gp. Any cus-
tom jobs (i.e., those requiring a very specific look) must
be made several days in advance so that Riverbottom and
his tailors can prepare it.

HOOKS

e A piece of jewelry from the shop has been swapped in
place of a similar item worth many hundreds of gold
pieces. Riverbottom has been indicted in the crime. He
begs the PCs to find the stolen jewelry and clear his
name.

e The trail of an assassin leads to the shop on the eve of an
important holy day. He purchased a costume in order
to blend in with the worshippers at a large public ritual
and get closer to his target. Riverbottom remembers
the assassin, but states that six other people rented
nearly identical costumes (depicting a famous icon of
the religion). The PCs will need to track down all seven
if they hope to uncover the killer before he strikes.

e A Sir Xavier Dudgeon (location E5) is throwing a mas-
querade ball, with a valuable prize to be given to the
most daring costume in attendance. The PCs need the
prize for reasons of their own (perhaps it is the vital
clue to an important treasure); once they have come up
with costume ideas, they must turn to the Cloak and
Gown to deliver them.

e The PCs need the services of the Cloak and Gown
(possibly for the adventure hook directly above), but
Riverbottom is overwhelmed with requests. He's will-
ing to give the PCs priority... if they help him out with
a little task first. There's a particularly rare style of cloth,
which some say has magical properties. If the PCs were

CI9. PORTALS Of PDERIL

to find a bolt for him, he would return the favor.

A downscale competitor to the venerable Cloak and Gown
(location C17), the Pack specializes in exotic odds and
ends left behind by traveling shows, carnivals and visitors
to the district. After every performance in the Fairgrounds
(see location C8), several children scour the area looking
for possible gold among the dross. Items such as broken
bow shafts, knives with the point missing, or stained
cloaks and other clothing are brought before the leader
of the Pack, Janina Spar (Rog2), who examines each item
carefully before paying a fair price or rejecting it. She
keeps a reserve of 35 gp in a locked cabinet (successful
DC 18 Open Lock check to pick) to finance these deals.
Having had to do repairs on many of the items so salvaged
(some of them previously magical, for those who want a
leg up on item creation), Janina has recently branched out
to doing item repairs and alterations. For this task, she has
hired on two new employees, Dewitt (Exp2) and Claudio
(Exp1). For those who inquire, the Pack also serves as a
pawn shop of last resort, with the understanding that any
items that can be sold, will be.

Despite the melodramatic name, this establishment —
still in development — promises “magical gates” that
lead to adventures safe enough for city-bred thrill-seekers
who want to sleep warm in their own beds tonight. This
warehouse has had dozens of doors recently added all the
way around, but there’s nothing magical about them. They
simply lead into
subdivided

areas of the
warehouse.
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RESIDENTS

The proprietor, a dwarf named Roal Hammerhand, is a
retired hunter who likes to stay current on the habits and
populations of the great beasts, so that he can get their
poses and their diorama environments just right. He
works constantly to update the collection with the new
and the exotic; the shop is closed regularly for a day on
the weekend as a handful of exhibits are returned to the
warehouse across the street, and the new attractions (or
not-so-recently-recycled ones) are wheeled in.

Since retiring from adventuring fifteen years ago,
Hammerhand has relied on friends and contacts to supply
him with new creatures, as well as replacements for those
to whom the years have been unkind. He used to treat,
gut and stuff all of his own trophies in a workshop at the
warehouse, with varying degrees of success. Six years ago
he hired an assistant, a taxidermist named Pratt Beavers,
who improved the quality of the exhibits greatly.

The fact that Pratt Beavers is the nephew of the cur-
rent Games Master, Geoffrey Beavers (location C5), may
have had nothing to do with his hiring, but it has helped

C20. ROAL’S GENUINE MONSTERS Hammerhand get out of a few predicaments. Never a
cheerful fellow, Hammerhand didn't react kindly when
a gang of kids started harassing him a few years back.
Suspecting they would try to damage his collection, he

me locales are still being built, but from those already
completed, this business looks to provide cheap and
safe thrills by replicating dungeons or other wilderness
environment. When completed, it will pit the custom-
ers against mock challenges, including sparing with
actors and attacking and destroying stuffed monsters.
The stuffed monsters tip the hand of the operation’s secret
bankroller — Roal's Genuine Monsters (location C20)
— and clearly Roal has found another use for his old,
worn out stock. While Roal is happy to pawn off his left-
overs as challenging opponents for ersatz dungeoneers,
the man he’s hired to run the attraction has loftier goals.
Aldo Sladek (War2) plans to add a variety of encounters
building on the dungeon settings, such as an artificial
mountain cliff to climb to reach the dungeon, and puzzles
within a trapped lair to out-think rather than to fight. His
goal is to provide low-level adventurers with opportuni-
ties for training or potential employment, either as mock
opponents or to restock the various encounters with non-
lethal (and non-stuffed) creatures.

This ramshackle wooden building would appear
to be in severe disrepair and possibly abandoned,
were it not for the sign proclaiming, “Here There be
Monsters!”, the formidable-looking bars on all win-
dows, and the iron clad door that remains closed
except when customers step up to take a look. The
gloomy interior offers a shadowy glimpse of the
figures lurking within, though a tantalizing paw of
a giant cat or the furry beak of a hybrid beast are
strategically placed in the limited light to entice the/
hesitant viewer. /
/
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Roals bills itself as the safe way to view the
wild... stuffed and mounted in a poor facsimile of
its environment. Set up like a good old-fashioned
haunted house, this attraction uses stuffed animals
and monsters of all descriptions. The bars are for
show only, as none of the exhibits are alive to break
out, and the bars themselves are simply wooden rods
painted a glossy black. Other than the light streaming
through the door when open, there does not appear to
be much illumination inside. The windows are boarded
up, and the torches and candlelight used throughout the
interior gives an eerie quality to the stuffed creatures: the
flickering flame gives the illusion of movement where
there should be none. The creatures on display here
range from mundane bears and wolves, to more ferocious
creatures such as umber hulks and rust monsters. The
piece de vesistance is a small hydra, its six snapping beaks
frozen in a moment of attack. The management has been
experimenting with sound-producing spells to make the
creatures seem more lifelike.
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booby-trapped an open entrance with lethal force, which
maimed one of the ruffians caught sneaking in for a peek.
Hammerhand was forced to remove the traps, but suffered
no other punishment. Without the quiet support of the
Games Master, the stunt likely would have landed him in
the arms of the Civic Guard.

Roal Hammerhand: Dwarf Ftr7/Rog5.

Pratt Beavers: Exp4.

Hammerhand keeps his wealth in a portable hole
stuffed in the bottom of his left boot. It holds 4,000
gp and gems worth an additional 5,000 gp. It also
holds his plate armor, and a dwarven thrower from
his adventuring days. He wears an amulet of natural
armor +2 and keeps 7 gp in a money belt as a decoy
for potential thieves.

ACTIVITY

For 5 sp, an individual is allowed in to walk around, read
the brief placards near each figure, and even touch exhib-
its (lightly) to experience the real textures of the creatures
personally. After feeling the downy texture of the feath-
ers of an owlbear, or the rough scales of a harpy’s taloned
feet, customers who have never left the city often feel a
connection to the wild that draws them back when the
next exhibit is ready. For an additional 3 gp per person,
Hammerhand will take them on a guided tour of the
exhibits, relating personal recollections and anecdotes
about the animals. While the creature facts are accurate,
the stories are a trifle stretched.

HOOKS

»The PCs hear that Hammerhand is looking to expand his
collection to display examples of the undead. If they can
get their hands on any... dead undead, Hammerhand
will make them a good offer. Helll purchase other crea-
tures, too, though on the cheap.

e A source of controversy is the fact that Hammerhand
stuffs and mounts intelligent, social monsters as well as
the brainless type. That choice returns to bite him when
an angry lizardfolk comes looking for his clutchmate.
Hammerhand hires the PCs for protection from an
unspecified enemy.

e Matusiel's Menagerie (location K6) loses animals
to neglect, sickness or even age from time to time,
which would seem to provide an ample resource for
Hammerhand to exploit. However, Matusiel can’t stand
him and refuses to have anything to do with him. He
wants the PCs to masquerade as buyers for him. In
addition to bankrolling the purchases, Roal will pay the
characters between 1-10 gp for each animal, depend-
ing on the type. He tries to keep secret the fact he is
starting a side venture selling the leftovers to wizards,
alchemists, and even restaurants.

Cz21. THE BARDIC HALL

This huge complex composed of several differ-
ent edifices built next to one another dominates
this area of the district. Each part of the building
merges together with at least one other, forming
a strange looking, yet elegant landmark. In front
of this impressive structure lies a wide garden of
small evergreen trees. A wide basin filled with water
stands in the midst of them, and in the middle of it
is a wide stone sign that reads, “The Bardic Hall.”

Once a small and very simple tavern, this place gradually
grew to its present size over the course of several gen-
erations. It now doubles as the guildhouse for the city’s
Entertainers Guild. A wide variety of entertainers come
here to pass time, swap information, and trade materials
with each other.

RESIDENTS
The Bardic Hall attracts all sorts of artists and entertain-
ers, not just bards. The Treevheim family (see location
L17) owns 50% of the tavern and the real estate, while
three other rich noble families own the other half. They
leave the institution in the care of a trusted manager
named Boratios, who spent several years working for the
Treevheim before being offered his current job. Known for
his good humor, Boratios likes to keep himself informed
of what goes on in the city's art scene. Because many per-
formers come to the Bardic Hall to meet others of their
kind — and on occasion begin to perform on a whim
— Boratios knows many young promising talents. He has
a side deal with the Oana’s School of Smiles (location C4),
which pays him a good sum of money for each new talent
he brings to the organization. Boratios also has contacts
with a number of expert barkeeps, serving maids, and inn-
keepers, who can help those who gather here find work.
The Hall itself still serves as an tavern of sorts, and wine
and spirits are available for those who ask. A quartet of
bouncers provide security, though they are rarely needed.

Boratios: Exp11.
Bouncer (4): War4.

Entertainer/”Student” (15): Exp1.

Aside from a great selection of ale and wines, and
a locked safe with approximately 300 gp in it, there
is little of value at the Bardic Hall, save for what the
patrons of the place carry.
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The Bardic Hall attracts many sorts of people, and thus
is one of the best places in the city to meet adventurers,
artists, and artisans. Bards abound at the Hall, and per-
formers begin to play, sing, dance, or act on a whim many
times during a single evening. Thus entertainment fills
the place, even though none of these men and women
are actually hired (or paid) to do so. Anyone who wishes
to impress his peers with his performance or knowledge
would do well to visit the Bardic Hall.

HOOKS

e A bard with a twisted sense of humor heard about the
PCs’ deeds and decided to write a song about them.,
The song, however, is a satire that makes the PCs look
like buffoons who were fortunate enough to escape
their adventures with their heads still attached to their
necks. The chantey quickly became a popular song at
the Bardic Hall, and the PCs are the unwilling laughing
stock of the place. How will they correct this problem
and restore their reputation? Will they play along? Will
they confront the song’s composer? Will they challenge
those who sing it?

Czz., THE DANCING BONES

The main entrance to this tavern and fortune hall opens
into the public wagering area. Innocuous games of chance
are in public view, with card and dice games preeminently
situated, forcing visitors to pass several tables before
reaching the bar at the far end. The entrance to a private
gaming room is visible past the bar. This passage to the
other wing is guarded by a large brute of a man known
only as Leopold (War4). Leopolds job is to protect the
owners’ office and the strongbox full of proceeds (success-
ful DC 15 Open Lock check to pick) therein.

Originally called the Lucky Break, this establishment’s
current name derives from a skull and pair of arm bones
on a shelf over the bar. Whenever a customer (or the
house) cheats, the bones start bobbing up and down for
several minutes, the teeth chattering as the jaw falls open
and slams shut. The bones belonged to a partner of the
original owners, and his surviving partners had them
installed here as a deterrent when they first discovered
this strange habit. The current owners, a pair of halflings
named Ferd and Jam (Halfling Rog5 and Halfling Ftre,
respectively), removed the grisly ornaments when they
arrived on the scene. The bones were brought back to
their permanent resting spot when tests showed that as
long as the house followed their own posted rules and ran
honest games, the bones remained silent for them. And it
always caught the customers.

C23. HOUSE Of fFULFILLMENT

This edifice looks out of place in the district, being
built of the same materials and with the same craft
and sensibilities as one might find in the more
expensive areas in the city, such as the Nobles or
Spire Districts. A fine slate-tiled roof protects the
three-story wood structure, and the two story-tall
double-doors lend the impression of a meeting
hall, temple or some other public place. On a sign
attached to the wall near the front door are a num-
ber of holy symbols from a variety of deities, all of
which fall under the heading of personal relations
(love, sex, friendship, etc.). All of which belies the
fact that it sits in the heart of the city's red light
district.

Within the doors is an enormous foyer setup like
a chapel. Rows of seats begin a few yards into the
room, facing the gigantic hearth on the opposite
wall which is itself surrounded by a number of
equidistant altars. The side walls are covered with
deep red drapes that can be pulled back to reveal
a number of windows. Over the hearth, and cover-
ing the stone facade of the wall all the way up, are
a series of paintings representing the deities wor-
shiped here. Some are actual portraits, while others
are merely symbolic of the powers involved.

Two hallways on either side of the hearth lead fur-
ther into the house. The left is brightly lit and obvi-
ously leading to a number of smaller chambers,
and the right is only dimly so with only a few of the
nearby doors visible. These worship chambers are
little larger than a closet, holding a simple bed, a
plain altar, and a donation box on the wall. The two
corridors are joined by a third, connected to a series
of richly-appointed larger chambers, with wider silk-
covered beds filled with the softest down, carpeted
floors, and gilded altars. A wide staircase leads up
to the living quarters on the second floor, and the
meeting rooms and common areas such as the
kitchen on the third.

This unique institution is run by priests of the love deities
of the various races, as well as the cults of other deities
with similar spheres of influence. Both a practical bordello
and an active temple, the rules of both are dictated by the
tenets of the various gods involved; while not segregated
by race, the priests’ practices vary by the exact deity wor-
shipped. While this can be complicated, the participants
long ago agreed to err on the side of tolerance when it
came to the consensual beliefs involved. In that spirit, the
priests here form an informal council to govern the House
themselves, since no one priesthood receives preference
or privilege.
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RESIDENTS

Leadership of the House passes yearly from sect to sect;
the current Head of House is Aronus Fadi, a human priest
of the goddess of love. His lieutenants on the House
Council are Telinta Rinain, an half-elven priestess of the
god of pain, and Hikara Valade, a halfling priestess of the
goddess of fertility. It is their responsibility to set the
agenda and schedules for worship throughout the year.
Since not all of the priests here have the support of their
greater congregations, the House Council also has the
duty to see to the well-being of all those practicing within
these halls. It does this by promoting a camaraderie
among all the sects, so that inside this building they are
all members of the same family. At the same time, it puts
a strain on the House's relations to their parent churches,
which limits the amount of financial support they receive
as well.

Of the twenty priests running the House, nearly a
third came here not because of the accepted practices
of their church, but because they felt an inner calling
from their deity to do this kind of work. The priesthoods
losing them to the House do not always agree with this
calling, and challenge the right of the House to accept
them. When this happens, a trial takes place, wherein the

Council hears arguments from the \ \
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sect, and uses magical means N Y
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to determine if the priest
is truly on a path set by
their god. Since

the Council has turned down applications to join in
past, most sects grudgingly accept its outcome. If the
priest is accepted, the former sect may demand a portion
of the money he or she brings in as recompense.

While this further limits the prosperity of the House,
in practice it does not impact the operation at all. There
is never a lack of worshippers willing to contribute dona-
tions, and the priesthood here lives quite well.

Aronus Fadi: Clr5.

Telinta Rinain: Half-elf Clr6.
Hikara Valade: Halfling Clr3.
Typical Priest (20): Clr2.

Every week, a group of five priests takes the pro-
ceeds (700-1,000 gp) to deposit within the City
Treasury (location 13), as well as tithing to the indi-
vidual temples to which the priests of the House
belong. An amount of 1,000 gp is kept on hand, in a
locked chest built into the Council table on the third
floor (successful DC 12 Search check to discover,
successful DC 20 Open Lock check to pick and pro-
tected by a glyph of warding which strikes anyone not
saying the passphrase with the blinding sickness, as
per the Dungeon Master's Guide. In addition, a cache
of healing magic is kept in the chest: Five potions of
healing, a scroll of three cure serious wounds spells,
and another of three remove disease spells.

ACTIVITY
Traditional worship takes place in the
front hall on most holy days and regu-
larly throughout the week. A schedule
posted inside gives specifics for the
current month. The brothel is open
at all hours, and simply involves
checking in at the desk to the
left of the rows of seats in the
front hall. The priests and priest-
esses participate in both activi-
ties. Worshippers of a particular
deity can wait here until a priest
of their denomination is avail-
able. Otherwise, if the worship-
per doesn't have a preference as to
which denomination is involved,
the attendant at the desk will offer
up those priests then available, explain-
ing some of the differences in styles
and tastes. Not all priesthoods will accept
worshippers of a different (or no) faith, but

many will.
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s ‘Assuming a choice can be made, a fee is collected up
front (always 20 gp), and the worshipper is escorted to the
priest’s room. Once introductions have been made, the
priest negotiates with the worshipper for the second part
of the fee, which remains the priest’s (or is tithed away, in
part). Typically this can range from 5 gp to over 50 gp, and
is deposited in the donations box on the wall.

HOOKS

e A city vestal/cleric of a virgin goddess is defecting to
new a priesthood and is joining the House. The old sect
hires the PCs to bring her back before a trial is called,
because they are sure they will lose.

e A pair of betrothed priests split when one goes to join
the House. But just as suddenly as he left, he returns
to his home congregation again. The House hires the
PCs to find out why. Did he change his mind volun-
tarily? He didn't; he is actually under the influence of
a spell. But was it placed by the old church, or by his
betrothed?

C24. THE MASQUER’S REVEL

Most brothels offer a measure of discretion to their clien-
tele, but this two-story brick business adds a new dimen-
sion by mandating that every face in the house — patron
and staff alike — be disguised. Expert assistance — magi-
cal or mundane, sophistication commensurate with price
— is provided to any client who arrives in his natural
face. The brothel has a standing order with the Cloak and
Gown (location C17) to provide any spare masks which
they may need. The result is a continual masquerade ball,
with patrons dancing and drinking in the foyer, the first
floor parlors, the wrought iron balconies, and the private
rooms above. The courtesans constantly flit in and out of
the party, recognizable in the multi-colored, skin-tight,
full face masks which they never remove, even outside
of the brothel.

A customer enjoys the party until the escort of his
choice is available, and the two go up to the rooms above.
The visit costs the customer 15 gp per ten minutes of
time, and there is no rush. The party is always waiting,
and the drinks, while expensive, are never watered down.
Some clients come just for the party, which is why the
Revel mandates a cover charge of 10 gp, (the first ten
minutes of escort time are discounted to 5 gp).

Behind the party lies one of the district’s darkest secrets:
The original staff were indentured or outright slaves, who
long ago turned the tables on the establishment’s owners.
The owners are now trapped in the guises of the harlots
and gigolos they mistreated. Their masks cannot be
removed,; it contains their souls and facilitates the magic
which now forces them to act as the slaves they once mis-
treated. Most of the slaves went back to their former lives,
but a few remained to continue the business, including
the foreign sorcerer, Rico Dubyk (Sor8) who learned the
secret of the masks and led the quiet revolt. They keep a

low profile, but there are a few leftover masks — mixed
in among the mundane creations of the Cloak and Gown
—which embody programmed polymorph, mind-altering,
and suggestion magics. For the right price, the Revel will
wreak similar justice on an unsuspecting client.

C25. HEART’S DESIRE

The shape of this house is said to vary according to
the mood of its owner and the expectations of a big
client. In all guises it is a large, three-story building
filled with the sounds of activity. Typically reminis-
cent of the big, expansive mansions of a type most
commonly found in the Nobles District, the marble
columns in front are part of a facade that opens up
into a large white room with a fireplace to the right,
a woman at a desk to the left, and a wide spiraling
staircase up to a hallway balcony on the next floor,
and the spacious, luxurious rooms beyond.

Heart's Desire is an
etress uses magic
desires.

As its suggests,
upscale brothel. Its propri-
to satisfy its clients’

name




RESIDENTS

This house of ill repute actually has a very high reputa-
tion, due to the skills of proprietress, an elf wizard named
Nehanra Coppershine. Heart’s Desire makes no secret
that they use illusions, glamours, polymorph and other
magics. In reality, the jobs of the dozens of apparent staff
are actually filled by only five women and a few magical
constructs. Coppershine’s personal quarters and lab are
located on a penthouse built onto the roof. It is here that
she creates the wonders that bring her business to life,
such as a pair of unique flesh golems which can polymorph
self at her command.

Nehanra Coppershine: EIf Wiz16.
Courtesans (5): Com3.

Flesh Golems (2): As per the Monster Manual,
plus the polymorph self ability at 16th level 1/day.

Typical Similacrum: Rog3.

Nehanra Coppershine uses Leomund’s secret chest
to hold the Desire’s profits, amounting to 8,000
gp, as well as copies of her spellbooks, and a simi-
lacrum of the Guardian of the Coliseum, her fellow
member of the Court of Grins (location C?), who
guards this treasure. Nehanra keeps 30 gp secreted
among her robes, as well as the tiny replica chest
(50 gp) needed to summon her secret chest. She
wears a ring of wizardry IV, and a cape of the moun-
tebank.

ACTIVITY

It is said any request can be made and delivered on here.
The staff asks clients a series of pointed questions as to
the specifics of their fantasies, and are then treated to the
sight of several escorts matching these desires lining up
and down the staircase for inspection and the final choice.
The costs vary depending on the level of reality chosen.
Simple glamours can cost as little as 75 gp an hour, with
the more elaborate illusions and spells raising this into
the hundreds.

A non-advertised service — only available to repeat
clients who are generous with their spending — involves
making their ultimate desire as real as possible. For a
significant price (dependent on the difficulty involved),
Nehanra will create similacrum of a famous individual to
serve as a personal escort for the customer. Since this is
meant to be a private service, the customer must agree to
refrain from openly parading this new purchase out in the
open, and special contingency spells are placed on the con-
struct to insure his compliance. Fees are nonrefundable
if the copy is destroyed as a consequence of disregarding
these warnings, of course.

ENTERTAINMENT DI

HOOEKS

er materials to create a custom-ordered simulacru:
though she does not tell them why.

e A noble hires the PCs to discover why his wife has been
seen in two places at once. The trail leads to a rival who
purchased a similacrum of the noble’s wife. If found out,
the rival bribes the PCs to keep his secret.

¢ Coppershine hires the PCs to track down a missing sim-
ilacrum. It was ordered under false pretenses, modeled
on the client’s husband, rather than the hunk down the
street whom she claimed was the object of her desire.
The client killed her husband, planning to replace him
with a more pliant version. The new husband copy
awoke early, and left before the commands of obedience
were given. He plans to seek revenge on his “wife” and
resume his old life.

C26. THE DRYADS’ DEN

One of the more fanciful structures in the district, the
building itself looks like the hull of an old sailing ship,
cut in half and flipped upside down. This nautical theme
extends to the interior, from the wooden anchors set into
either side of the main doors, to the chandeliers made
from rudder wheels. With no proper windows in the main
hall, all light comes from those wheels. A bar sits off to the
right as you enter, with the kitchen just past it. Booths are
built into the bulkheads around the room, with tables scat-
tered throughout the open area. A large flatboat, flipped
upside down, serves as a small stage at the stern. A stairway
leads up to private rooms above.

The Dryad’s Den is a fancy-sounding name for a mod-
erately-priced (though colorful) feasthall and “resthouse.”
Here one can be served a fine meal, and catch a song
or dance routine, waited on by servers dressed as those
immortal ladies of the forest (in silk scarves and stitched
leaves and sometimes as mermaids, in tune with maritime
feast days and major turning points in the yearly tide).
There are escorts for later (ranging for 10-50 gp per hour),
each working out of a mythologically themed room.

The Den was built by a retired sea captain, Wilburn
Sharpe (Ftr3), partly with money from a friendly noble.
He followed his partner’s advice with regards to the name
of the establishment, but otherwise stayed with his own
vision of the decor. The partnership did not last long, but
fortunately Sharpe hired an excellent chef, and his own
connections secured the freshest and choicest seafood. It
has become traditional for some noble families to rent out
the hall for an all-night party when their newest member
comes of age.




. RENEW YOU

The bubbling pool near the entrance to this estab-
lishment seems to be filled day and night with
folks relaxing in the steaming waters. Surrounded
by carved columns and statues displaying stylized
representations of hands and well-proportioned
human bodies, the pool is shaded by a cloth roof
stretched between the upraised arms of the larg-
est. Attendants dressed in yellow silk robes stand
by with towels and cool drinks, while others escort
patrons into the thatch-roofed building apparently
made from mud and bamboo.

The open areaimmediately inside has animmense
open fire pit at the center, vented through a hanging
chimney, and surrounded by a number of low tables
and seat-pillows made from silks in one of the pri-
mary colors. To the left as you enter is the welcome
desk, staffed by exceptionally attractive specimens
of the three main races in green robes. To the right
are a series of locker rooms in which guests store
their clothing and change into the red silk robes
provided for them. To the back of the room is the
bar, tended by another group of the yellow-silked
employees, who take turns moving throughout the
room to serve those patrons not otherwise indulg-
ing the facilities.

A 7-foot silver statue of an open palmed hand
stands by the only other exit, a door just to the left
of the bar. The flames from the fire cause the light
to dance over the hand, which also flashes with
light at regular intervals. Upon a flash, one of the
green-silked greeters gathers up a waiting guest
and escorts him or her into one of the many small
rooms behind the door.

'WORLD’S LARGEST CITY

Poxon. Renew You was her brainchild; a way to turn away
from the harshness of her early life as a harlot and yet
still make money off of the hedonistic ways of her clients.
Poxon trains her employees in massage, using relaxation
techniques that she learned in foreign lands. She knew the
effect she wanted to achieve, and if what she needed didn’t
exist, she had it built.

Ela Poxon: Rog4.
Typical Masseuse (20): Com].
Bouncer (2): War3.

An office strongbox (successful DC 28 Open Lock
check to pick) in the back holds 230 gp, the rest
being deposited weekly with the accountants Ela
has employed since her courtesan days. She wears
a ring of warmth at all times.

Renew bills itself as the ultimate relaxation destination for
citizens of the city. Essentially, it is a massage parlor paired
with soothing mineral springs baths and a bar serving
specially created patent tonics as well as the usual alco-
holic fare. Massage is the extent of the services they offer
in the back rooms, though, as the establishment does not
have the necessary licenses to operate a brothel. They do
have reciprocal agreements and cross-promotions with the
Heart’s Desire (see location C25), and can shuttle a patron
there after their massage for an additional 1gp. Their stables
outside have two shuttered coaches for that purpose, or if
a customer wishes to be picked up and dropped off some-
where else. Such delivery service costs a minimum of 5 gp,
and total cost depends on the destination.

. RESIDENTS

A staff of twenty sees to the comfort of the guests and two
bouncers see to their safety. The staff are rotated through
the various positions of masseuse, bartender, waiter and
lifeguard/towel attendant by the whims of the owner, Ela

ACTEVITE

Clients register at the welcome desk, and choose what
‘rejuvenations” they wish to enjoy. For those just wishing
to lounge about the fire, a 1 gp cover charge will suffice,
and waitresses takes their orders to the bar. A dip in the
hot springs out front goes for 5 gp per hour, with a 5 sp
charge for towel and another 1 gp for robe rental. Those
wishing a masseuse get to choose among those available,
and what services to partake. Face and shoulder massages
run 1 gp for each fifteen minutes, while full body mas-
sages cost 1 gp for the same time and requires robe rental
as above. Adding warm mineral oil to the mix costs an
additional 1 gp. Additional services include manicures
(5 sp), pedicures (1 gp), and warm, smooth, oil-scented
stones (5 sp) to place between the fingers and toes during
the massage. For those who can't decide, a three hour pass
is available, giving the purchaser free access to all of these
services for 20 gp.

The bartender can mix a variety of house specials, which
are supposed to boost your strength or your immune sys-
tem while decreasing your spleen. These additives can be
added to any drink for a cost of 1 gp per booster. Ela Poxon
got the recipes from herbalists in her acquaintance, so
these special house blends may actually have a short-term
positive benefit (healing, attribute bonus, etc.). But they
also inflict a penalty to another complimentary stats/abili-
ties at the DM’s discretion.

HOOKS

o After repeated offers, one of the masseuses gives in to
the money and prostitutes herself to a regular client
during a session. The client is now blackmailing the
masseuse for continued sexual favors with the threat of
getting her fired or even shutting the business down.
The PCs are hired to help while keeping it quiet.
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e Renew You advertises that real mineral hot springs sup-
ply their pool. A disgruntled former employee knows
that it is really an ingenious steam heat exchange built
under the ground level, with minerals added by hand.
Ela Poxon hires the PCs to prevent him from exposing
this secret.

cz28. MOBE THAN REAL

This is one of the few towers in the district; the
stone construction sets it apart from other build-
ings nearby, as its individual blocks are fitted so
well as to be virtually seamless. Multiple windows
and three balconies dot the sides but no ground
entrances to the 50-foot tower can be seen; one
must enter via the wooden double-doors set in the
single story building attached to its southwestern
corner. The view into each of the twenty windows is
different from that of its neighbors. Even windows
that appear to connect to the same room invariably
show different activities being performed by a vary-
ing number of inhabitants. The vistas are generally
quite dynamic: a sword fight between a swashbuck-
ling swordsman and a dozen skeletal undead, or
a water elemental which interrupts its search of
the room to mimic the shape of the viewer, and so
on. A similar spectacle awaits those who open the
doors, up until they step over the threshold.

Once past the doors, the visions subside into an
entirely different, and rather mundane scene. The
first room is set up as a storefront, with shelves
along the walls holding representative paintings
of past effects, testimonials, and awards from the
theater community for the last 55 years. Behind the
counter across from the door sits a young elf in
blue-white robes, scribbling away in a large leather-
bound book.

Rayeron: EIf Wiz13.
Pangal: EIf Wiz8.
Olin: Wiz5.

Brenton: Wiz2.

Rayeron keeps the bulk of his money (5,000 gp), as
well as his spellbooks and magic item formulae in
a locked vault (successful DC 30 Open Lock check
to crack) secured with arcane lock and explosive
runes spells in the basement of his tower. He keeps
a lesser amount (200 gp) in a wall safe (success-
ful DC 22 Open Lock check to crack) in the annex,
which his apprentices can access for petty cash.
Also in the safe are four scrolls containing minor
illusions, two doses each of the potions enlarge
and alter self, and four bags of dust of illusion.

Rayeron keeps the sum of 30 gp in his robes, as
well as a hat of disguise, and a pearl of power (4th).
Pangal carries scrolls of major image x4, and alter
self x2. Olin keeps a pinch of dust of illusion on his
person at all times.

BESIDENTS

The tower belongs to Rayeron the wizard, who spe-
cializes in theatrical wonders.

Run by the human illusionist Rayeron along
with three apprentices (the elven Pangal, and
humans Olin and Brenton), this building serves

as a special effects shop for the various theaters

in the district. All of the companies in the city
know that Rayreon's tower is the place to get that
spectacular finale for your latest show. And they
do not play favorites among the businesses that hire
them. Rayeron doesn't accept commissions to “do a
better explosion than so-and-so had.” His apprentices
work with the buyers to detail a specific effect, so that
each new show has something unique, rather than just
flashier versions of something else.

ACTIVITY

The first-floor annex to the tower acts as a showroom for
the wizards’ services, with regularly refreshed programmed
images on all of the portals. An apprentice helps patrons
figure out what it is they wish to purchase, performing
additional examples if requested, and sets up an appoint-




ent with Rayeron should the effect warrant it. The
ower’s services are available to all, and the wizards may
- offer a small discount if it involves activities already in use
by the theaters. However, only established theater compa-
nies may ask the wizards to be on hand personally to cast
illusions at a performance. Not all of the theaters have
individuals capable of casting even minor scroll magics,
so the tower offers this service free of charge to them.
Since they specialize in illusion-based magic, the wiz-
ards sell scrolls of the minor illusions (1-4™ level), and
the potions enlarge, alter self, and various illusion spells
at the standard market rate. Other scrolls or higher-level
illusions are possible, but must be custom written, and
cost thrice the standard rate. No other potion types are
available here, though a few miscellaneous magics, such
as bags of dust of illusion or a hat of disguise, can also be pur-
chased at the higher rate. For a flat fee of 3,000 gp, Rayeron
will cast a programmed illusion anywhere within the city, as
long as doing so isn't prohibited by law.

ODRLD’S LARGEST CITY

In addition to creating minor magic effects and items
for performers, the wizards of the tower produce the
nightly sky light shows during festivals, holidays, and
private events. In fact, the Gestia family (location E6)
and the Lione family (location E7) have developed a small
feud over which of them can get the better light show for
the Founding ceremony each year. Every year they up the
bids to the tower to secure exclusive contracts, but so far
without success. Rayeron is happy to accommodate their
celebration plans, but only if it doesn't exclude other busi-
ness as a requirement.

In addition, More Than Real has been experimenting
with scrolls containing very specific programmed illu-
sions. One spell records live performances as a complex
formula, and they are attempting to create a second spell
to encode these into standard scroll format. The noble
bankrolling this isn't counting on the furor that will erupt
among the entertainment workers and their guild if this
plan comes to light. In addition, one of the apprentices,
Pangal, has been toying with combining the two steps
into a single master spell, hoping to cash in on the side.
Unfortunately his botched attempt has trapped a touring
group inside a scroll, a fact he is trying to keep secret.

Cz29. PLAYERS’ LIVERY

The smell as you approach this wide, low wooden
red and white building leaves no doubt as to its
purpose. These stables are set up along a wide,
open corridor in the center ending on either side in
two tall doors that swing outward. Along the corri-
dor on both side are dozens of stalls, ranging from
spacious enough to contain a harnessed carriage
on the ends, to barely large enough to hold a colt
in the center. Three wagons and a carriage are cur-
rently stored in the stalls at the western end, while
a nearby desk and stool serve as the office, and a
half-dozen of the smaller central stalls are used to
hold the feed. Of the rest of the stalls, a few are
empty, and the remainder are filled with horses of
various breeds, two donkeys and five mules, with
a small kennel of dogs thrown into the mix on the
eastern end of the stable.

As its name suggests, this establishment specializes in
keeping transport animals and beasts of burden needed
by entertainers. Surplus food and supplies are kept in the
loft above the stalls in the main stable, reached via a ladder
behind the coach, or one in the center stall on the south
side. There is also a storage area holding a pair of heavy
crossbows and bolts for emergencies.
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The livery currently belongs to a pair of human brothers,
Elijah and Barret Chen. Both are excellent horsemen, as
are their five stable hands — three humans, a half-elf, and
a halfling who takes care of the kennel. The brothers have
a room on the second floor of the stable, and all but one of
the stable hands (who is married and lives off-site), sleep
in the stalls near their charges. Barret has the best busi-
ness sense, and handles any special requests the customers
make.

Elijah and Barret Chen: Com5.
Stablehands (5): Com2.

Barret keeps a small sum (20 gp) in a locked drawer
of the office desk (successful DC 18 Open Lock
check to pick). The bulk of the profits are deposited
once a week, with nightly sums (50 -150 gp) kept in
a locked chest (successful DC 20 Open Lock check
to pick) in the brothers’ rooms.

ACTIVITY

While a full service stable, the Livery primarily serves the
needs of the plays and spectacles, providing that sense of
realism on stage or the horsepower needed to move sets.
Coaches or wagons may also be hired (1 gp/half-day per
horse with a deposit required, four times that amount with
drivers included) by private citizens who want to arrive at
their chosen attraction in style. The stable offers discount
rates for traveling outside the city walls (i.e., within the
Entertainment or Bazaar Districts), which avoids certain
regulatory fees within the city walls. The boarding of ani-
mals is a profitable sideline, as is the sale of dogs to nobles
and adventurers alike. A few riding dogs are available as
well, though they cost half again as much as the standard
prices (the Livery keeps them for use in the shows and
for their best halfling clients). Their reputation for taking
exemplary care of every animal under their roof ensures
that no stall stays vacant for long.

HOOKS

e The Chen brothers recruit PCs with riding skills to
drive additional coaches hired to fill the demand on a
festival day. The noble passengers make a point of being
condescending... until they are attacked by an armed
gang while between the districts, outside the walls.

C30. THE DANCING NEEDLE

This building is little more than a bright blue shack
with a wooden door whose top half swings open
independently of the bottom. When left open, a
countertop is revealed inside on the same level as
the lower half of the door. Within is a narrow room,
well lit from the many open windows and filled with
a dozen seamstresses, ranging in age from girls
to over old crones, sewing while sitting amid piles
of cloth pieces and discards. In addition, shelves
crowd into even the tiniest space, lined with the raw
materials of dress making such as bolts of cloth,
and thread spools and needles in various shapes,
sizes and colors. A doorway in the far wall leads to
a darkened back room. From here, the sounds of
hammering and the slicing of cloth can be heard.
The area behind the shack been cleared out around
the back door, and surrounded by large wooden
barrels. Though their markings indicate they once
held wine, beer, or even water, the traces of color
spotting them and the spaces around them sug-
gests they are now used to create the colors of the
cloth sewn within.

The Dancing Needle is a seamstress’ shop known for offer-
ing unbeatable value for the price.

BESIDENTS

The owner/organizer of this endeavor is a spry octogenar-
ian known as Mother Jasper. She has run the place for
over 40 years, having previously worked for a defunct
theatre company, and (briefly) for Cloak and Gown (loca-
tion C17). Pressured by Exiart Riverbottom to share
some of the dyeing techniques shed developed over the
years, Mother Jasper decided to strike off on her own. She
started the Dancing Needle to compete directly with the
Cloak and Gown, as well as make dresses for middling-
highborn ladies looking for top quality at a reasonable
price. But over the years a new mission has developed: to
provide an alternative way of life for starry-eyed girls who
don't make it on the stage. While Mother Jasper is the only
person living here on a regular basis, it isnt uncommon
for a stray girl or two to stay on the cots in the backroom,
whether they accept her offer of training in a new profes-
sion or not. By offering them shelter and work, Mother
Jasper keeps them from the clutches of far less savory
professions.

Mother Jasper charges less than what her work could
bring on the open market, but she does what she does for
the love of the work. And while her body has begun to
betray her, at her age she’s still nimble enough to continue §
her work with dyes and colors. As a result, there is seldom
more than a pittance on hand, though her work has gar-
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d open accounts at many of her suppliers, which are
- sometimes paid by bartering new clothing or repairs.
~ One of the ways she keeps costs down is to allow her
patrons to supply the raw materials, while she keeps any
leftover to apply to other projects. The back workroom is
packed with as many shelves as the front, all bursting with
cloth gathered over the past four decades.

Mother Jasper: Exp7.

Typical Seamstress (12): Exp2.

working like the spell keen edge cast at 6th level. The
effect only works on these blades; other blades placed
in the scabbard receive no benefit.

C?. COURT Of GRINS

The sole treasure in this place is 20 gp, kept in a
wrapped bolt of cloth on the shelves. The rest goes
to operating expenses and to pay the girls. In addi-
tion, a pair of matched scimitars hanging in their
sheathes in the back room. They were a gift from a
satisfied customer from a traveling show many years
ago; Mother Jasper has found nothing better with
which to cut delicate silks than their clean edge.

ACTIVITY
The shop is open from dawn to dusk, and many girls work
late into the evening as well. Mother Jasper tries not to
overburden them, but most have come to adore her and
will do anything to help the shop out as they can.

HOOKS

e Mother Jasper’s habit of reusing material, and her own
faulty memory, has gotten her into trouble. A noble
matron has purchased a gown for her daughter’s cotil-
lion. Unfortunately the lace involved in its construc-
tion is the same as that used two decades ago for a dress
commissioned by the matron’s rival, who will take great
pleasure in revealing her own daughter in that dress at
the ball to embarrass the matron. At a loss for how to
remedy the situation without damaging her business’
reputation, a coalition of Mother Jasper’s suppliers hire
the PCs to keep this from happening, and to keep it
quiet. Whether this involves switching out the new
dress, switching out the old one, or just preventing the
rival's daughter from reaching the party, the situation
is complicated by the fact that both daughters have a
thing for bad boys. .. as personified by one of the PCs.

o A foreigner approaches the PCs for help. He is seeking
to recover the scimitars hanging in the shop. They are
symbol of his royal family and stolen property — the
thief who gave them to Mother Jasper pilfered them
from a cousin to the Caliph of his land. He has unsuc-
cessfully bargained for their return, and was warned by
the Civic Guard when he negotiated too aggressively.
He has obtained a pair of similar scimitars and needs
the PCs to make the exchange while he affords him-
self an alibi. His story checks out, but the scimitars he
seeks to recover are actually magical, with the scabbards

Children are always the first to find the Court of
Grins. If you seek it, just follow the peals of laugh-
ter. Every day a different area in the district is tar-
geted by the Court, which is not a single location
but rather a floating institution. If there is a set
pattern to its wanderings, none understand it save
the entertainers who sit on it.

This district-wide show involves puppets, acro-
bats, storytellers, mimes... and of course, clowns.
As it varies its location from day to day, the Court
is constantly reinventing itself and can be the high-
light of any child’s visit to the district. No matter its
current form, it can always be distinguished from
the random groupings of street performers by the
master of ceremonies, a head clown with distinc-
tive make-up (yellow half-happy, blue half-sad) and
wearing a black-and-white checkered jumpsuit.

The Court concentrates its attention on entertaining the
children, since this also guarantees a bigger audience
in general. That is not to say the performers neglect the
adults, especially the parents, as silliness involving them
is one good way to keep the kids giggling. The gags often
come at the expense of the adults, leaving them with an
itching powder-filled shirt or boots tied together. When
interacting directly with the children, it is the performer
himself, or one of his cohorts, who gets the pie in the face.

BESIDENTS

The head clown, known only as the Serene Smile, orches-
trates every performance, calling up acts with a wave of a
hand, and reaching into the audience to select a volunteer
when needed. Repeat (or possibly observant) viewers will
note that under the makeup, the person playing the Serene
Smile changes from day to day. So does the makeup of the
Court itself, as some acts fall out of the fold and new ones
spring up to take their place. One day the Smile could be
a human male, the next an elf, while on a third a female
halfling is playing the role. No matter the person playing
it, the persona remains the same: playing up the emotion
depicted on whichever side of the face is directed at the
audience. And regardless of who it is, the rest of perform-
ers take their cue from him or her.

The Serene Smile directs the show solely by gestures,
without making a sound. That description doesn't apply
to the others, however, as they tumble around making
cartwheels or producing Coliseum tokens from behind
a childs ear. Some never seem to shut up. Those are the
storytellers, spinning yarns spanning from ancient myths
to the discovery of the Spire to current urban legends.
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That is all commonly known, and believed. .. but there is
another, darker side to the Court. This twisted version actu-
ally came first, and now performs in parallel to its light-
hearted cousin. This primordial incarnation is the seat of
the district’s underground justice system, conducted as far
from the eyes of city law as the crimes it punishes. This
judicial Court of Grins doesn't necessarily meet daily, as the
other does. Rather it is called into being when events war-
rant it, and the Tumbler Troops have a criminal in custody.

The Court’s make up varies each time it convenes: it is
compos ed of five randomly selected Tumbler Troops and
a permanent body of four prominent district individuals.
Magic is used to notify those selected of when and where
to meet, and they are expected to make time for it unless
doing so would compromise the group’s secrecy. When a
selected Court member, even a standing member, cannot
appear, another Tumbler is summoned as a replacement.

The permanent standing members serve until th
resign, save for the Commander of the Mirror Guard,
who automatically passes the position on if replaced.
Selected by the other permanent members whenever a
gap in their numbers appears, a new Court member is
thoroughly screened to make sure no philosophical dif-
ficulties will arise while sentencing offenders. In addition
to the Commander of Masks, the standing members cur-
rently include the owner of the Heart’s Desire, Nehanra
Coppershine (see location C25), the Guardian of the
Coliseum, Garrick Jeth (see location C1), and manager of
the Eye of the Beholder theater, Rolof Goodfeast (see loca-
tion C13). All standing members of the Court are expected
to use their positions, powers, and abilities to uphold the
strict ideals of justice that the Court espouses, and to main-
tain its secrecy above all.

Typical Tumbler Troop (5): Rog2/Exp].

The Serene Smile: As appropriate.

Tumbler Troops are always on the lookout for injustice,
but when they are “on duty” they wear padded armor,
and carry saps, as well as any other weapons they
might normally carry. One member of the team carries
masterwork manacles, while two others have tangle-
foot bags. They also carry a supply of 10 gp apiece to
bribe onlookers, or pay for accidental damages.

ACTIVITY

Those brought before the hidden Court have a chance to
explain themselves, though the circumstances of their
capture generally weighs heavily against them. When
guilt is in doubt, or in cases where death is a possible
punishment, the Court uses magical means to determine
the truth. If found guilty by a majority of the Court, the
defendant receives an appropriate punishment, decided
upon and enforced through a variety of means such as the
spells mark of judgment, hypnosis, or even a geas/quest. If the
sentence is not lethal, modify memory is used to remove
specific knowledge of the Court and trial, leaving just the
aftereffects of the judgment. On a capital sentence, one of
the Court is tasked with delivering the fatal cut: a charac-
teristic sliced throat from ear to ear.

First performed in conjunction with the vigilante ver-
sion, the floating Court of entertainment doesnt always
play at the same venue as the other, more lethal court, but
has always been used as a diversion to prevent discovery
of its darker cousin. Even with no memories of the tri-
als, those punished are sometimes indelibly marked with
their judgment, both physically and in the new behaviors
they exhibit. Rumors of the Court of Grins have yet to
make a connection between these incidents, the secret
trials, and the bodies of the punished, but the combined
effect is powerful enough so that the stories remain a con-
stant part of life in the Entertainment District.




\ PCwith the appropriate skillsand moxie is approached

to join street-player security force, the Tumbler Troops,
but only after an elaborate test spanning the district to
check trustworthiness and character.
A small-time burglar friend of one of the PCs goes miss-
ing, last seen in the company of several folks who turn
out to be Tumblers. He's been taken before the Court
— but is he innocent or guilty? And will digging for
the truth of the matter only get the PCs into more hot
water?

The Entertainment District is a vast carnival, a world unto
itself within the city, and it offers opportunities for PCs to
rise and fall without ever having to leave its borders.

DUELING fOR DOLLARS,

OR GRAPDPLING fOR GOLD

The Coliseum (location C1) offers melee combat-oriented
PCs an excellent chance to experience excitement and
build fame and fortune doing what they do best. It also
offers those who have been consigned as prisoners to
the Humanoid District as good an opportunity as any to
redeem themselves and gain their freedom.

For convicts, the best way to the Coliseum is to see
Titus Rapax, the ogre mage who runs the Coliseum Annex
(location B8). He's cruel and whimsical, but he also enjoys
his position as a gatekeeper to the games, and he knows
that his livelihood depends on supplying an endless
stream of combatants. A PC with even minimal qualifica-
tions to become a gladiator should have little trouble con-
vincing Titus to give him a chance. A free gladiator will
need to go through Harald's Combat Academy (location
B3) first — a less harrowing experience than dealing with
the Coliseum Annex right off the bat, but such are the
advantages of not running afoul of the law. Conversely,
Titus sneers at those who have not been toughened by life
in the Humanoid District, and he only takes the very best
that the Academy can offer.

Success in the arena (which consists of little more
than surviving) eventually brings freedom for convict
gladiators, and celebrity. The most celebrated gladiators
can become the toast of the Entertainment District, rec-
ognized and cheered at local taverns. They can then use
their experience to either embark on an adventuring or
mercenary career, a cushy life as a gladiator instructor, or
even a term of service in the City Guard.

AN ACTOR’S LIfE FOR ME

The Entertainment District also offers bardic PCsa chance
to have a quiet career without the rigors of adventuring
— perhaps a welcome break from the trials of the road,
an opportunity for a comfortable retirement, or even a
chance to start one’s career slowly. A low-level PC with
performing ability could enroll in Oana’s School of Smiles
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(location C4), gaining experience at the DM’s discretion
for his or her studies, and perhaps performing as a street
entertainer on the side. If coursework at Oona’s isn't in the
fates, then the PC could just plunk down in a public place
and start entertaining the passersby for pocket change and
XP. This would also put the PC in an excellent position to
meet others, whose friendship could prove valuable down
the road.

Serving an apprenticeship as an entertainer could lead
to opportunities to perform at more prestigious venues,
like the Horn (location C10) or the Opera House (location
F20). It could also lead to noble patronage, or engagements
at clubs such as the Ruby Barge (location E20), which offers
entertainment along with gambling and refreshments.

TROUBLE? LIFE IS TROUBLE

And of course, the Entertainment District offers opportu-
nities to get into trouble. It’s an excellent feeding ground
for pickpockets (some of whom could Calen’s street
urchins of “the Forgotten;” location C9), so if the PCs
need to have a valuable item taken from them to get them
into an adventure, this is one the best parts of the city in
which to have that happen. The concentration of brothels
in this district also allows the PCs plenty of opportunities
to come into contact with the less reputable elements of
the city’s social order. If you want to put the PCs in a posi-
tion where they may be defrauded by sharps, the traveling
carnivals that set up in the Fairground (location C8) attract
plenty of experts in that sort of thing.

A classic adventure template — that in which the
heroes are falsely accused of a crime, or are simply in
the wrong place at the wrong time — can also take place
here because of the prevalence of petty crime and fraud.
Suppose a PC were to catch a pickpocket — particularly
one of Calen’s kids — and the Civic Guard and passersby
did not see the theft attempt, but only the PCs roughing
up an apparently helpless stranger? Suppose a carny set up
at the Fairground were to cheat the PCs? How would they
handle it?

Trouble? Life is full of trouble.

TaBLE C.1: ENTERTAINMENT DiISTRICT RANDOM ENCOUNTERS

d20 Encounter

12 Tumbler Troops

3-4 Civic Guard patrol

6-8 Street entertainer

7-8 Messenger

9 Craftsman/Tradesman

10-11 Pickpocket

12 Performing arts student

i3 Fairgrounds (see location C8) indigent
14-16 Spectator from outside the district

17 Gladiator

18 Courtesan

19 “The Forgotten” urchin (see location C9)
20 Court of Grins (see location C?)



MAP SECTION D:
BAZAAR DISTRICT

OVEBVIEW

Initially, the city’s three races kept their businesses sepa-
rate. Dwarves produced their own food or bought it from
dwarven merchants, and elves and humans did the same.
They quickly realized how foolish this was, however, par-
ticularly when one trader sold the same goods to each race
at different prices. After that, the races traded with each
other, and delegations comprised of all three negotiated
with outside merchants for goods and materials to be sold
city-wide.

As more traders and merchants arrived, the City Council
set aside space for them in what is now the Artisans and
Travelers Districts. But the city’s fame spread and
soon the designated areas were so full that pro-

spective buyers could barely squeeze through the 7z [

congested aisles toward the overrun stalls. The b (|
merchants — and many of the fledgling guilds

as well — went to the Council and half- .7 &

requested, half-demanded more space. They
pointed out how necessary their goods were
to the city and its occupants, and how difficult
it was for them to sell or trade under the cur-
rent cramped conditions. The Council agreed
but could not offer them more room because
the city was already full.

Then one merchant, a man named Rundor,
had an idea. Rather than bring it to the Council
directly, he decided to test it personally. He gave
up his tiny stall in the crowded merchant square
and set up a large tent just outside the city’s
Main Gate. Travelers encountered him
before even entering the city, and were
able to examine his wares and purchase
them without going out of their path.
News of Rundor’s tent spread, and
soon city residents were venturing
out through the gates to shop at his
stall. The other merchants were furious
but only because they had not thought of
the idea first. They quickly relinquished
their crowded stalls, and moved their
goods outside the city walls,
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The space immediately beside the gates /f \ E

and the main road had been kept empty to

avoid any risk of foes approaching unseen,

but beyond that most of the land had been tilled
and divided into farms. The merchants descended
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on them like locusts, squatting on their lands, crushing
their crops, and interfering with their harvests. The farm-
ers finally went into the city to appeal to the Council.
Though technically outside the city, they lived in the
shadow of the Spire, which made them citizens. Their
farms also supplied most of the city’s fresh food.
The Council agreed that the merchants could not use
the farmers’ lands without compensation. To avoid prob-
lems, the Council itself set a fair price and offered to buy
everything within a quarter-mile of the
Main Gate. They also offered

s~ to sell the farmers
7 more land beyond

‘- that boundary for a
significantly lower price.




ut one farm jumped at the opportunity, and soon the
ouncil owned most of the land near the Main Gate. Then
they offered to rent that
land to the merchants.
This was the beginning
of the Bazaar.

The Bazaar District is
one of the rowdiest, live-
liest, most colorful parts
of the city. People from
all over the world come
here to sell, buy, trade,
steal, examine, and sim-
ply watch. The streets
are filled with odors,
from the sweet smell of
fresh fruit to the tang of
strange spices to the
must of old books
to the bite of
fresh blood.
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Colorful costumes abound, as do languages — it is said
that a person can stand in a single spot in the Bazaar for a
full day and hear every language still spoken, and maybe
some that are not. Its casual atmosphere and sense of
welcome make the Bazaar truly special. Most humanoids
within the city walls are reviled and treated like criminals,
animals, or both. The Bazaar is different. It hosts visitors
from every land and every race, and so all races are treated
equally. It is difficult to hurl insults at an orc or a goblin
when a man walks by wearing nothing but blue ink and
making sounds as if he has swallowed an angry chicken.
Some district residents have prejudices, of course, but
they are just as likely to be the target of other prejudices,
and no one group has enough power to pose a threat to
anyone else.

The Bazaar is perhaps the most energetic district

in the city. Other areas, like the Entertainment
District, may be more focused in terms of what
they offer, but the Bazaar is a place of constant
motion and has an excitement all its own. Its mar-
ketplace never actually closes, and though many
merchants close up shop at nightfall, others stay
open throughout the night. Still others wait until
darkness to set up their wares, usually taking over
the stall of some merchant who goes home in the eve-
nings. Thus the place is always shifting, and at any hour
people can find places to sit and talk and buy.

Part of its charm lies in the fact that sections of the
Bazaar have no fixed form. Many of its shops are little
more than cloth stalls supported by a handful of wooden
poles which can be moved in minutes. Merchants take
advantage of absences to expand their booths or shift
them to a better location, so a particular shop may not be
in the same place twice in a given week. The Surveyors
(the district’s peacekeepers; see location D17) make sure
paths remain open, but straight is not a concern — a path
may run straight and clear for two rows and then sud-
denly turn left because a merchant’s stall sits astride it. As
long as patrons can still move around and make their way
cleanly through the area, the Surveyors do not object.

LAW AND OBDER IN THE BAZAAR

The Bazaar is part of the city, and has representation on
the Council. In addition, the more established merchants
and traders have their own council, which they call the
Lords of the Bazaar. These men and women decide basic
rules of behavior for the district and also arbitrate dis-
putes. They do not set prices, since everyone is entitled
to sell their own goods at whatever price they see fit, but
the Lords will not permit the sale of goods under false
pretenses, nor will they allow sellers to deliberately cheat
a patron. The Lords meet once each week in the center of
the Marketplace (location D5), which is otherwise kept
clear as a thoroughfare. The membership of the Lords



changes over time, since the table they use can only fit
twenty. Thus a man can be a Lord of the Bazaar but not
sit at the table for a year because he was not one of the
twenty selected to serve that function for that term. Once
appointed a Lord of the Bazaar, an individual retains that
title unless he engages in behavior that demeans him and
the entire district. The Lords of the Bazaar do not receive
special treatment other than the respect of their peers.
They appoint one of their number each year to serve as
the district’s representative on the City Council. The cur-
rent representative, a tall elven woman named Mirielle,
owns an apothecary shop (see location D24).

The district technically has the City Guard to keep
the peace, though most soldiers despair when assigned
here. Its constant chaos is more than a trained warrior
can handle, particularly with the shifting buildings and
constantly changing populace. Fortunately the merchants
realized long ago that they would need to provide for their
own protection. Each of the major merchants tasked a
handful of their most trusted private guards to watch the
Bazaar as a whole, and they then trained others to the task.
Now these Surveyors see to the security of the district, the
safety of its occupants, and the ease of its streets. The City
Guard recognized that they could not handle these tasks
effectively, and happily granted them to the Surveyors
instead. The Guardsmen stay focused upon the Main
Gate, and protect that portal and the city walls around it
from attack. They rarely venture more than a dozen paces
from the gates when on duty, and coordinate with the
Surveyors to make sure no one troublesome slips past
them in either direction.

SOMETHING FOR EVERY TASTE
Not every aspect of the Bazaar is pleasant, of course. The
city has laws forbidding the sale or purchase of certain
goods and services, but Bazaar residents find ways around
these restrictions. For example, slavery is illegal in the city
and its environs. Yet the Bazaar has indentured servants
— legally free men and women who have voluntarily sold
their service to pay off debts. The Bazaar also has a flour-
ishing black market where other proscribed items can be
purchased or sold. Though they do not openly encourage
it, the Lords of the Bazaar recognize this source of income
for their district and do not actively prevent such sales
unless the seller draws attention to himself. The golden
rule of the Bazaar is, “Your business is your business,” and
every resident follows that guideline diligently.

For some visitors, the Bazaar is an inconvenience, an
obstruction on their way to serious business within the
city. For others, it is an amusement, something to distract
them from their weariness and provide a chance to recov-
er from their travels before passing through the Main
Gates. But for many, the Bazaar is a destination in and of
itself. Almost any item that can be bought or sold is here
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somewhere. So too are experts on these items,
those who can identify, explain, work, and appraise &
ties. It is a place to gain money when desperately nee
aplace to find strange and unfamiliar foods and trinkets,
place to equip for any occupation, and a place to dispose of
anything unwanted. More established merchant’s shops
in the Travelers and Artisans Districts may provide reli-
able service, but the sheer bewildering variety of goods
and services available here simply can't be beat.

The Bazaar is an excellent place to hear about events in
the world beyond the city. It also gives visitors a chance
to learn more about the city before entering its walls. In
some ways the Bazaat is a microcosm of the whole city —
it has all the races, travelers, artisans, entertainers, guards,
nobles, and even prisoners, all mingling together into one
strange, laughing mass. During the day the Bazaar is an
exuberant place full of energy and enthusiasm. At night it
grows more furtive but retains an air of playful mischief.
For some it can be a place of despair, but those who make
their homes here wouldn't dream of living anywhere
else.

LOCATIONS

DI. MAIN GATE

~upon you as you step closer.

These enormous double doors are visible from
anywhere in the Bazaar. Their massive door frame
rears up into a mighty stone arch capped with a
gigantic bronze brazier like a stylized sun cresting
the horizon. The doors are flung wide and you can
see their heavy hinges, each as tall as a man and
shaped from heavy iron. Sentries stand to either
side, relaxed but fully armed, and you feel their eyes

This massive gate is the primary city entrance, allowing
access through the walls and separating the Bazaar from
the city proper. The Gate was part of the original wall
design and has not changed since, though the timbers of
the doors have been replaced more than once. The doors
are never shut except during an attack, but guards stand
here at all hours, examining everyone who enters the city
and often asking to see their belongings or their name
and business. The great brazier above the doors holds coal
and wood and oil to fuel a beacon fire that guides travelers
to the entrance to the city each and every night.
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he Wall Guard garrison here is the largest of any of the
‘strongpoints on the City Walls — as well it should be,
since the Main Gate is the only large overland entry point
into the city. 800 Wall Guard officers and soldiers — 250
of which are on duty at any given time — keep watch
here over the flow of traffic. The remaining 50 soldiers act
as a reserve, and pass their time in the Gatehouse (loca-
tion D2).

They are led by Colonel Wallis Waterford, a dedicated
and competent officer who has nonetheless been made
twitchy by the long years of peace that the city has
enjoyed. In his entire career in the Wall Guard, he has
never been in a serious fight, and he would welcome
the chance to show off his military prowess. Colonel
Waterford gazes out from the battlements on the roof
of the Gate, toward the far horizon, dreaming of a fight
with a band of brigands or the chance to defeat the city’s
enemies on the field of battle. In his heart, though, he
knows that that chance is unlikely to come, and that he
will probably play out his Guard career either here, break-
ing up travelers’ quarrels and watching out for smugglers,
or in a staff job at the Wall Guard headquarters (location
F3). Without meaning to, he tends to take out his frustra-
tion by going hard on those unfortunate enough to be
detained by his men.

Colonel Waterford is assisted in his duties by eight
captains and sixteen lieutenants. Unfortunately for him,
one of those lieutenants is Sir Varus Sinjint, the effete
young head of a noble family with a distinguished history
of Guard service (see location E14). Lieutenant Sir Varus
is weak and ineffectual and, in Colonel Waterford's eyes,
anything but officer material. He would like to be rid of
him, but believes that, because of the Varus family his-
tory, the Wall Guard high command will not remove him
unless Lieutenant Sir Varus makes such an obvious botch
of things that it cannot be ignored.

50 sentries stand on each side of the door at all times.
Ten more are stationed along the archway above. The
Main Gate is always open and usually very busy. Even
at night people will be passing into and out of the city.
During the day it is a steady stream. They can have almost
any origin, occupation, and business inside. Humanoids
are not allowed through the Main Gate without special
permission.

Colonel Wallis Waterford: Ftr10/Rgr3.
Lieutenant Sir Varus Sinjint: See location E14.
Wall Guard Officers (24): Ftr7-11.

Wall Guardsmen (725): Ftr1-7.

Passers-by (Varies): Com]1.

The Guardsmen here carry standard Wall Guard
arms and armor: longsword, longbow or crossbow
as their primary weapon, and chainmail armor aug-
mented by a small steel shield. Sergeants (Ftr4-7)
carry a masterwork halberd. The officers of the gar-
rison have access to magic arms and armor appro-
priate to their rank. For lieutenants, this means a
primary weapon and armor with bonuses equiva-
lent to +1 each; for captains, a primary weapon
and armor with bonuses equivalent to +2 each.
Lieutenant Sir Varus Sinjint carries the arms and
armor of his illustrious ancestor General Gratian
Sinjint (see location E14). Colonel Waterford car-
ries a +2 thundering longsword and wears mithral
full plate of speed.

ACTIVITY

The sentries by the doors are cordial and often slightly
bored. They study each approaching person and look for
anything suspicious or potentially dangerous. If a sentry
sees something that could be a problem, he pulls the
individual in question aside to speak with him. Then he
asks the person’s name, place of origin, destination inside
the city, and intentions, and asks to see any weapons and
other items. More experienced Guardsmen can perform
these interrogations so easily and casually that their sub-
jects don't even notice — it is merely a City Guard being
polite, saying hello, and asking various pleasant questions.
PCs can make a DC 15 Sense Motive or Innuendo check
to realize the purpose of the questions. If a PC manages a
successful DC 20 Charisma or DC 16 Diplomacy check, he
can bribe the guards to overlook anything supicious he is
carrying. The sentries posted above have crossbows and
longbows and are ready to shoot if anyone causes trouble,
though they will not fire unless one of the door guards
signals or is attacked. In case of attack the archway guards
will also sound the alarm, which signals the men in the
gatehouse to close the gate and aid their comrades.

HOOKS

e The sentries stop a man and woman heading back into
the city. The man is heavyset and clearly wealthy, with
fine clothes and expensive boots, but the woman is
wearing a worn dress and a frayed shawl, and her thin
face shows lines from fatigue. The sentries are suspi-
cious and ask the PCs to escort the woman back to her
home in the Bazaar while they speak to the gentleman,

e The sentries pull one of the PCs aside and ask him to
open his belt pouch. He does so, and a ring falls out. It's
not his, and he didn't put it there. But who did? The PCs
have to find out before the sentries arrest them for the
theft.

e One of the sentries waves a man through even though
he is carrying a massive blade and tugging a wild dog on
a rope. Then he waves through another man, someone



the PCs recognize as a criminal who has been exiled
from the city. What is going on here? Has the sentry
been bribed? Neither of those two men handed him
money. The PCs have to figure out what's happening
before one of these two ne'er-do-wells causes trouble.

e Colonel Waterford has concocted a scheme to rid him-
self of Lieutenant Sir Varus Sinjint, whom he considers
the weakest officer in the garrison. The colonel hires
the PCs to produce a situation that would disgrace
Lieutenant Sir Varus, forcing the Wall Guard high com-
mand to transfer him. This could take a variety of forms,
such as getting the young noble drunk so that he either
misses his shift or shows up drunk. Another possibil-
ity would have the PCs engineering a violent incident
just outside the Main Gate while Lieutenant Sir Varus
commands the sentries there. His superior officers will
all be mysteriously unavailable to give advice, leaving
sole command responsibility to him. Colonel Waterford
predicts that he will waver and botch the situation (but
with no harm done in the end, since the PCs will pre-
sumably not let the incident get out of hand).

Dz2. GATEHOUSE

Just east of the Main Gate stands a door of rough
wood with a small grated window at eye level.
Behind it is a large room, with Wall Guardsmen
sitting and standing about. None of them wear full
armor and a few hold tankards or platters.

Built into the city walls themselves, this stone structure
houses the guards assigned to the Main Gate garrison
(location D1), but who are not part of the duty rotation.
It is carved from the stone of the city wall and has two
entrances, a door leading out into the Bazaar District and a
door opening onto the city proper. The Gatehouse has only
two rooms. The first is the mess hall, where the guards can
eat and drink or just sit and relax. Past that, and accessible
by a door in the mess hall’s side wall, are the barracks.
This long room contains numerous rows of bunks,
with a small table beside each and a chest at each
foot. The Guardsmen sleep here, hanging armor
and weapons on hooks in the wall. Privies have
been carved into the far end. The Guardsmen have
food delivered from the Farmer’s Market.

RESIDENTS
The Gatehouse typically holds 50 men, but can house over
100. They serve as a small reserve force that can reinforce
the Main Gate in time of crisis, or dispatched into the
city if something happens that the Civic Guard can't quite
handle. Non-Guardsmen are rarely allowed into the mess
hall, and usually only for interrogations or extremely
important and very private conversations. No one except
Guardsmen is allowed into the barracks.
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Wall Guardsmen (50): Ftr1-7.

The Guardsmen here carry standard Wall Guard
arms and armor: longsword, longbow or crossbow
as their primary weapon, and chainmail augmented
by a small steel shield.

ACTIVITY
Here, the Guardsmen live, eat, relax, and prepare for
their shift. They spend most of their off-duty time either
in the mess hall or wandering in the Bazaar itself. The
Guardsmen often drink and play cards or dice here as
well. They talk about recent events, trade stories, and gripe
about their job and their living conditions.

HOOKS
e The PCs see a small figure slip through the front door
into the Gatehouse. It is clearly not someone affiliated
with the Wall Guard. Should they tell someone? What
could the person be doing in there? Or did they use the
gatehouse as a way to sneak into the city without pass-
ing through the Main Gate?

® The PCs observe a man stepping up to the Gatehouse
and, after a moment’s conversation through the grate,
the Guardsman at  the door lets him in. Who is he
and what was so important that the Guards let
him in?
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its popular name suggests, this is the largest and most

‘important road in the entire city, its primary artery, its

main thoroughfare. At this point, it is also the principal
route into the city. The road here is easily wide enough
for several large wagons to pass abreast. The ground has
been packed down tight, and very little dust rises, despite
the steady flow of men and beasts along it. Though not
perfectly flat, it is reasonably level, and leads with minor
twists and turns through the stalls and tents to the gates
beyond.

It is impossible (nor even desirable) to keep the road
clear, but the local authorities do their best to make sure
that traffic doesn't stop, and that everyone moves along.
Both the City Guard and the Surveyors will stop anyone
from lingering; by law nothing may be built within ten
feet of the road in the Bazaar District, so there is no rea-
son to dawdle. No one is rushed or pushed aside (unless
a foreign noble arrives and cannot pass through) so long
as they make progress in either direction. The edges of
the road are kept very clear; otherwise, the district’s mer-
chants would be more than happy to leap in and claim the
road as their own private showplace.

HOOKS

® A man dragging a small but overloaded cart collapses
on the main road. His cart overturns, dumping its goods
everywhere and completely blocking the road. The PCs
come to his aid, but what really happened? Was it an
accident or something deliberate?

® One of the PCs finds a ring along the side of the road.
It is heavy gold set with a large ruby — clearly a thing
of value — yet it has no insignia or writing. Whose is
it? And how do the PCs get the ring back to its owner
before it’s missed?

® A man demands to see the Lords of the Bazaar. He
claims that he can pave the entire Main Road for them,
coating it in stone and making it stronger and impervi-
ous to harm. The Lords ask the PCs to investigate this
man and his audacious claim.

D4. MABKETPDLACE

An enormous tent, easily big enough to hold the
Main Gate within its confines, rises a full three
stories high at its peak, tapering down to about
10 feet tall at the edges, where thick wooden poles
support it around the sides. In many places the
heavy fabric has been tied back, creating openings
and walkways; from here you can see the mass of
people, tables, dividers, and items that fill the inte-
rior. A steady din rises from within as if insects were
buzzing nearby — the sound of constant activity
as hundreds of people roam the tent’s narrow cor-
ridors, buying, selling, and browsing.

This enormous tent, known simply as the Marketplace,
is the heart and soul of the Bazaar and houses most of its
shops.

RESIDENTS

When merchants first moved their wares here from inside
the city many wanted to erect permanent buildings. The
Council said no. This was city land and the merchants
were merely renting space. Anyone who set up a perma-
nent structure of their own could then lay claim to that
location indefinitely, and eventually the Council would
lose control. So they decreed that only temporary struc-
tures could be used. The merchants set up their tents and
stalls and left space between each one, but as more traders
arrived those spaces narrowed until the stalls formed solid
rows. Then, after a massive storm, one fur trader spoke to
his neighbors and suggested they buy and erect a tent over
their three stalls. Several nearby merchants asked to be
included, and soon a large tent covered their area. Others
followed their example, and before long the marketplace
was a profusion of tents, jostling each other for space. To
defuse the fights this caused, the Council taxed everyone
in the Bazaar and used the money to erect a single massive
pavilion over all the stalls together, which became known
as the Marketplace.

The merchants and traders of the Marketplace vary
as widely by race and station as they do in the types of
goods that they offer. Any district merchant or trader who
wishes to sell his wares and does not have an established

shop comes to the Marketplace. Over time the Council
relaxed its edict and allowed more prosperous merchants
to build permanent shops outside the Marketplace, but
this tent is still the center of its trade. It is divided into
four quadrants, each with a particular focus. The northeast
quadrant, called the Blood Zone, focuses on armor, weap-
ons, and other ways to cause or prevent bodily harm. The
southeast quadrant, the Garment District, concentrates
on apparel and accessories. Local farmers sell their fresh
food in the Marketplace’s northwest quadrant, appropri-
ately called the Farmer’s Market. The Jumble, the market’s




southwest quadrant, is for miscellaneous wares that do
not fit in the other three areas. Each quadrant includes a
Stakepost, a booth set up by one of the major pillars sup-
porting the great tent. Bazaar officials sit here with a chart
of their quadrant and its occupants. They can rent unoccu-
pied space to those in need, and also direct patrons to the
appropriate stalls. The quadrants do not have any visible
boundaries, so newcomers often wander through without
realizing they have entered a new area. Those who visit

the Marketplace frequently soon learn their way around, ACTIVITY
based upon poles and other landmarks.

The Marketplace is a busy, noisy place. In warm weather
all the flaps are pinned back and a cool breeze blows
through, while the tent shields everyone from the sun.
When it’s cold out, the flaps are lowered and the tent
retains all the heat from its occupants, staying cozy even in
the dead of winter. The tent is strong enough to withstand
heavy rainstorms and snowstorms, and its solid poles keep
it upright even against powerful winds. The interior has
a strange but not unpleasant odor: the combination of
sweat, spices, fruits, oils, and metal.

The City Guard never sets foot in the Marketplace, at
least not on official business. Instead they leave the tent’s
security to the Surveyors, who are specially trained to
handle that environment. The Surveyors mete out their
own justice, but anyone who commits a serious crime is
turned over to the City Guard afterward to face official
sentencing and punishment.

Traders (Varies): Exp1-6.
Customers (Varies): Com1.

Surveyors (Varies): War3.
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Surveyors use a variety of small melee weapons,
including hand axes, clubs, short swords, and
maces. Most people carry at least at least a little bit
of coin on them, but some have a great deal more.
Magic is not uncommon in the Marketplace, and
some stalls have minor magic items for sale.

HOOKS

Almost anything that can be carried by hand is bought
and sold in the Marketplace. Each quadrant has its own
specialties, and each contains its own stalls. Each stall has
a different proprietor with a different level of experience
and honesty. Some are outright crooks, others are crafts-
men, others are shrewd appraisers and bargainers. PCs
should be able to find almost any non-magical item they
can imagine or want here. The rarer the item, the more dif-
ficult it will be to find and the more expensive it will be,
unless it is hidden in one of the Jumble stalls. Characters
can get their own items appraised here, and sell them for
at least half their stated value — how large a percentage
they get depends upon which merchant they meet.

The Marketplace is also an excellent place to conduct
clandestine business, because the constant motion and
incessant noise make it easy to meet people and discuss
matters unnoticed. Cutpurses and pickpockets abound
here, enjoying the unlimited opportunities for theft. The
Thieves Guild is always well represented here, but the
Surveyors do their best to prevent larceny and violence.

e The Merchant Prince (see location D16) swaggers by,
his thugs harassing each merchant in turn for their
“rent.” He sees the PCs and, apparently impressed, offers
them jobs.

o A stranger wanders through the Marketplace, talking
to many of the local merchants. He seems interested
in booths based solely on their locations, and several
times he pulls out small pouches and hands them to
the merchants. What is he up to? Does it bode ill for the
Marketplace? Some of the sellers hire the PCs to find
out.

e A wiry young man grabs a necklace from a passing
patron, but she notices and screams for help. The PCs
are standing nearby as the thief darts into the crowd.

e A man by one of the Stakepoles claims someone has
thrown him out of his own booth. The Surveyors are
nowhere in sight, so he grabs the PCs and offers them
money to help him.

e The air grows heavy with moisture and turns an
unhealthy green: a major storm is coming. The Surveyors
ask the PCs to help them untie the flaps and lower them
in place to protect the Marketplace.
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THE CROSSING

At the very center of the tent stand four massive
poles, each one easily 10 feet around and grouped
together in a square. These are the pavilion’s cen-
tral supports and stretch high overhead, to the very
peak of the tent. The space between these poles
has no booths and no furniture, save a single long
wooden table with chairs set on one side.

The Crossing is the heart of the Marketplace, both geo-
graphically and socially. The Lords of the Bazaar meet here
each week to discuss matters concerning not only the
Marketplace but the entire district.

RESIDENTS

The Lords of the Bazaar are the district’s ruling council.
Any successful merchant or trader who stays here at least
one year can be nominated for membership and must be
approved by a majority vote. From the members, twenty
are selected each year to sit at the table, run meetings,
and hear disputes. The twenty chosen Lords of the Bazaar,
including the district’s current Council representative, sit
at the long table, all facing into the square. Two Surveyors
stand in front of the table to make sure no one approaches.
More Surveyors stand on the outside of the square, keep-
ing watch from every side. When not in her shop, the
district's current City Council representative, Mirielle (see
location D24) can be found here, arguing and debating
with her fellow Lords.

Mirielle: See location D24.
Surveyors (Varies): War3.

Lords of the Bazaar (20): Exp6.

Surveyors wear leather or studded leather armor and
carry one-handed melee weapons. Short swords are
a favorite. They also carry saps and daggers. Lords
of the Bazaar wear robes or other fine clothing
to demonstrate their wealth. Many go unarmed
but some carry ornate swords and daggers. Every
Lord has at least a small knife hidden somewhere.
Surveyors do not have magic items, but many of the
Lords possess minor magic — amulets of protection
and of natural armor are popular, as are a variety of
magical rings. Details are up to the DM.

ACTIVITY

During meetings the Lords discuss recent events, Bazaar
business, and any new concerns. Those at the table lead
the discussions. The other Lords assemble alongside the
table to contribute their thoughts and to vote on matters.
Surveyors stand by each pole and keep non-Lords from
approaching during meetings. Once the Lords are ready
to hear disputes, the Surveyors allow others into the
square to state their concerns. Everyone else waits their
turn outside. Anyone can ask to present a problem for the
Lords’ consideration, though doing so means the speaker
is bound by their decision.

When the Lords are not meeting, the Surveyors use
the square as a convenient place to coordinate their own
activities. They will chase off anyone else who enters the
square without permission.

HOOKS

e Astranger has been lurking around the Crossing, exam-
ining the poles, the table, and the chairs closely. The
Surveyors apparently haven't noticed him, but the PCs
have and his behavior is definitely suspicious.

e While the Lords meet at the Crossing, a crisis near the
edge of the Jumble pulls away all the Surveyors. They
ask the PCs to take their place and keep the Crossing
secure and the supplicants orderly.

o The Lords are meeting tonight but their table is miss-
ing! The Surveyors ask the PCs to help find it and
return it in time.

DO6. FLEETFOOT STATION

This large, solidly built booth faces the Main Road.
A sign overhead reads, “Fleetfoot Station — we
carry for you.” The booth has sturdy wooden walls
in back and on the sides, and a solid wooden
counter in front beneath the sign — it is even has
a tented roof. A bizarrely clean and neatly-dressed
half-orc stands behind the counter, nodding to
passers-by. “Need us to carry something for you?”
he asks. He has a quill in one hand and a sheet of
parchment on the counter before him.




A wealthy but lazy noble once left the city to carry a HOOKS

package to some kin in the north. He was only halfway
through the Bazaar when he grew weary and thought of
turning back. Seeing a half-orc sitting by the side of the
road, the noble tossed the package and a handful of gold at
him and said, “Here, carry this for me.” The half-orc, whose
name was Grahl, decided to accept the commission. After
he came back, having delivered the package successfully,
Grahl found that news of his task had spread among the
nobles. Several more sought him out and paid him as a
package bearer. Before long, Grahl hired an assistant, then
several new bearers. Then he built his booth and had the
sign put up. Fleetfoot Station is well-known throughout
the city now, and accepts commissions from people of any
class or occupation.

RESIDENTS

Grahl still owns and operates the station, though he no
longer does any heavy lifting himself. He has four full-
time employees and several more he can call if needed.
Grahl can usually be found at the booth — when not
there he is either home (a very nice house elsewhere in
the district), in the Marketplace, or in one of the numer-
ous taverns of the Travelers District (he’s particularly fond
of the Painted Target, location G5). His assistant Cedina
is usually in the booth with him. The bearers lounge on
comfortable benches in back.

Fleetfoot is a popular business and often has several
customers waiting for their turn at the counter.

Grahl: Half-orc Brb2/Rgr3.
Cedina: Half-elf Exp1/Rog]1.

Bearers (4): Com2.

Grahl carries a +1 short sword and wears an elven
chain shirt beneath a well-made suit. He carries
39 gp and a ruby worth 25 gp in a pouch. Cedina
wears leather armor and carries a short sword and
a dagger. She has a +1 amulet of protection. The
bearers each have a set of gauntlets of ogre power,
which Grahl supplies and which they have to return
if they ever quit.

ACTIVITY

Fleetfoot will carry anything from the city to another
location or fetch anything back, within certain guidelines.
The objects must be small enough for one person to carry
by hand, must not be illegal either in the city or at the
destination, and cannot pose a danger to the individual
or require special care during transport. Grahl will accept
jobs involving plants, animals, and even people, provided
they meet those guidelines. The cost depends upon the
size and delicacy of the object, the distance it has to travel,
and how quickly it has to be there. To carry a full backpack
to a city three weeks away costs 10 gp.

D7. DENNY’S DEALS

e Someone approached Fleetfoot with a large, unw
sack, and while negotiating a price the sack starts w
ing and moaning. The stranger runs off and Cedina
opens the sack to discover a starved, feverish young
woman. Grahl refuses to carry slaves, since they are
illegal in the city, and asks the PCs to find out who the
woman is and who abducted her.

e The Vasilakos Brothers (see location E21) announce that
they will begin ferrying packages and heavy boxes as
well as messages throughout the city. Grahl is annoyed
and challenges this new rival to a competition. Whoever
can deliver the most packages the farthest in one week
gets to stay; the other has to fold their business into the
victor’s operations, Grahl hires the PCs to make sure the
centaurs don't try to cheat.

® One of Grahls runners has disappeared during a job
— she picked up a package from someone in the city
and has not been seen since. Grahl asks the PCs to find
her and make sure she’s okay.

e Grahl is looking for more pack bearers, and offers jobs
to the PCs. He will pay them 10% of all fees collected for
their labor, with a minimum of 1 gp per week, and will
provide them with food and lodging when in the city.
He also loans gauntlets of ogre power to each of them for
the duration of the job.

This shop looks large enough from the outside, but
when you pass through the rough wooden front
door you find yourself in a narrow aisle squeezed
between overflowing shelves. All manner of items
surround you, from weapons to armor to ornate
boxes to farm implements. You do not see any
organization to these items, which are stacked and
piled upon one another. At the far end of the shop
a desk has been crammed into the corner, and a
tiny wizened figure sits behind it, watching you
intently.

RESIDENTS

This pawnshop offers a motley assortment of mundane
goods, but is popular in the district because almost any-
thing can be pawned here.

Denny arrived in the Bazaar several years ago. At first he
had a booth in the Marketplace and sold random items of
dubious quality — many said his goods looked like they
had been looted from corpses or stolen from inattentive
travelers. Denny also put out word that he willing to buy
almost anything, and that he would buy items and sell
them back to the owner later at only a slight mark-up.
Soon his tables groaned beneath the weight of the items
they held, since Denny never turned away an item and
always had money to buy them. When a bankrupt spice
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ant asked how much he could get for his shop,

y bought it and transferred his wares to the new loca-

on. Denny’s Deals has been there ever since. Everyone

in the Bazaar knows exactly where it is and how to find

it, and many of the same people who insult his business

during the day show up on his doorstep at night, hoping
to pawn their goods for some much-needed cash.

Denny is a gnome of middling years, though his wrin-
kled brow, thinning hair and long beard make him look
older. He owns and runs the pawnshop and lives upstairs.
He is obsessed with money but fascinated by items with
strange stories and colorful histories. He also loves secrets,
gossip, and dirt, and knows far more about his neighbors
than they might like. Sometimes a fellow named Ball
helps him, though Ball never works inside the store.

Denny: Gnome Rog11.
Ball: Ftr4/Rog4.

Denny carries a +3 keen short sword and a master-
work silver dagger. He wears a +3 amulet of natural
armor under his shirt, and has a ring of invisibility
tied to a loop on his belt. The safe behind his desk
(successful DC 25 Open Lock check to crack it) has
400 gp and five emeralds, each worth 100 gp. The
shop contains many masterwork items and a few
magical items, though the latter are all kept in back
and only brought out when specifically requested
(or when Denny knows he can sell them). Upstairs
in his apartment he has another 500 gp, three
rubies worth 200 gp each, and one diamond worth
400 gp. Ball wears +3 studded leather armor and car-
ries a +1 keen short sword and a masterwork sap. He
keeps thieving tools, flint and tinder, a whetstone,
and a piece of chalk on his person at all times.

ACTIVITY

People often duck into Denny’s Deals to see what new
items he has procured or to sell him some of their own
belongings. Most customers do so when the shop is other-
wise empty, since they consider it embarrassing to have to
pawn their possessions or to covet the cast-offs of others.
Denny is always willing to talk to prospective customers
but will not talk to someone who does not arrive either
with an item to sell or looking to buy. His first question
when someone enters is a curt, “Buying or selling?” Any
answer other than one of those two alternatives is met
with a loud harrumph.

He will happily appraise any item and will always point
out faults that could lower the value. Then he will offer a
very low price, almost but not quite insulting. Denny loves
to haggle, and will actually go higher than intended if the
customer is good at bargaining (less because he was beaten
than because he enjoyed himself). He will never offer full

value, even on a brand-new item in flawless condition.
When he buys something, Denny reminds the customer
that he cannot guarantee the item will not be sold before
they return. Denny will happily sell items as well — usu-
ally at about 25% higher than its average price. Again, he’s
willing to go lower if the customer haggles with him well
enough, though he always mutters about how he’s practi-
cally cutting his own throat and what a great value the
customer is getting. If someone comes in to buy back their
own item Denny will sell it to them at 10% more than he
paid for it, citing his operating costs.

Ball almost always visits under the cover of night, and
only then when he is confident that no one will spot him.
As his possessions suggest, he is a burglar who supple-
ments Denny’s inventory with ill-gotten goods in return
for a commission on the sale.

HOOKS

o A resident claims she saw a stranger ducking into
Denny's Deals with the necklace stolen from the
Marketplace. Denny denies this, and the Lords of the
Bazaar authorize the PCs to search his store, though
they are warned not to damage anything or remove
anything else. If the PCs do their job properly, the trail
may lead back to Ball — or to one of Denny's customers,
fencing stolen goods of his own.

e Denny hires the PCs to protect his shop for several days
— and then disappears. No one knows where he’s gone
or why.

e The Lords of the Bazaar have noticed that Denny always
seems to have plenty of gold around, far more than one
would expect given his business activities. They com-
mission the PCs to watch him and his store and figure
out where he’s getting all that money.

e One of the PCs browses through Denny’s Deals and
later realizes he's missing one of his own items. Could
he have left it at Denny’s store? And, if so, how will he
get it back without Denny claiming it and trying to
“sell” it to him?

D8. ESMERILDA’S

Ahead lies a booth consisting of four long tables
arranged in a large square with space at the center.
Each table is piled high with clothes, and more
hang from racks stationed in the center and facing
outward. People crowd around the tables, plucking
at various garments and holding them up for exam-
ination. An enormous woman, clad in a strange
mishmash of clothes as if she had randomly raided
her own stock, stands in the center directing the
chaos.

Esmerildas is one of the district's most popular (and
improbably successful) clothing merchants.



RESIDENTS

Esmerilda is a large woman with a surprisingly pleas-
ant face, and an easy-going manner. She has loved
clothes all her life and always wanted to be a seamstress.
Unfortunately, while she inherited her mother’s talent
she got her father’s physique, which made finding clothes
difficult, and his massive hands, which made delicate
needlework impossible. Esmerilda persevered and as
soon as she was old enough, she set up her own stall in
the Marketplace. It began fairly modestly with the hand-
ful of garments she had managed to sew. A few desper-
ate patrons bought her clothes, including one man who
purchased a poorly assembled but handsomely dyed blue
shirt. He returned a short time later and demanded his
money back. A foreigner happened to be nearby and, see-
ing the shirt, desired it for its bright color. He offered to
buy it from the other man, who refused — but Esmerilda
bought the shirt back and then sold it to the second man
for almost the same amount. He decided to wear it imme-
diately, and gave her his old shirt in the process. A passer-
by then offered to buy that shirt, and Esmerilda suddenly
had a new business.

Esmerilda is friendly and very outgoing, and loves to
chat with customers. Esmerilda can tell a person’s cloth-
ing sizes and even shoe sizes at a glance and knows exactly
which colors and styles will look best on anyone. She
employs several assistants, all of them deft with needle
and thread, and can thus spend all of her time haggling,
examining, and suggesting attire. She has an excellent eye
for size, coloring, and fashion, and she need never worry
about the more delicate aspects of her craft again. Her
employees are all young women of varying races, who she
keeps busy repairing and altering the garments before

they're set on the tables to
be sold.

Esmerilda: Exp7/Rog].
Assistants (6): Exp2.

Esmerilda carries a +1 dagger and a sap
at her belt. She has a ring of charisma on her right
hand and 45 gp in her belt pouch. Her assistants
carry daggers and sewing implements. Behind the
 table, tucked into her sewing box, is a pouch con-
taining another 100 gp and a pearl worth 50 gp.
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ACTIVITY
Esmerilda’s is always crowded. She is a favorite am
merchants, and the Surveyors always stop to chat, as
other Marketplace regulars. Esmerilda will happily b
any clothing provided it is decent quality and in reason-
able shape — tears are not an issue, since her assistants
are expert seamstresses, but frayed or worn material can-
not be repaired. Each type of clothing belongs on its own
table — pants, shirts, cloaks, and jackets — or on one of
the racks. Customers can browse the goods and even hold
them up to examine them. Outerwear can also be tried
on, though only under Esmerilda’s watchful eye. She is a
fair person and offers a reasonable price for used but still
serviceable clothing. Esmerilda has an excellent eye for
details when it comes to clothes, and can identify anyone’s
garments once she's seen them.

HOOKS
e Esmerilda calls over one of the Surveyors and shows
him a shirt she just bought. It belonged to the Merchant
Prince (see location D16). The Surveyors ask her for a
description of the seller, and ask the PCs to help them
search for the man.

e The PCs are asked to retrieve an important message
that was sent to the Lords of the Bazaar by a spy in the
Marketplace. The spy said the message would be inside
the red vest at Esmerildas. But which red vest? And
what if someone else buys that vest before they do?

e Esmerilda has brokered a deal between a cloth trader
and a tailor. She asks the PCs to go get the bolts of cloth
and bring them to the tailor, but when they arrive the
trader and his wares are missing. Was it a trick or did
something happen to them?

DQ. BATTERED BLADES

This large booth has only one heavily reinforced
table. Even with the added supports the table
groans beneath the weight of so much metal — it
is covered with a variety of weapons and armor
pieces. A small, stocky man stands behind the
table, occasionally hammering at a helmet set on
the small forge before him.

Tighe Restin is a weaponsmith and armorer.
Unfortunately, he’s not a very good one. His
weapons and armor are serviceable but not par-
ticularly good quality and he knows it. Fortunately

there’s always someone looking to buy cheap equipment,
and so Tighe always finds customers for his wares. He also
buys used armor and weapons, and most of the items on
his table did not come from his forge.
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- Tighe Restin is often mistaken for a dwarf due to his short
stature and broad build. He is fully human, however, and
gruffly proud of the fact, just as he asserts that he is a solid
smith for someone with no magic and no dwarvish blood.
Tighe is a taciturn man but becomes talkative on three
subjects: weapons, armor, and fishing. Though not a very
good smith he is a good judge of metals, and offers low
but fair money for usable armor and weapons. He has an
apprentice, a young half-elf named Worhain who shows
great promise with metals but is hopeless with haggling.

Tighe Restin: Exp4/Ftr1.
Worhain: Half-elf Exp1.

Tighe carries a masterwork warhammer and his
leather aprons are the equivalent of leather armor.
He keeps 130 gp tucked into a small box mounted
under the table on his side.

ACTIVITY
Battered Blades is a busy place and always has a few old war-
riors hanging around trading stories with Tighe. Tighe can
examine any weapon or piece of armor and tell the owner
what it is, where it came from, what quality it has, and how
much it is worth. His estimates on worth are based upon
how much he will pay for it, of course, so they are usually
about 60% of the actual market value. He repairs armor and
weapons, even those not bought in his shop, for a small fee
(1 sp for minor repairs to armor, 2 sp for major repairs; 5 cp
for minor repairs to a weapon and 1 sp for major repairs)
and will also sharpen blades for 2 cp each. Tighe knows
more about armor than most of the city’s residents, and can
show someone how to put on or adjust almost any variety.

HOOKS

e Tighe has several new suits of armor on his table. They're
in good shape except for obvious signs of combat, and in a
style not seen here before. He tells the PCs who sold him
the armor but insists that he bought it fairly.

e Tighe mentions to the Surveyors that a stranger had
his sword sharpened recently and was asking questions
about the Merchant Prince (see location D16) all the
while. The Surveyors know they would be immediately
noticed so they ask the PCs to stay near Tighe and follow
or capture the man he points out.

e Someone offers Tighe a very good deal on several suits
of armor and several weapons, but insists that he retrieve
the items from a nearby location. Tighe hires the PCs to
fetch the goods for him.

e One of the blades on Tighe’s table, though covered in
grime, is clearly a quality weapon, far better than his
usual wares. Once cleaned, the masterwork longsword
is lovely, the work of true expert. Who would sell such a
sword and why?

DIO. THE YARD

This unoccupied space sits smack in the middle of
the Blood Zone. At first, it appears that a merchant
must have folded up his tent and gone home, but
that wouldn’t account for the thick ropes strung
through heavy corner posts, which cordon off
the square. Two men circle each other within the
square, each with swords drawn. A third man,
wielding an axe, is venting his rage upon a human-
sized post near the far corner. Several Surveyors
stand near the ropes, watching.

When the first weaponsmiths set up shop in the
Marketplace they quickly realized they would need some
place for customers to test their wares. They petitioned
the Lords of the Bazaar, who agreed to set aside space for
the purpose within the Blood Zone. This became the Yard,
a square bounded by waist-high ropes where weapons
can be tested safely and without incident. Several large
wooden posts stand about the Yard, as do mannequins
made from wood, cloth, and hay.

RESIDENTS

No one runs the Yard — it is available for anyone in the
Blood Zone to use. It is rarely empty, and usually has at
least three people testing armor or weapons within. At
least one Surveyor keeps watch here at all times, to pre-
vent accidents.

Weaponsmiths (Varies): Exp1/Warl.

Surveyors (Varies): War 3.

Smiths here will have weapons of various sorts. The
Surveyors were leather or studded leather armor,
and carry saps or short swords. They may have a
minor magic item if the DM wills it.

ACTIVITY

Those using the Yard may have any melee weapon and any
type of armor or shield. Ranged weapons are not allowed
here, however — those must be taken to one of the
archery ranges along the Bazaar's outer edge. Ostensibly
the Yard is only for testing the armor and weapons from
a Blood Zone smith or merchant. People often use it to
blow off steam, however, entering the square and facing
one another in mock-combat. The Surveyors make sure no
one gets seriously hurt.

HOOKS

e Two men face off in the Yard, each wielding a longsword.
Before the Surveyors can step in, one of the men kills
the other and then flees. The Surveyors ask the PCs to
help locate the man and deliver him for interrogation.



o A man enters the Yard with a battle axe, intent on test-
ing its edge against one of the mannequins. Before he
can complete his first stroke, however, he drops dead.
The Surveyors ask the PCs to help determine what
killed him.

e A stranger is seen over near the Yard for several days

in a row. He watches the various fights and demonstra-

tions and speaks with several of those involved. The

Surveyors want to know his identity, and why does it

look like he’s recruiting fighters?

One day, a sign appears on one of the Yard's boundary

posts. It says, “Yard entry: 4 cp per person plus 1 cp per

additional weapon.” The Yard has always been free for
use before. Why have the Lords of the Bazaar changed
that policy — or is this someone else’s work? Curious

Marketplace sellers ask the PCs to find out what's going

on.

DII. THE STANDS
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Customers (Varies): Com]1.

Silas Link wears masterwork leather armor, a ring of
protection +2, boots of elvenkind and cloak of elven-
kind, and a +2 keen short sword. He carries 20 gp
and a sapphire worth 30 gp. His assistants do not
wear armor but they each carry a dagger or a short
sword. The guards wear breastplates and carry
longswords or battleaxes and large steel shields.

A flat canopy covers this area, supported by stout
poles at the corners. A low platform sits at the
far end, stretching corner to corner, and a heavy
wooden podium stands at its center. Just beyond
the canopy and the platform is a small, solidly built
wooden shed.

This open-air auction house stands just past the
Marketplace near the Jumbles. It sells bulk lots and
smaller items of higher value. Most people sell their own
items in the Bazaar, whether they buy a booth or find an
interested merchant. But some prefer to let others do the
work for them. Those patrons head to the Stands. The auc-
tioneers will sell anything that is not illegal and is worth
at least 2 gp. The Stands got its name because it has no
chairs for bidders — they must stand before the platform
throughout the auction.

RESIDENTS

A grizzled old human named Silas Link owns and runs
the Stands. Silas was a thief in his youth — and a very
good one at that — but age has caught up with him.
He initially created the Stands as a way to fence stolen
goods but those days are behind him; he now enjoys the
business because it gives him a chance to handle other
folks’ valuable and take their money legally. It also keeps
the Thieves Guild out of his affairs; he received no small
number of ominous warnings during his days as a fence.
He has several assistants and half a dozen security guards
to help him with his work.

Silas Link: Rog12/Exp4.
Silas’s Assistants (5): Exp1/Rogl.
Stands Guards (6): Ftr5.

ACTIVITY
Between auctions the only people to visit the Stands are
those to list their items with Silas. During auctions, the
Stands are packed with both locals and foreigners. Silas
is very careful about his auctions and very up-front
about his rules. He does not ask where
an item came from but he will not
sell anything illegal or anything that
he knows is stolen. When someone
brings him an item, he examines it i
and estimates its value. An assistant
writes down the item’s description,
quantity, condition, and estimated
value, as well as the seller’s name and
a minimum price, if any. During an
auction Silas stands at the podium -
as his assistants — flanked by the L
guards — bring each item up one at
a time. Items go to the highest bid-
der, who must pay on the spot. Silas
takes 15% of the final sale price and
the rest goes to the seller. He will not
sell anything before an auction, but [
can be bribed into letting prospec-
tive buyers examine merchandise L
privately. Silas is an expert appraiser,

and is often asked to identify and [ Q
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evaluate items, particularly those of
dubious origin.

HOOKS

e Silas holds his lat-
est auction, which
includes a very
unusual ring, beautiful- ly
carved gold with a large ruby. The
Surveyors are curious about its ori-
gins, but when they try to track down
the seller it turns out that he gave Silas
a false identity. Silas hires the PCs to
track down the seller for him. If it's
a thief, he intends to give the man’s
name to the Thieves Guild rather
than risk their wrath. Will the PCs
allow him to do so? Or will they




m ignorance, sparing the thief’s life rather than turn-
ing him over to the Guild and its thugs?

A nobleman accuses Silas of cheating him by switch-
~ ing his antique hunting horn for a replica. Silas denies
this, but is shocked to discover that the horn has been
replaced since he took possession of it. He hires the PCs
to find out who did this switch, how they got into his
shed, and what they want for the real horn’s return.

e Silas announces that the Stands will be closing down
in two weeks. But why? He clearly enjoys his work, the
business is thriving, and everyone knows him. Why

items with Silas hires the PCs to find out what's really
going on.

e Three of Silas’ guards have disappeared, along with sev-
eral small but valuable items from his shed. He hires the
PCs to go after them.

DIz. CREMATORIUM

This foul-smelling stone building has a dour and
uninviting look to it. A trio of chimneys rises from
the far end and the walls are in serious need of a
scrubbing. In front of the establishment is a stone
urn perched upon a tombstone with the word
“Crematorium” carved onto it.

Because of the lack of space for cemeteries in the city, all
but the most wealthy are cremated when they die. This
rundown-looking building fulfills that need for those
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who cannot afford more elaborate funerary rites. Bodies
are unloaded on the ground floor via wagon. There they
are sorted and separated before being unceremoniously
placed in one of three incinerator ovens below ground.
The ashes of the bereaved are typically scattered on top of
the mount above the Dwarven District, or else in one of
two locations to the north of the city. The crematorium has
commissioned race- and denomination-neutral plaques
at all three locations to commemorate all those whose
earthly remains have been entrusted to their care.

would he stop? A seller hoping to list a large number of BESIDENTS

The undertaker, Otwender Siles, runs this place with a
mixture of detachment and ennui. He realizes how neces-
sary his job is to the smooth functioning of the city, and
knows that helll always have customers no matter how
poorly he works. He and his assistants operate on the
barely-competent level, and never go out of their way to
comfort the bereaved who pour through their doors. All
they care about are the fees that their services generate.

Otwender Siles: ExpS5.
Assistants (3): Exp2.

There’s nothing that really qualifies as treasure
inherent to this place. However, worthwhile items
that arrive on the persons of the recently departed
are quickly found and snatched up by the crema-
torium’s employees. At the DM'’s discretion, they
may have any number of filched objects in their
possession.

ACTIVITY

The crematorium will prepare urns for those who wish it
and who can pay the modest 2 sp charge. This has earned
them the gratitude of many members of the city’s under-
class, who otherwise would not be able to afford such
services. The undertaker, Otwender Siles, takes care of
each case personally, and even holds up the cremation of
other bodies so that the ashes can be properly gathered for
the bereaved. This practice stands in stark contrast to the
nonchalant way the crematorium conducts its other busi-
ness, and many people consider it the saving grace of an
otherwise poorly-run service.

Theyd change their tune, however, if they knew what
Siles’ real business was. The crematorium is more of a con-
venient front than an actual profession; it helps dispose
of the evidence while providing plenty of fresh supplies
for a very profitable body snatching enterprise. Siles sells
cadavers, pickled organs, and similarly gruesome objects to
those interested. His clientele are mostly academics: phy-
sicians and scholars studying anatomy (including those in
the Physicians’ Hall, location 023). Occasionally, however,



his customers include far less savory individuals, whose
motives are anything but benevolent. What they do with
the bodies matters not a whit to Siles; he cares only that
they pay. All evidence of wrong-doing disappears in the
incinerators, and even those who ask for the loved ones’
remains have no real way of knowing whose ashes they
receive, short of divining magics. As galling as it may be,
the city’s intellectual community has made some huge
leaps forward thanks to the cadavers Siles supplies, and in
his less mercenary moments, he likes to think of himself
as a patron for higher learning. He's not stupid enough to
reveal what he does to anyone he doesn't trust, however,
and his customers — his real customers — can always be
relied upon to keep their mouths shut.

HOOKS

o A vengeful spectre has begun haunting the cremato-
rium, causing all manner of disruption. It won't rest
until Siles returns a valuable ring which he stole from
the spectre’s mortal body. Siles hires the PCs to dispose
of the spectre, but won't admit that he has the ring.

e Someone has decided to get even with Siles. They stuff
the pockets and underclothes of a recently deceased
body full of an alchemical explosive, and then wait for
his underlings to pick it up. When it hits the incinera-
tors, it will level most of the block. The PCs get wind
of the plot and must decide if they want to prevent a
calamity.

DI3. SCRIBNER’S

ask Harrigon’s help at finishing the letter, and soon he
reading and writing letters for several bar patrons. Sine
he clearly had plenty of potential customers, Harrigon
decided to rent a stall in the Marketplace. Scribner’s has
been a fixture ever since.

Harrigon is an old man with sharp features and long,
delicate hands. He is not very talkative but is an excellent
listener and he has a great deal of experience convincing
people to open up to him. He runs his shop all by him-
self.

Harrigon: Exp10/Brd1/Wiz1.

Harrigon carries a +1 dagger, a wand of magic mis-

| siles and a +1 keen knife. He does not wear armor
but does have a amulet of natural armor +2. His
treasures are his vials of ink and his ink pens, plus
his spellbook.

This small stall is little more than an open space
framed by cloth hanging from wooden uprights.
The cloth in front has been draped up and past it
waits an older man sitting on a small wooden stool,
patiently watching the crowd. A second stool, this
one larger and more cushioned, sits beside him;
before him on a low table is a blank scroll of parch-
ment and several quills and ink vials.

RESIDENTS

Many of the city'’s inhabitants do not know how to read,
particularly among the poor and the humamoids. Yet
some situations require writing or reading. Scribner’s
provides the solution to that dilemma. Harrigon is a pro-
fessional scribe and once worked for Tirakon Karilyn of
the City Council (see location G22). But he grew older
and his limbs became stiff until he could no longer pace
the long halls taking his master’s dictation, or run up
the stairs to fetch a scroll. Finally Harrigon was released
from his duties. He wandered aimlessly, not sure what to
do with his life, until he wound up in the Bazaar. While
Harrigon was sitting in a tavern drinking he noticed a
man nearby writing a letter, and corrected his spelling.

ACTIVITY

Harrigon will read or write anything for a fee. He will not
agree to do anything clearly illegal or anything for which
he can be tried, prosecuted, or punished, like affixing his
name to a document encouraging treason. He has written
recipes, battle plans, personal love letters, and a variety of
other items, and read just as many. Harrigon can read and
write over twenty languages fluently and can decipher
at least three more. He charges 1 sp per page he writes,
double that if written in a dead or obscure language (DM’s
discretion). Reading costs half the price (5 cp per page).
Harrigon can recognize almost any written language and
can either translate it cleanly or puzzle it out. By accepting
a job, he guarantees that anything he reads or writes for
the client will remain confidential. Most of his customers
want privacy, so when Harrigon is working he lowers the
front cloth to close off his stall completely.

HOOKS

e A stranger asks Harrigon to translate a scroll for him,
but Harrigon does not recognize the language. What he
can piece together makes him very uneasy, and he hires
the PCs to protect him against any fallout from refusing
the job.

e Someone hires Harrigon to attend the next Lords of
the Bazaar meeting and copy down every word they
say. Why would anyone want a transcript of the Lords
meeting? What do they hope to gain from it? Uneasy
about the commission, he hires the PCs to discreetly
investigate his client.

e Someone delivers a message to one of the PCs, suppos- ¢
edly from a noble they've met before, and though the
letterhead looks similar it is not authentic. They take the
false message to Harrigon to see what he can tell them
about its origins and who wrote it.




~ room’s far wall, not far from a small door.
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HE COMPASS POINT

This stone house is unremarkable except for the
large wooden sign, shaped like a compass, hanging
over the front door. The place is well-maintained,
clean, and comfortable, though not particularly
fancy. The front door opens onto an enormous, airy
room that takes up most of the first floor. Small
tables and comfortable chairs are grouped together
all around, and a wide hearth occupies much of the

Most Bazaar District residents know their way around,
but strangers are constantly getting lost amid the narrow
streets, tiny shops, and changing pathways. The Compass
Point offers an easy solution: selling directions for a
surprisingly reasonable amount. The place also sells tea,
biscuits, and similar fare, and some locals come here just
for the food and the friendly atmosphere.

BESIDENTS

Madame owns and runs the Compass Point. Originally
this house belonged to a successful fur trader, but when
his business collapsed, several moneylenders put it up for
auction. Madame acquired it, renovated it, and opened it
as the Compass Point. She lives on the second floor, which
is large enough to have several guest rooms though she
does not rent them out. She bakes all of her own goods
each morning in the kitchen behind the main room. She
is a small, rail-thin woman with a pinched face and white-
streaked black hair pulled back in a tight bun. Despite her
appearance, she is very friendly and is always willing to
chat with both strangers and locals.

The Compass Point is a popular location and everyone
knows it. This is exactly what Madame and her silent
partners wanted. The shop is really a front for the Thieves
Guild and the thin profit it earns is more than offset by the
wealth of information it provides. Madame is the districts
Wolf (see location G3 for details). Not only does she col-
lect the ill-gotten gains of the thieves beneath her, but
she reports every afternoon and every evening on who is
going where, who is doing what, and which wealthy trav-
elers have wandered through. Various thieves beneath her
then act on that information, returning any gains to the
back of her shop for dispersal. As a front, her operation is
perfect; no one suspects that she belongs to the Guild and
even the ne'er-do-wells spotted slinking out of the back of
her shop are presumably only there for the pastries. When
asked about them, she only smiles and says that everyone
is welcome here as long as their money is good.

Madame: Rog10/Exp3.

~ wise) and wears a ring of charm person. She keeps

check to find).

Madame carries a +2 whip when she’s expecting
trouble (it would interfere with her disguise other-

200 gp and three rubies worth 100 gp each in a safe
(successful DC 25 Open Lock check to crack) hid-
den in her room (successful DC 15 Search or Spot

ACTIVITY

Madame personally approaches everyone who enters.
She says hello, asks what they would like, and is gener-
ally pleasant. Although not pushy, Madame is very good
at extracting information and can quickly find out each
customer’s business, current activities, plans for the day,
and general level of wealth. Her food is good, particu-
larly the pastries, and her tea ranges from mildly fruity to
strong and spiked.

The thieves under Madame are under strict orders not
to approach unless the shop is empty. Their mistress has
gone to great lengths to erect this harmless facade, and she
won't have some cloddish underling ruin it just because
they can’t wait. Thieves in the district come only in the
dead of night, and only remain long enough to drop off
their good or receive new orders. Madame smuggles loot
back to the Thieves Guild in barrels of flour or even (if
the object is small and particularly valuable) baked in
her pastries. Her operation is one of the most successful
in the city: quiet, low-key, and raking in regular profits.
Accordingly, the Thieves Guild has refrain from opening
other illicit business, such as brothels or the like. Madame
doesn’t want such activity spoiling her “harmless old lady”
persona.

HOOKS

e Madame mentions to the PCs that something has hap-
pened to the Merchant Prince (see location D16). No
one has seen him for several days. She seems genuinely
concerned, as the two of them get along well and he is
one of her regular customers.

e The Compass Point is closed one morning! Madame
does not answer the door and her hearth is cold.
Upstairs, her bed is empty and does not look like it was
slept in last night. Where is she, and is she all right?
The Thieves Guild (among others) would dearly like to
know.

e Madame seems frazzled one morning, and when asked
she mentions rumors that people have been selling
their shops and leaving the Bazaar. “I won't go,” she
insists, and if anyone asks whether someone’s tried to
make her she replies “They wouldn't dare!” Are her
fears unfounded or is there something going on? And if
Madame is so sure she'll be okay why does she seem so
worried?



e The PCs see a man in the Compass Point one morning.
He is a stranger and seems to be threatening Madame!
He leaves a short while later. The next morning his
body is discovered in the Squats (location D35). Did
Madame kill him?

DI15. INDENTURE HALL

One of the largest structures in the Bazaar, this
house has been maintained better than many
in the neighborhood. The walls are sound, the
doors properly hung, and the exterior paint still
fresh enough to make the place presentable. The
windows all have heavy shutters locked in place
and two burly guards stand just outside the door,
inspecting everyone who approaches. Despite its
tidy appearance, something about this place radi-
ates despair — most likely the people who enter,
heads hung low, and eventually leave again, trailing
behind someone else.

Slavery is illegal in the city. But this doesn't necessarily
mean that slavery does not exist here; it just goes by other
names. The most popular is “indentured servitude,” and
the center for that is the Indenture Hall. Those who live
in the Hall are indentured, meaning they have received
money in exchange for a pledge to do whatever is required
until their debt has been paid off. The Hall lets private
citizens or businesses hire these indentured workers
in exchange for a commission, and the buyer owns the
servant in everything but
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name — until the debt is paid they can require anyth
of the servant and legally demand it. :
Indenture Hall is run by a tall thin half-orc named Gast,
though many think he is merely a figurehead. Whispers
abound that the Thieves Guild pulls the strings on the
place, and even that some indentured servants are kid-
napped from foreign lands. Gast denies them, of course,
but his protestations have done little to diminish his sinis-
ter reputation.

RESIDENTS

Gast is a cold, unfriendly fellow, fixated on business. He
sees people as commodities, and can size up a poten-
tial worker’s strengths and weaknesses after only a few
moments. Gast uses this skill to place servants where they
will be most useful, and many unscrupulous business-
men come to him whenever they need help — hiring
an indentured servant is a larger up-front expense than
hiring a new employee, but the servant’s contract can be
manipulated so that it extends for years or even decades,
and that initial cost is more than repaid, especially since
the employer can give the servant only enough food to
survive and function. Gast has several guards around the
Hall, inside and out, to make sure no one tries to escape
and that no one is rescued. As he is quick to point out, if an
indentured servant has concerned friends and family, they
should pool their money and buy the servant’s freedom.

Gast: Half-orc Exp5/Ftr2/Rog2.

Guards (4): Ftr4.

Indentured Servants (Varies): Com]1.
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Gast wears a ring of protection +3 and an amulet of
charm person. He carries a +1 dagger and a cane
that contains a +2 keen rapier within. He keeps 400
gp in a safe in his office (successful DC 15 Open
Lock check to crack). His guards wear breastplates
and carry longswords, spears, and daggers. Those
entering indentured servitude are stripped of every-
thing except their clothes, though most have long
since pawned anything of value. Businessmen and
private citizens enter here only to visit kin or to
hire servants, and can be of any race, occupation,
or status.

ACTIVITY

Most nobles and reputable businesses shy away from
Gast’s services, preferring less odious ways of procuring
servants. But there’s always plenty who have no scruples
about using Gast and his thugs, as long as it will find them
reliable help and save them money. Gast examines each
potential servant and will turn away anyone in poor health
or too frail to handle simple menial tasks. Everyone else

is examined and interviewed, and Gast notes their name
and skills on a list. Then he asks how much money they
need and offers a term of servitude in return. For someone
healthy but unskilled he will offer 1 gp per year of service.
Those with moderate skills receive 2 gp per year and those
with good craft skills or good combat skills receive 3 gp.

Spellcasters rarely enter servitude but Gast is eager to get
them and will offer as much as 6 gp per year for someone
who can cast magic.

Once the terms have been fixed he presents the indi-
vidual with a contract, which they must sign before wit-
nesses — usually his guards. Then Gast gives them the
money and one day to fulfill any obligations and set any
other affairs in order. His guards will track down anyone
who tries to run or hide. The servants are kept within the
Hall until hired, and provided with simple beds, rough
clothes, and plain but filling food. Gast does not hire
servants out for less than one month’s service. If a servant
dies while working, Gast considers their debt paid in full,
but if someone runs and escapes, he holds any other kin
responsible for the remaining debt.

HOOKS

e Gast complains that his Hall is growing empty. No one
is entering indentured servitude any more. This should
be a cause for rejoicing, but what if those people are
being pulled into something else instead — something
even worse? Gast hires the PCs to find out what's going
on.

e A new servant appeats in the Hall. He looks a lot like
the missing Merchant Prince (see location D16), but
why would he be there? And if it is him, why doesn't he
simply have his men pay for his release? The Knights
hire the PCs to find out if that is their leader, and if so to
help him leave by any means necessary.




e One of the PCs’ friends has fallen on hard times and
enters Indenture Hall. Then she disappears. Where
did she go? Gast won' say, which is unusual since his
business is technically legal. The PCs have to find their
friend and help her get back on her feet and out of
debt.

o Gast somehow runs afoul of the other half-orc in his
business: Lucan of Lucan’s Domestic Service Agency
(location E19). Soon, Lucan’s thugs (hobgoblins from
the Nailed Boots tribe, see location B23) are attack-
ing indentured servants all over the city, and scaring
potential servants into staying away from Gast. The PCs
are asked to find out what happened and resolve the
conflict before anyone else gets hurt.

DI6. TRADER fFOBTRESS

This building is not the largest in the Bazaar but it
is one of the most impressive. The walls are stone
instead of wood, rising two stories and ending
in an imposing rampart. A pair of double doors
— polished wood with heavy metal hinges — fills
the curving archway in front and the windows are
tall, narrow, and arched as well. The entire place
resembles a fortress that's been shrunk down to
the size of a large house. It even has a flag waving
above it, depicting a full moneybag with a crown
atop it over a blue background.

The Bazaar is part of the city and thus under the control
of the City Council. The Lords of the Bazaar handle the
district’s daily concerns and only ask the Council for help
with extreme situations. But the district has another ruler
— or so he claims. This is the Merchant Prince, and he
and his followers use this eccentric structure as their base
of operations.

RESIDENTS

The Merchant Prince grew up as an urchin. He lived on
the streets, surviving by his wits, his quick fingers, and his
sharp knife. Over several years he gathered like-minded
youths into a large street gang. They began terrorizing
merchants, destroying their booths and wares and disap-
pearing before the Surveyors could catch them. Then the
gang leader notified the merchants that he would make
sure their goods were safe — for a price. Some refused,
but many paid the small amount because it was easier
than worrying or replacing damaged property. With that
money the gang bought a small house and began to live
comfortably. The Thieves Guild came calling, but the gang
happily paid the larger organization proper dues, avoiding
trouble while allowing the Guild to focus more on pick-
pockets and burglaries than the protection racket.

Over the next few years, his easy situation wen
gang leader’s head. He decided that the monthly fee
merchants paid him must be rent. Which meant tha
owned the Bazaar. He began calling himself the Mercha
Prince, and dubbed his gang the Merchant Knights. He
even bought a larger house and had it rebuilt to resemble
a military fortress.

The Merchant Prince thinks he runs the Bazaar. In real-
ity, the Lords of the Bazaar tolerate him because he keeps
the place relatively crime-free, and because getting rid of
him would be a bigger hassle than simply leaving him be.
The Thieves Guild allows him to operate unmolested as
long as he pays his dues (the Merchant Prince considers it
a “tax” on “his” property), and the rest of the Bazaar goes on
as it always has.

The Merchant Prince is a slender, handsome man who
looks far younger than his years thanks to his half-elven
nature. He dresses extremely well and wears fine jewelry
and ornate weapons, so that those who do not know him
well might well think that he is a high-ranking nobleman.
His manners are impeccable unless he loses his temper,
at which point he reverts to street slang and the rough
nature of a thug. The Merchant Knights are all thugs of
varying races. Some have copied their leader and put on
airs, while others still dress crudely and act worse.

The Merchant Prince is not as wealthy as he pretends,
since much of his revenue goes toward his clothes, the
house’s upkeep, and the top-notch food and drink he and
his men have. He keeps a household of several servants,
but they cost him very little. The most important thing
for him, however, is not money but respect, and that he
definitely has... even from those who hate him.

Merchant Prince: Half-elf Rog10/Ftr3.
Merchant Knights (30): Ftr3/Rog2.

Indentured Servants (4): Com]1.

The Merchant Prince wears an elven chain shirt
beneath his velvet doublet, and a ring of protection
+2 on his left hand. He has gloves of dexterity tucked
into his belt alongside his +2 keen short sword and
silver dagger. He carries 24 gp and two sapphires
worth 50 gp each in his belt pouch. His men wear
chain shirts and carry longswords and daggers.

ACTIVITY

The Merchant Prince takes a tour of the Bazaar every
day with at least two Knights at his side. He also spends
at least one hour holding audience, when he conducts
any business that cannot be handled out on the streets.
Occasionally he summons merchants to his home to
express his displeasure or revise their financial arrange-
ments.
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Slaves have begun appearing in the Bazaar. The
Merchant Prince is furious — no one informed him of
this or asked his permission. He knows whoever it is
will avoid his Knights, so he hires the PCs to find out
who is behind it.

o The Merchant Knights are in disarray. Their Prince has
disappeared! They beg the PCs to help them find him,
and figure out what happened to him.

e A stranger approaches the Trader Fortress and spends
several hours speaking privately with the Merchant
Prince. After he leaves, the Merchant Prince summons
the PCs. He tells them that this stranger proposed a very
lucrative business deal, but he doesn't fully trust the
man. He hires the PCs to follow the stranger and find
out what he’s really up to.

e The Merchant Prince decides that the dues he pays
the Thieves Guild are no longer acceptable. The Guild
responds with ominous rumblings and threats of vio-
lence. The Lords of the Bazaar ask the PCs to speak to
the Prince, and get him to change his mind before an
underworld war breaks out.

DI7. SURVEY HOUSE

Perched just beyond the edge of the Marketplace
tent, this barracks building tries very hard not call
attention to itself as such. Its decor is more suited
to a comfortable house than a police headquarters.
Flowers trim the tidy front lawn, and vegetables and
herbs grow in the garden in the back. At any given
time, men wearing the badge of the Surveyors may
be found lounging on the front steps, smoking
pipes or more generally taking their ease.

This is the headquarters of the Surveyors, the Marketplace’s
private security force.

RESIDENTS

When the City Council created the Bazaar District, it
naturally fell under the authority of the Civic Guard. But
as more people arrived to trade here, and the district grew
more crowded and less ruly, the the merchants began to
lose confidence in the Guard's ability to keep the peace.
Many of them assigned their best personal guards to
watch the Bazaar as a whole. Over time these guards
learned to work together, and formed a group responsible
for the safety of the Bazaar and its inhabitants. These were
the first Surveyors, called that both because they look out
over the district and because they make sure walkways are
kept clear and useable.

The Surveyors report to the Lords of the Bazaar, not
the City Council. The Lords tax vendors in the district
and that money pays for the Surveyors' lodging, clothing,
weapons, food, and salary. The Surveyors handle their own
recruitment and training, and will accept people of any

race and occupation who have the right skills. The rank
and file answer to the Chief Surveyor and his lieutenants,
the Head Surveyors. The Surveyors are Bazaar residents
themselves and are on friendly terms with most of the
other citizens here. They know everyone and every place
in the district, and will not interfere with private business
unless it breaks a city law or threatens personal or prop-
erty damage.

206 Surveyors live in the Survey House. The Chief
has his own room, as do his five Heads, and each Head
directs two squads of twenty Surveyors each. The regular
Surveyors share rooms, four to a room.

Chief Surveyor: War10.
Head Surveyors (5): War7.
Surveyors (200): War3.

Surveyors wear leather or studded leather armor
and carry one-handed melee weapons. Short swords
are a favorite. They also carry saps and daggers.

ACTIVITY

The Surveyors know their job and any unusual instruc-
tions come from the Lords of the Bazaar, usually dur-
ing one of the meetings at the Crossings (location DS5).
Criminals are handed over to the City Guard for punish-
ment and incarceration — Survey House does not have
a jail. With questions of conflicting authority, the City
Guard always has jurisdiction.

Despite their casual appearance and attitude the
Surveyors keep a very tight schedule. Each squad patrols
a particular portion of the district, and they rotate every
week. Patrols are run in pairs, who check in at set loca-
tions at particular times. Each squad also works either the
daytime or the nighttime shift, and two shifts overlap.
At least four off-duty Surveyors stay at the house at all
times to guard the headquarters, though they usually sit
outside and chat with passers-by. District residents can
go to Survey House and request aid if they cannot find a
Surveyor on patrol; someone will be dispatched to look
into the matter.

PCs may join the Surveyors without much problem.
Even low-level PCs will have skills and powers beyond
those of most Surveyors. Supplanting one of the leaders will
be a tricky matter, however, as they are a tight-knit bunch.

HOOKS

e Someone has attacked Survey House, killing or inca-
pacitating the Surveyors there and setting fire to the
building. Who would do such a thing? Many of the
Surveyors are too injured to investigate and institution-
al pride prevents them from throwing themselves upon
the good offices of the Civic Guard; they ask the PCs to
help them instead.



e A prominent visiting merchant accuses the Surveyors
of obstructing his business in order to aid a local rival.
The Lords of the Bazaar hire the PCs to look into the
matter to spare the Surveyors the obvious conflict of
interest.

e One evening a Surveyor patrol does not reach part of
the Bazaar. The next morning they still do not appear.
The Surveyors are patrolling as normal, so they must
be deliberately avoiding that area. But why? The Lords
of the Bazaar ask the PCs to investigate, and to provide
protection in the interim.

DI8. THE SILKEN VEIL
This small stall is draped with silken scarves in several
colors, forming a filmy but surprisingly effective blind.
Inside isasingle small round table, also draped, witha crys-
tal ball at its center. Lady Anda (Elf Rog4) sits behind the
table, waiting patiently for customers who wish to know
their future. Anda is an elf, though that is impossible to
see since she wears more silk scarves wrapped around her
head and one over her face. She claims to see the future
but most of her “visions” are shrewd guesses based upon
her ability to read people. She keeps
a silver dagger at her side for
protection.

BAZAAR DISTRIC

DIQ. LOVELORN
At first glance this stall looks very similar to the Silken
Veil — it is roughly the same size, has colorful drapes
hanging across the front and making up the back and side
walls, and has a single table inside. There is no crystal ball,
however, and Deeda (Exp4), the owner, does not claim
mystic powers. What she does claim is the ability to figure
out a persons potential soulmate in record time. Deeda
is one of the Bazaar’s nosiest people, though she is nice
enough that other residents tolerate her or even like her.
She knows everyone, which helps her determine whom
her clients should meet. For additional money she will set
up the meeting herself, either overtly or subtly. Deeda is
a human of middling years, and she carries a masterwork
mace which she swings with surprising skill. She also has
a dagger and a ring of empathy.

Dz20O. STOCKYARDS

You hear it before you smell it: a cacophony of
moos and baas and oinks and grunts. Then your
nose brings you the unmistakable odor of animals
— many animals all together — mixed with hay and
seed and dung. Finally you see it, a huge enclosure
bordered by stout wooden fences high enough to
obscure all but a flicker of ears, manes, and horns
within.

This large open area holds the cattle, oxen, sheep and
other livestock brought for sale at the Bazaar. Rather than
scatter them throughout the district, the Lords of the
Bazaar set aside an area right in front, just off the main
road and facing the Main Gate. They fenced it and cre-
ated the stockyards. All domesticated animals larger than
knee-high or more numerous than twenty are placed here
prior to sale. Smaller interior fences block off areas so that
different species can be kept separate.

RESIDENTS
A grizzled old dwarf named Crain runs the stockyards. He
does not care for animals much but he is good at logistics
and is not bothered by the stench or the droppings or the
noise. Crain has ten assistants of various races.

Crain: Dwarf Exp4/Brb3.

Crain’s Assistants (10): Exp2.

Crain carries a masterwork whip and a +1 short
spear. He wears dwarven chainmail. He keeps 100
gp in a locked strong box (successful DC 20 Open
Lock check to pick) in his office — a small shack in
the center of the Stockyards. His assistants each
carry whips and short spears and daggers, and wear
leather armor.
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n examines any livestock brought
in and writes down the owner, the live-
stock type, quantity and condition, and
the date of arrival. Animals that have been tagged
are placed in with other animals of the same type — those
untagged or those that will not mix well are put in their
own enclosures. Those who buy livestock present their
receipts to Crain and can then retrieve their purchases.
He allows people to store other animals in the Stockyards,
for a fee of 1 gp per day per enclosure, but only if he does
not need the space.

HOOKS

® The PCs stop by the Stockyard but Crain is not there.
Instead they meet an officious little man named Marlin,
who tells them he is now in charge there. Why would
Crain have left and where did he go? Something isn't
right, and it’s up to the PCs to figure it out.

e Atrader delivers a handful of cattle and then disappears.
Crain hires the PCs to find out who he is, where he
went, and why he would leave behind valuable cattle.

® Someone opens all the gates within the Stockyards and
all the animals get loose inside. Crain hires the PCs to
lend a hand putting everything back in order, then asks
them to find out who did this and why.

D21. SLAUGHTEBRHOUSE

Right next to the Stockyards is a long, low building that
reeks of blood. This is the slaughterhouse, where live-
stock is turned into meat and hide and horn. A large man
named Handsome Harry (Brb3/Exp2) — so large and
ugly many mistake him for a half-orc — runs the place.
Harry is fully human, though extremely big and strong
for his race, and he carries a masterwork hammer (treat as
awarhammer) and a masterwork skinning knife (treat as a
kukri and assume that Harry has the appropriate weapon
proficiency) that can kill and flay people as easily as cattle
and sheep. He and Crain are good friends and work closely
together. Harry runs a tidy side business selling horns and
other parts his customers don't bother to collect.

Dzz. EXOTIC DELIGHTS

This small shop’s side walls are covered in cartons, each
containinga different spice. Olien and Terrianda Fleuteren,
the gnome pair who own and run the shop (both of them
Gnome Expé6/Drd1) know every spice by name, appear-
ance, scent, and property and can advise clients expertly
on their purchases. Most of their spices are purely for fla-
vor but some have mild medicinal purposes and a few can
be poisonous if used in large measures. The Fleuterens are
well-liked and treat most of their neighbors like favorite
nieces and nephews — they often disappear for weeks on
end, only to return with new spices and small toys and
trinkets for the children. They sometimes require the pro-
tective services of adventurers for these journeys.

D273. BLESSED THINGS

This booth looks like a temple collided with a
tinker's cart. Religious icons hang from hooks all
around the walls, interspersed with paintings and
scrolls, while statues, goblets, candlesticks, jewelry
and even weapons completely cover the tables. A
large box to one side holds chips of rock, with a
sign proclaiming, “Spire Fragments!” tacked to the
front.

This booth in the Jumbles sells divine artifacts — or so
the owner claims. Because of its origins the city has an
unusual tolerance toward foreign ideas and cultures.
Blessed Things takes advantage of that fact and of people’s
fascination with the strange. The stall is filled with icons
from every religion imaginable, and signs everywhere
point to various holy relics. Whether the items are genu-
ine is anyone’s guess.

BESIDENTS

A pair of men run this shop, as mismatched as their wares.
Brian Ash is a human explorer and relic hunter, while his
partner Grif is a half-orc businessman. Brian is of average
height, slender, and good-looking, but he has no manners
and knows very little beyond antiquities. Grif, on the other
hand, is powerfully built and hideously ugly but has an
agile mind, a silver tongue, and a surprisingly charming
smile. Brian handles obtaining the wares and Grif handles
selling them.

Brian Ash: Exp7/Rog2.
Grif: Half-orc Exp5/Brd3/Rog]1.



Brian wears an amulet of natural armor +3 and a
ring of defense +2. He carries a keen short sword and
a masterwork dagger. Grif wears a +1 chain shirt and
carries a +2 mace and a dagger. He has 40 gp and
a ruby worth 50 gp in his belt pouch. An unlocked
strong box hidden inside a small reliquary in the
booth (successful DC 20 Spot check to notice) con-
tains 250 gp and 300 gp in assorted gems.

ACTIVITY
Brian will enthusiastically examine any religious artifacts
brought to their stall. Grif will do his best to sell anything
and everything to anyone who approaches. Most of their
wares are mundane religious items, and most of the relics
are fakes — but a few are very real, and (at the DM’s dis-
cretion) surprisingly powerful.

HOOKS

e One of the relics, allegedly the finger of a demigod,
disappears. Brian admits that it was a fake — the case is
old enough and from the right region but the finger is
recent and mundane. So why would someone steal it?
Brian and Grif hire the PCs to find out.

e Grif runs into the PCs and is clearly terrified. Brian is
away on one of his gathering expeditions, and one of
the items in their stall just started glowing. Grif has no
idea what to do, and begs the PCs to help him.

e Half the stall's contents suddenly blacken and crumble
one morning. Grif is both furious and frightened, and
asks the PCs to find out what’s going on.

Dz4. REMEDIES

This handsome little store has all the marks of a
profitable, well-tended establishment — the walls
are smooth and clean, the windows sparkle, the
floor gleams, and everything rests neatly in its place.
A small bell tinkles on the front door, announcing
the presence of visitors, and the place smells of
mint, jasmine, and a few other unidentified scents.
The shop is pleasantly cool and just stepping inside
invokes a feeling of relaxation, as does the welcom-
ing smile of the woman behind the counter.
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BESIDENTS ;
Mirielle owns and runs this shop. She has a calming p
ence and a friendly but reserved manner. She dress
loose, flowing robes and carries with her a faint scent
of flowers and herbs. Her cousin Ninevelle helps in the
shop, and indeed often runs it completely: Mirielle is the
Bazaar'’s current Council representative, and is regularly
called away for long meetings at the Council Palace (loca-
tion I1).

Mirielle: EIf Drd 8/Exp4.
Ninevelle: EIf Exp3/Drd2.

Mirielle has an amulet of stoneskin and a walking
stick with a permanent shillelagh spell cast on it.
She keeps 300 gp in the carved wooden box behind
the counter. Ninevelle carries a longsword, a dag-
ger, and a scroll of entangle.

The Bazaar has several shops and stalls that sell herbs,
flowers, chemicals, and remedies. Some are better than
others. Remedies is one of the best. It is well-known in
the district, and everyone agrees that Mirielle knows her
craft and treats her customers fairly. Those who frequent
other apothecaries do so for one of three reasons: they are
more interested in saving money than in buying the best;
they have angered Mirielle and have been banned from
her store; or they owe her money for past purchases and
wish to avoid her.

ACTIVITY
Mirielle does not work magic in her shop, but she does
not need to. Her herbs and other remedies can cure many
illnesses, ease many pains, provide added strength and
resilience, and solve other minor physical and mental
problems. She stocks herbs, minerals, flowers, seeds, and
even most organic spell components. She does not sell
poisons, however, and will not sell dangerous remedies in
quantities large enough to cause harm.

HOOKS
o Mirielle has been receiving threatening notes tacked to
her shop door in the mornings. Sher hires the PCs to
shadow her and protect her from harm.

® Someone breaks into Remedies and steals several pow-
erful herbs that could be used to create poisons and
other harmful concoctions. Mirielle is furious and hires
the PCs to find and punish the thieves.

o News reaches Mirielle that a stranger claims to have sev-
eral herbs she has heard of but never seen herself. She
asks the PCs to check him out and, if everything seems
safe, approach him about buying the herbs.

Dz25§. LAND Of TONICS
This stall in the Jumbles (the proprietor wanted to set
up shop in the Farmer’s Market but was forbidden entry
there) is the opposite of Remedies. The owner is a gnome
named Transom (Gnome Exp5/Rog2). Once customers
tell him their problems, he goes to his racks filled with
bottles and vials of varying shapes and sizes, selects a
bottle more or less at random and sells it to them, promis-
ing that, if they take it properly, it will help. The bottles all
contain the same mixture of cheap wine, fish oil, and vari-
ous herbs, which acts — if it acts at all — as a mild laxative.
Whenever people return and complain, however, Transom
replies that they must have used the tonic incorrectly.
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the time he succeeds in selling a second tonic to the
olish customer, who later assumes that he or she simply
~ cannot follow the tonic’s instructions properly.

" D26. INKS

Various parchments, vellums, and papers sit on
shelves along one wall of this shop, with quills,
nibs, and inks along the other. A heavy curtain cov-
ers the back wall, and when a man steps out from
behind it, it reveals the shop to be longer than it
appears. At least half the floor space is hidden
behind that curtain.

Originally a modest shop selling inks and papers, this
establishment now doubles as a place where one can get
magical tattoos as well.

RESIDENTS

Nhalgren is a tall, slender young man who wears his long
brown hair pulled back in a braid. He also wears a sleeve-
less shirt to show off the tattoos along his arms. As a boy,
Nhalgren showed a flair for two things: art and magic.
He became a wizard’s apprentice at the Arcane Academy
(location K2), but was kicked out for disobedience. He
tried his hand at art next, but preferred ink to paint and
found that there was not much market for ink drawings.
Eventually he wound up in the Bazaar, where he was
lucky enough to find work assisting an ink and paper
seller named Myrtis. Nhalgren loved paper and ink and
had a good eye for both, and with his help Myrtis' busi-
ness flourished.

Then one day, a traveler appeared, his skin covered in
strange blue traceries. It was the first time Nhalgren had
ever seen a tattoo and he was fascinated. He left that night
and was gone for two years, but when he returned he had
mastered the art of tattooing. A new sign was then added
to Myrtis' booth: “Tattoos Available Here.” That proved
popular, and soon Nhalgren and his mentor had pur-
chased an actual shop, the front half for writing supplies
and the back half a tattoo parlor. Both halves have done
well, though with slightly different clientele.

Nhalgren is still a rebel — he hates being told what
to do, and will argue with clients if he does not approve
of their tattoo design. Myrtis is short and solidly built,
with thinning white hair and a friendly smile. He likes to
chat and sometimes forgets details but he never forgets
a name, a face, or an ink. Both men’s fingers are perma-
nently ink-stained.

Nhalgren: Exp6/Sor 4.
Myrtis: Exp8.

Nhalgren has a mage armor tattoo on his left shoul-
der, a cat’s grace tattoo on his left hand, a daze
tattoo on his right shoulder, and a shocking grasp
tattoo on his right hand. He carries a +3 keen short
sword and a masterwork dagger, wears an amulet
of natural armor +4 and a ring of protection +3. He
prizes his masterwork artisan’s tools as much as
any of his possessions, however.

Myrtis wears a +2 amulet of natural armor and
carries a +2 mace. A small lock box under the
counter, protected by an arcane lock, holds 300 gp.
Their sleeping quarters are upstairs, and in the back
of Nhalgren’s room is a small vault with an arcane
lock on it. It contains 1,000 gp and ten gems worth
500 gp each.

ACTIVITY

Inks carries every type of ink, writing implement, and
paper or parchment imaginable (save truly horrific materi-
als, like parchment made from human flesh). The quality
of Myrtis’ wares is excellent and his prices are fair. Anyone
buying in bulk, or buying repeatedly, gets a 10% discount.

Nhalgren is a gifted tattoo artist, capable of creating
masterwork tattoos and of imbuing these images with any
sorcerer spell he knows. The bearer of the tattoo can then
cast the spell as if he were a 4th level wizard or sorcerer.
It can be cast as many times per day as the character’s
Intelligence bonus will allow — in other words, if some-
one with an Intelligence score of 12 gets one tattoo with
a 15U ]evel spell, he can cast the spell once per day. Casting
the spell does not require components. The total number
of bonus spells available to a character is the maximum
number of spell-imbued tattoos he can have — thus
Nhalgren, who has an Intelligence score of 18, can have
only four spell-tattoos. Treat each spell-tattoo as a magic
item for purposes of detection and dispelling. The tattoo
is destroyed if the image is removed or marred beyond
recognition. Nhalgren charges 5 gp for a small mundane
tattoo and 15 for a large one. Spell-tattoos are always large,
and cost 500 gp for a 0-level spell, 1,000 gp for a 15%level
spell and 2,000 gp for a 20d Jevel spell. Nhalgren is very
picky about the customers to whom he will grant spell-
tattoos. Ultimately, it is up to the DM whether or not he
chooses to give one to a PC.

HOOKS

e A stranger enters Inks and demands a spell-tattoo.
Nhalgren refuses and the man warns that helll regret
his decision. Nhalgren hires the PCs to find out who the
stranger is, and protect him and Myrtis if necessary.

e Nhalgren hears of a strange new ink developed in a
foreign land that possesses magical properties. He hires
the PCs to fetch it for him if possible.



e Nhalgren has disappeared and Myrtis suspects foul play.
He hires the PCs to locate and, if necessary, rescue his
partner.

D27. MIDWAY

This strip along the main road has several stalls facing it.
Each stall contains a game of chance or skill (or both),
designed to entertain visitors and take their money. At
one stall people pay 3 cp to throw three small darts at an
apple bobbing in a water barrel. Another booth has people
guessing which numbers a pair of dice will reveal — those
who guess right win a prize. Another has several strange
knots of string, and people pay for the chance to try unrav-
eling them before an hourglass runs out. An so on. Some
of these games are rigged to prevent the customers from
winning, but many are good, (relatively) honest fun.

Dz28. PATCHWORKS

Lethair is a grizzled half-orc whose body is cos
scars. He has an iron lower jaw, a hardwood lower ri
leg and foot, a jade upper right ear, and a left pinky fing
carved from a strange green wood. He likes people bt
doesn't know how to talk to anyone except other war-
riors, and gets particularly flustered around women and
children. Ironjaw misses the thrill of combat but knows
he’s too old and too damaged to fight any more. Instead he
spends his time figuring out ways to repair other maimed
warriors so they can be as deadly as ever.

Ironjaw Lethair: Half-orc Brb7/ExpS5.

This shop looks as if it were pieced together by
a dozen different builders, each using a different
style, different tools and different materials. It con-
tains bricks, wooden planks, rough logs, plaster,
adobe, polished stone blocks, rough-hewn stone,
and several other elements, and looks as if it would
fall apart in an instant. The interior, however, is neat
and organized, with items — hooks, wooden feet,
glass eyes — hanging from hooks or resting on the
lined and labeled shelves between. A figure sits on
a stool by a long padded table in back; he looks as if
the men who built the shop practiced on him first.

RESIDENTS

Ironjaw Lethair was a barbarian healer of some renown,
as admired for his crafting skills as his combat prowess.
Unfortunately he had a string of bad luck, and with each
unlucky encounter he lost another piece of himself, the
first and worst being his lower jaw. Each time, Lethair
replaced that part with a prosthetic, and dove back into
battle. When he lost his right leg below the knee, however,
even he realized it was time to hang up his battleaxe. He
came to the city and tried his hand as a woodworker but
had trouble adapting to the quiet life of a craftsman. Then
an old comrade stopped by for a visit. Lethair’s friend had
lost his left foot to a troll attack a few months before, and
while visiting he complained about the clay ball his sur-
geon had given him as a replacement. Lethair carved him
a new foot from hardwood, which fit in his old boot and
was considerably more comfortable, more agile, and more
attractive than the clay ball. Word got around, and soon
Lethair found himself busy making a variety of prosthet-
ics. He enjoyed the work — and the idea of helping those
who had suffered as he had — so he found a new location
and reopened his shop as Patchworks.

Lethair no longer wears armor, though his suit of +2
hide armor still stands in the corner and his +2 keen
battleaxe still hangs above his worktable. When he
goes out he carries a +1 light mace fashioned to
resemble a walking stick, and he has two daggers at
his belt. He rarely carries more than 20 gp on him,
though he has another 30 gp back in his shop, lying
about as loose change.

ACTIVITY
Lethair is an excellent woodworker, stone carver, and
metalsmith, and his particular forte lies in body parts.

He has a variety of materials around his

shop, from soft woods to hard metals
to stones to silk, and selects the one

that will be both most useful and
most comfortable for the case at
hand. He examines each cus-
tomer’s wounds carefully, then
discusses options until they

agree. Then
he names his
price, which is
quite fair for the
amount and qual-
ity of work. He will
take detailed mea-
surements of the prosthetic

site, but will insist that the customer
come back several times for fittings.



E D.1: IRONJAW LETHAIR'S FEES D30- COIN EXCHAN(:,E
ltem Cost
A replacement digit (finger or toe) lgp
IRt iose o ear (ronfunctional) zgp This building is not very large but it is well-built,
Replacing a section of flesh (with something like silk) lgp with rough stones fitted tightly together and a neat

tiled roof. A door stands along the side but in front

A simple shape (like a ball or a hook) for a hand or foot 2gp : g ;i = )
is a narrow window with a wide wooden sill. Bars

A realistic but stationary hand or foot 4gp ; ; :

A replacement foot that can flex like a real foot 6gp cover.the wmdow and a man sits behmd them,

R en Band thakann open wad doge 10gp counting something on a tal?le offt_o one side. Two

B sinon it replce o hand for foct) 10gp plus d\{varven guards st.and on g|ther side of the door,
costbfweanan with two more beside the window.

A hand or foot with variants cost of each

(can be swapped out) part plus Sgp A dwarf named Crezig runs an exchange here, where

A replacement hip, jaw, or other bone joint 10gp he will accept foreign coin and exchange it for the city’s

Replacements in iron instead of wood doubled cost own.

Replacements in stone (granite) doubled cost

RESIDENTS

Replacements in semiprecious stone 1 . . _r
Crezig has always loved coins, counting, and organization.

(marble, jade, etc.) tripled cost X ) s -
Replacements in il costplis He studied with several merchants in his youth, learning
ShEcialis istals thie ot Githe el how much different coins were worth, and then set up his
Repiacatnents in Iipied cost plus business in a small stall near the front of the Marketplace.
precionis stones el Sl asss His success allowed him to build this shop a year later, and
A perfect replica of the normal replacement he has be(.en 3 Bazaa_r fixture ever. SHRCE: )
damaged/missing part costplus 15gp Crezig is a dwarf, though he is taller and slighter than

most of his kin. He is obsessed with money — less with

possessing it than with knowing everything about it —

HOOKS

and will jump at the chance to study an unfamiliar coin.
He has several cousins — rugged veterans of the Dwarven

o Lethair has heard rumors of a strange new material
with the density of stone, the flexibility of soft wood
and the strength of hard metal. He could
create amazing limbs with something
like that, so he asks the PCs to travel to
the land where the material was suppos-
edly discovered, verify the rumors and
bring back the material if possible.

e Lethair receives a message asking him to
see a new customer but at a location that
makes him uneasy. He agrees, but asks
the PCs to shadow him and make sure
nothing goes wrong,

D2Q. TEREN’S SURGERY

This large, solid building is near the Main
Gate on the far side of the Marketplace.
Teren, the man who runsit, hasbeen trained
as a healer and surgeon (Exp5/Drd2) and
uses his skills to aid the wounded and
diseased. He will use herbal remedies to
reduce swelling and pain but generally
resorts to his scalpels and needles to repair
genuine damage. Teren is very good at
surgery, and the locals will usually come to
him rather than making the lengthy trip to
Bonata’s Hospice (location K15).




Militia and the City Guard, all of them — defending his
shop at all hours, since he lives elsewhere in the Bazaar
and does not bring the coins home with him. He does,
however, have a private collection of rare coins in his bed-
room.

Crezig: Dwarf Exp9.
Guards (4): Dwarf Ftr6.

Crezig wears a mithral shirt beneath his robes and

carries a dwarven thrower warhammer. His shop
 contains over 8,000 gp worth of assorted coins,
 not all of them recognized as legal tender in the
~ city. His guards wear full plate armor and carry +1
mmers or +1 battleaxes.

ACTIVITY

Crezig can exchange any foreign coin for local currency.
He can also appraise and exchange gems, bars of metal,
carved bone, and almost anything handheld that is used as
money somewhere. He charges a 5% fee for this exchange,
and will pay the customer in their choice of coins, bars, or
gems. Crezig is also the Bazaar’s resident currency expert
and will identify a currency’s origin, name, content, and
value for 1 sp per fact. None but he ever enters his shop,
and the guards will stop anyone who tries to enter. The
currency being exchanged is set on the outside of the win-
dow sill for Crezig to examine, and if the customer accepts
his rate the currency is passed through the bars and the
payment is slid back across. The Surveyors routinely walk
past the Coin Exchange on their patrols. They are on good
terms with Crezig’s guards, and will willing help out if
anything seems amiss.

HOOKS

o Will wonders never cease! Crezig receives a stack of
coins he has never seen before and cannot identify.
He hires the PCs to find out more about the man who
brought them.

e Someone kills or incapacitates Crezig’s guards and steals
all the money from his shop. The Surveyors search for
the culprit but Crezig hires the PCs to investigate as
well.

e A stranger inquires whether Crezig will accept deeds
and titles as currency, and suggests that he may have
several soon — for right land here in the Bazaar. Crezig
tells the Surveyors, who ask the PCs to follow the
stranger without being noticed.

D31. TANDY’S TABLES

'BAZAAR

_items, but this one is definitely among the most

| broken gears and bent daggers scattered among

The Jumbles has several booths containing random

downscale. The tables sag beneath the piles of old
shoes, torn straps, handsome but stained clothes,

e mishmash. The woman behind the tables
ams and asks if she can help find anything in
a

BESIDENTS

Every marketplace should have a junk shop — at least,
that’s what Tandy believes, and she is only too happy to
oblige. Her booth sits in the center of the Jumble and
is easily the most disorganized collection of worthless
items in the entire city. But Tandy doesn't seem to care.
And, despite the mess and the fact that most of her wares
are broken and useless, she always has people browsing
through the piles looking for unsuspected treasures.

Tandy is a large middle-aged woman with plain features
but a warm smile. She comes from a wealthy family and
has an apartment in one of the nicer buildings in the
Bazaar, and more than enough money saved up to support
herself. She loves people, however, and loves bargains, and
loves hunting through piles and finding random objects.
Thus her stall is perfect for her. She gets to talk to custom-
ers and dig through junk all day long.

Tandy: Exp3.

‘s‘,:'lG’, gp in her belt pouch and another 30
~small pouch nailed under the inside edge
le.

ACTIVITY

HOOKS

Tandy will buy anything that can fit on her tables. She
isn't picky but doesn't offer much money in return and
usually buys in bulk: 1 sp for a pouchful, 3 sp for a sackful.
She prices her items randomly, at usually no more than
2 sp each, and will happily accept a few silver pieces for
someone to fill up their pouch with as much as it can hold.
Most of the items on her table have little value, but many
are still usable and a few are actually worth money. Minor
magic items show up in the pile as well, but Tandy rarely
recognizes them as such.

o Tandy has a new pile on her table and it’s all in unusual-
ly good condition: clothes, weapons, belts, belt pouches
and even some jewelry. When asked, she says a stranger
sold it to her at her usual prices. The Surveyors ask the | fsss
PCs to help them track the seller down and find out [
where he got all these items. {3 55



y discovers a strange ring in her pile. It is old and
eavy, and looks both valuable and possibly magical.
She asks the PCs to find out more about it, and see if
they can find a potential buyer.
® Someone robs Tandy one night but does not take her
money. They take everything off her tables, however.
Why would anyone want that much junk? She asks the
PCs to investigate for her.
® One of the PCs has sold a pile of old clothes to Tandy,
and realizes too late that a valuable possession was stuck
in with them. The PCs go to Tandy’s but the item is
gone. Now they have to track it down and hope the new
buyer will sell it back to them.

D32. THE STALLS

This row of stalls right on the edge of the Farmer’s Market
facing the Jumble contains a variety of foods, all ready to
eat. One stall sells grilled sausages, another has roasted
corn, another has hunks of grilled meat and fresh-baked
bread, and so on. No two stalls have the same food and the
owners cooperate more than compete, directing custom-
ers to whichever food they feel like that day. Both visitors
and residents stop at the Stalls for their meals and eat
while walking around, or find a quiet place to lean or sit.

D33. HAZARD STABLES

The Stockyards (location D20) occasionally holds horses,
but only wild ones intended for purchase and breaking.
This stables holds trained and broken horses people wish
to trade or sell. The stables’ name is actually from the first
owner, a half-orc named Hazard. The current owner is a
man named Van (Com4), who employs several younger
men and boys (Com1) to help keep the stables clean and
the animals well-fed and well-tended. Van will rent out
stalls for a night or two, in case a traveler does not want
to leave his horses in the Travelers District, but he prefers
to keep only those animals intended for sale, and he helps
arrange sales for a percentage of the final price.

D34. SQUATS

Just back from the main road on the opposite side from
the Marketplace and behind Falden’s Farm is an empty
stretch with scattered tents. This is the Squats. Most
visitors stay in the Travelers District, but some cannot
afford those lodgings — or have been refused entrance.
The Bazaar has several buildings where a visitor can rent
a room for the night, but by far the cheapest alternative
is the Squats. Here a visitor can pay 1 cp per night for
enough space to pitch a two-person tent, or 3 cp to rent
a tent that'’s already set up. The tents are clean and empty.
Mardel (half-elf Com3), who runs the Squats, will accept
anyone provided their money is good, and he will eject
anyone who makes too much noise or starts a fight with
other customers. The Lords of the Bazaar are not thrilled
about the Squats but they recognize the need for cheap
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housing and so they allow it to remain. The Surveyors
always swing past on their patrols, however, and stay alert
for the slightest sign of trouble.

D35. FALDEN FARM

The Bazaar is a busy place, packed with people
and stalls and buildings — except in one place.
Right across the main road from the Marketplace
is an open field bounded by a tall, sturdy wooden
fence. Through the fence slats you can see grass
and wheat, and cows grazing off to one side. A pair
of roofs peek up as well, large thatched expanses
much bigger than most of the dwellings in this
district.

The Falden Farm is an anomaly and a throwback — the
last patch of farmland in a district otherwise overrun by
commercial development, still farmed by the descendants
of the family that refused to sell it.

RESIDENTS

When the city was first created this entire area was used
for farming. But as the merchants grew too numerous to
stay inside the city walls they migrated here, and finally
the City Council bought up the land and rented it to the
traders and merchants, creating the Bazaar. To speed up the
process they offered the farmers an excellent deal: more
money than the land was actually worth, plus as much or
more land farther out at far below the going market price.
Everyone jumped at the chance to make some money and
increase their holdings — all for except one family. The
Faldens had been one of the first to plant crops here, and
they stubbornly refused to sell their land. The Council
doubled their offer and halved the price they wanted for
the land beyond, which angered the other farmers, but
still the Faldens wouldn't sell. Several Council members
advocated removing the stubborn family through force of
law (or just plain force) but others pointed out that they
owned the land legally and were valued citizens. Finally
the Council decided to let the matter drop. They hoped
that, once the Bazaar was in full swing, the Faldens would
get tired of being surrounded by traders and would accept
the offer and move. They even set up the Stockyards and
the slaughterhouse right by the farm, hoping the smell
would encourage the family to leave.

That never happened. Instead the Faldens formed alli-
ances with their new neighbors and quickly became a
fixture. Their descendants have been here for ages and
they show no signs of giving up. The other residents have
come to consider the Faldens as their own rebels, and as
a symbol of their district’s independence. Several years
ago a wealthy noble decided he wanted the land and used
threats and violence to bully the Faldens, but his hench-



men quickly found themselves surrounded by angry mer-
chants and shopkeepers, and the City Guard had to rescue
the thugs by arresting them. No one has threatened the
Faldens since.

Hans Falden, the current patriarch, is in his nineties but
still healthy and active. His wife Bridget is only a few years
younger but, except for her snow-white hair, could easily
be mistaken for someone less than half her age. Their two
sons and three daughters still live on the farm as well,
along with the sons and two elder daughters’ spouses and

children.
Hans Falden: Exp4/Drd1.
Bridget Falden: Drd2.
Other Faldens (17): Exp2.

The Faldens carry knives (treat as daggers) and
whips but no other weapons. Hans does have a
+1 dancing longsword that belonged to an ancestor,
which hangs above their mantle. He also has 40
gp and a sapphire worth 100 gp tucked away in a
strong box (Successful DC 15 Open Lock check to
pick) beneath a trap door in the family room.

ACTIVITY
Falden Farm is a working farmstead. They have plots for
vegetables and grains and pens for cattle, sheep, pigs,
chickens, and horses. The Faldens have a stall in the
Farmer's Market and bring their meats and dairy and pro-
duce there every day.

HOOKS
e Johann Falden, Hans' eldest son, approaches the PCs.
An anonymous Lord of the Bazaar has been pressuring
them to move, and Johann wants the PCs to find out
which Lord it is and make him or her back off — but
without alerting his father or the Surveyors.

D36 BOTBURN IMPORTS

e The Faldens' livestock starts dying. Is this a norm
ease or is someone targeting their animals to pr
the family into moving? No one in the Bazaar can hel
them figure it out, so they turn to the PCs in desper:
tion.

e Hans' youngest daughter, Gerta, has disappeared. Hans
thinks she’s run off, since Gerta is unmarried and never
really liked living on the farm. He asks the PCs to find
her and bring her back, or at least bring him news of

her.

A storefront dominates the first floor of this large
two-story building. Wide panels, resembling over-
sized doors frequently used on barns, open up
during the day to reveal a vast store filled with
hundreds of different trinkets. Fine elven combs
and brooches, well wrought necklaces and paint-
ings, ebony and bronze statuettes, ancient maps
and tapestries of intricate designs, foreign foods
preserved in glass, carved scroll cases and dwarven
walking canes, and a vast number of other items
lie around the store. The many counters and tables
filled with goods can be clearly seen, even from out-
side. A small signs that reads, “Rotburn Imports”
hangs from a post in front of the building.

RESIDENTS

This store offers a wide variety of items for a vast array of
prices. Although the cost of the items here are high, char-
acters can find fine and rare treasures here which no other
place in the city offers.

The store is owned by the aristocratic Rotburn-Seivers
family (location E15), and has always been the corner-
stone of their financial empire. It is currently managed
by the heir to the family title, Edetha Rotburn-Seivers. A
sharp businesswoman in her own right, Edetha turns a
good profit every year, in the tradition of her ancestors.
Fiss, an old collector who delights in buying and reselling
merchandise on behalf of his noble patrons, assists her in
overseeing day-to-day operations, and handles all of the
scut work of running the company. Buyers working for
the Rotburn-Seivers scour the civilized world in search of
rare and wondrous items, which they always bring here
for resale. Because of the nature of what he sells, and the
wide berth his employers give him, Fiss often lets people
bargain with him. Particularly skilled individuals can thus
obtain better prices for the goods he sells, provided they
are willing to bargain for a while. Fiss willingly welcomes
characters wishing to barter goods, provided they have
something interesting to offer (something old, rare, and
reasonably valuable that Fiss believes he can resell for the
Rotburn-Seivers).
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good amount of money for such items, and keeps
ost of them in his private apartments on the second
floor of the building. Characters with insignias, uniforms,
or gear identified with a particular army or kingdom may
take advantage of this, even if these items are relatively
new (and still in use in the foreign lands they come from).
Fiss is no fool, however, and never pays more for some-
thing than what he believes it is worth. Six young men, all
residents of the district, help him run his store.

Edetha Rotburn-Seivers: See location E15.
Fiss the Collector: 11th level human rogue, 37 hp.

Helpers (6): 1st level human experts, 3 hp.

Edetha keeps 2,000 gp on hand in petty cash, in a
strongbox in the back office. Fiss’ private military
memorabilia collection is worth over 500 gp, but
most of the pieces by themselves are next to worth-
less (and thus the entire collection would need to
be sold to an interested party in order to fetch such
a price). Numerous items of worth lie around in the
store, but these seldom stay in place for long; at
least half of the inventory changes every month.

ACTIVITY

Rotburn Imports is open from dawn until dusk and Fiss
happily entertains visitors with lectures on the various
pieces for sale in the store. Once a month, he sits down
with Edetha to go over the books in detail. Travelers
sometimes stop by hoping to sell items gained on their
journeys, but Fiss's favorite buyers are the petty nobles
and bourgeois, who come here to find a items of cultural
significance which they can add to their collection. Fiss
permits open browsing of all his items, though his assis-
tants keep a close eye on any potential thieves.
Because of the nature of what he sells, and
the wide berth Edetha gives him, Fiss often
lets people bargain with him. Particularly
skilled individuals can thus obtain better prices
for the goods he sells, provided they are willing to
bargain for a while. Fiss willingly welcomes char-
acters wishing to barter goods, provided they have
something interesting to offer (something old, rare,
and reasonably valuable that Fiss believes he can resell
for the Rotburn-Seivers).
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imself collects ancient military memorabilia. He HOOKS

e A rare and highly valuable item was stolen from the
store, and Edetha Rotburn-Seivers hires the PCs to
recover it, claiming that the ancient trinket is a power-
ful artifact. The PCs investigation eventually leads them
to a member of the Thieves Guild, who pocketed the
item and was later murdered in a dark alley. Following
blood prints, the PCs uncover the culprit: a cleric from
the Priests of Calamity Temple (location J5), who had
hired the thief to steal the item for him in the first place.
Claiming that the trinket was handed down to his group
by their god, the cleric seems willing to die to keep the
item. The potent artifact actually holds power over those
touching it, rendering them mad with greed to possess
the thing. If the PCs recover the item and return it to
Rotburn-Seivers Imports, what will Edetha and Fiss do
with it?

QUESTS

Anything goes in the Bazaar District. Travelers from every

corner of the world congregate here to meet, bargain,
purchase goods, and enter and leave the greatest city
in history. Customers push and jostle through the
marketplace as merchants hawk every conceivable
product from their stalls. A spirit of near-anarchy
prevails, and even the City Guard have to give way
to the dictates of the crowds more often than not.
Within the Bazaar District, almost anything can
happen. Any conceivable person, place, or thing
can lie in one of its nooks and crannies. .. each one
holding the potential for adventure.

(1

| SLAVE TRADE
1 Slavery is illegal inside city limits, though excep-
tions are made for travelers who do not intend to
stay long and who bring slaves with them. In the
districts outside the walls, slavery — though still
illegal — does occasionally appear. However, it is
disguised somehow, or some quasi-legal version
has filled that niche. In the Bazaar, slaves are called
“indentured servants,” selling several years of ser-
vice in return for a lump sum to pay off various

debts. The City Council does not approve,

but people are free to contract their services

if they choose.

Recently, however, actual slaves have

begun appearing inside the city walls. These
slaves are all adults, all in good health, and all from
the three major races. They wear rags and chains
and have a beaten, hopeless look about them. The
Council does not approve, but the men and women
who possess these slaves are among the city’s most
powerful residents. Thus the Council cannot take
direct action.

)



The best course is to stop this new slave trade at its
source. And all evidence points to the Bazaar. The City
Guardsmen who man the Main Gate (location D1) have
seen these slaves entering with their new masters and
mistresses, who subsequently exited the city alone. Thus
the slaves are being bought or at least received somewhere
in this district.

Why should the PCs get involved? Several possible rea-
sons:

e Greed. The Council is willing to pay a handsome fee to
anyone who can identify the slavers and put a stop to
this new slave trade. Certain members will add hefty
bonuses if the characters can also implicate those
among the city’s elite who bought slaves for personal
use.

e Civic duty. Slavery is a vile institution, and it demeans
not only the slaves but any place where such practices
occur. By bringing slavery here, the slavers have stained
the city’s reputation, and the only way to remove that
blemish is to catch and punish them.

e Moral indignation. Slavery is wrong — it steals the
rights from an intelligent person and makes them little
more than livestock. Such villainy cannot be allowed to
exist, and its victims must be freed.

BAZAAR DISTRI

The slavery ring does indeed have its roots in the Ba

A stranger named Etian approached Gast, the half-orc whe
runs Indenture Hall (location D15). Etian suggested they
form a partnership and start selling slaves. Gast would
provide housing for the slaves, and access to potential buy-
ers, plus local knowledge. Etian would provide the slaves
themselves, and enough money to bribe guards and any
other officials who might look their way. Gast, who has
always wanted to get out from under Madame’s control
and wriggle free of the Thieves Guild, agreed.

Etian upheld his end of the bargain, returning the next
day with a sack of gold coins and a few days after that with
a wagonload of people. Gast didn't recognize the people,
who were wearing cast-off clothing, so he wasn't worried
that they might be recognized. He contacted his usual
clients and hinted that, instead of “hiring” an indentured
servant for a specific term, they could perhaps buy some-
one outright. Several of them jumped at the chance, and
soon that first group of slaves were sold and gone.

Etian is a thief and a killer (half-elf Rog10). He has been
waylaying travelers on their way to the city, stripping
them, binding them, and tossing them into his wagon,
then delivering them to Gast. Since he wants to get every
coin he can from these transactions, Etian has also been
selling his victims’ armor and weapons to Battered Blades
(location D9) and their clothes and other personal effects
to Tandy (location D31). Once he captured a pair of broth-
ers bringing a herd of cattle to sell, and tried selling the
livestock at the Stockyards (location D20) but fled when

he discovered that Crain needed his name in order to

seal the deal. He has also bought a bundle of clothes
from Esmerilda (location D8) to clothe his victims
once they’re back at Indenture Hall. He robbed
the Coin Exchange (location D30) to get the
money he needed, and has bribed the guards
at the Main Gate to ignore any slaves they see,
though he was too late to stop them from sep-
arating one customer and his new purchase.
Madame suspected Gast was up to some-
thing and, by spying on him, found out about
the slave trade. She threatened to expose
him if he did not cut her in for a percent-
age of the profits, and Gast agreed but told
Etian, who subdued Madame. He wanted
to kill her but Gast said no — the Thieves
Guild would be after them if they did — so
they tried using Fleetfoot Station (location

D6) to send her far away instead. That plan

failed, and Etian had to flee again and abandon
Madame there.




an has been watching the road, waiting for more likely
victims. He finally sees a trio of adventurers and pounces
on them. They are no match for him, and he quickly
defeats them, strips them, and tosses them in his wagon
along with their gear.

Gast calls his regular clients and tells them that he will
be auctioning off the latest set of slaves tomorrow night.
The clients should come to Indenture House at dusk and
bring cash.

More weapons and armor appear at Battered Blades,
and more clothes and small items appear at Tandy'’s.

Gast is growing frightened, both of the chance of expo-
sure and of his new partner. Etian is proving to be utterly
ruthless, and though Gast pretends to be tough he is actu-
ally a coward. He has been considering turning Etian in,
but knows if something goes wrong the half-elf will kill
him.

For his part, Etian
suspects his partner
may be having second
thoughts. He sought
out Gast because the
half-orc knew the city
and its people and
already had clients

in place. But now
that they've sold
several batches
of slaves, Etian
has a good han-
dle on the Bazaar
and knows most of
Gast's best clients by
sight. He no longer
needs the half-orc,
and is considering dis-
solving the partnership...
by killing Gast. Then he will
dispose of Madame as well and take
over both Slumber House and Indenture
Hall, using the two as recruiting grounds
for his slaves.

OUTCOMES

The characters may stumble across Etian by pur-
suing him from the Coin Exchange robbery or
tracking him from the Stockyards, Esmerilda’s,
Tandy's Table, or Battered Blades. They may
notice that Gast is acting suspicious, or watch
him and Madame long enough to see Etian

stop by Indenture Hall.

If confronted, Gast will break down,
admit his guilt, blame Etian (and Madame,
for controlling him so tightly that he was
desperate to break free), and offer to help
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capture the wily half-elf. If Etian is confronted in public
he will act surprised and innocent, then create a distrac-
tion and disappear into the crowd. If confronted in private
he will pretend ignorance and then attack, hoping to
escape if the odds are clearly against him.

Etian has a list of the people he has bribed, and Gast
keeps careful records of his slave sales just as he does of
his indenture hires. Between the two the Council will be
able to clean house, and will be very pleased with the char-
acters for their assistance. So will the Lords of the Bazaar,
especially if Etian (or Gast)’s death or punishment was
grisly enough to dissuade others from ever considering
slaving as a viable occupation.

SEARCH fOR ROYALTY

The Merchant Prince (see location D16) claims to run the

Bazaar. In reality he is little more than a glorified thug,

a gang leader who has put on airs. But he is allowed to

continue, in part because he keeps the crime from getting

out of control, and pays off the Thieves Guild. Now he has
disappeared. The Lords of the Bazaar were not involved —
they would rather have him there than some other, more
vicious criminal. The Surveyors feel the same way, while
the Civic Guard never involve themselves too deeply in
the Bazaar’s business. Most of the local residents tolerate
the Merchant Prince and his Knights, and some even like
him. So what happened?

Why should the PCs get involved?

e Friendship. The Merchant Prince is not a bad person
— delusional, perhaps, but for a thug he is also surpris-
ingly honorable. He is also intelligent and witty, and
very loyal to his friends and employees. The characters
may actually count him as a friend, in which case they'll
certainly want to know what happened.

e Stability. Nothing criminal occurred in the district with-
out the Merchant Prince’s knowledge. With him gone,
freelance criminals have free reign, particularly those
inclined toward violence. It's actually in the Bazaar’s
best interests to have him returned.

e Personal Gain. The Merchant Prince has his fingers in
most Bazaar activities. If he’s in trouble, he would be
very grateful to anyone who rescued him. He could
show that gratitude in money or favors or even a job,
whether with him or with some local business.

e Control. Whoever took the Merchant Prince must
be very powerful to get to him through his Knights.
Whoever gets him back would, by definition, be more
powerful. The Merchant Prince would be grateful for
the rescue. So would the Lords of the Bazaar. That would
put them in the rescuer’s debt, which would give him
— or them — a great deal of power in the district.

The Merchant Prince’s disappearance is a good example of
an excellent plan gone horribly wrong. Denny, the gnome
who owns Denny’s Deals (location D7), is obsessed with
both money and rare items. Transom, the gnome who
owns and runs Land of Tonics (location D25), is a greedy



con artist. They are first cousins and know each other well,
which is why Transom went to Denny when he first heard
the rumor that the Merchant Prince owned a fabulous
ruby statue worth a fortune.

The two gnomes quickly became obsessed and lis-
tened carefully for more information. They watched the
Merchant Prince’s house and his movements but could
find no indication of this statue. He must have it hidden,
they reasoned. So they decided to force him to tell them
where it was. Transom had a recipe for a truth serum that
would make the Merchant Prince tell them anything they
wanted to know. All they had to do was grab him, get him
to drink it, ask him about the statue, and take it for them-
selves. Blinded by his own greed, Denny agreed.

The pair broke into Remedies (location D24) to steal the
necessary ingredients. Then they concocted their truth
serum and set up the rest of their plan, On the night of the
Lords of the Bazaar meeting, Transom paid a trio of street
urchins to steal from a merchant and flaunt their theft.
They overturned several other stalls while escaping, and
this commotion drew the Surveyors from their posts at the
Crossing (location D5). It also drew the Merchant Prince
and his Knights, since neither they nor the Thieves Guild
had authorized the theft.

While everyone was chasing the youngsters, Denny
and Transom snuck up on the Merchant Prince. At the
right moment Transom distracted the two accompanying
Knights and Denny ambushed the Merchant Prince him-
self, knocking him unconscious. Then the two gnomes
dragged their victim back to Denny’s Deals, drugged him
with the truth serum, and waited for him to wake up.

EVENTS
Unfortunately, Transom’s truth serum recipe was as fake
as the rest of his potions. Instead of making him tell the
truth it wipes out the Merchant Prince’s memory.

Denny and Transom panic. They had planned to find out
the statue’s location, claim it, and then put the Merchant
Prince somewhere hed be found. According to Transom
the truth serum would prevent him from remembering
what happened. Instead they've got an amnesiac thug on
their hands, no money in sight, and his men probably tear-
ing the district apart.

The Merchant Knights get a little worried when the
Merchant Prince does not return that night. The next day
they start looking for him. They grow more frantic as the
day goes on.

Transom convinces Denny that they have to get rid of
the Merchant Prince. Denny refuses to kill him — not
from squeamishness but because he knows that killing
their victim could be a death sentence for them as well.
Instead the cousins devise a new plan.

Denny’s hired hand Ball runs several errands for them.
First he goes to Battered Blades (location D9) and gets
his sword sharpened, muttering about the Merchant
Prince all the while. Next, Ball sells the Merchant Prince

OUTCOMES

BAISING THE BRENT

into indentured servitude. Gast (location D15) knoy
something strange is going on but doesn't recogni
half-elf without his clothes and his swagger. The
sells the Merchant Prince’s clothes to Esmerilda (locatio’
D8) and his sword to Tighe (who doesn't recognize hi
from earlier that day). Denny, meanwhile, is wrestling
with himself. The Merchant Prince’s heavy gold ring, set
with a large ruby, is a beautiful piece, and magical besides.
But it’s too recognizable. Finally he throws it away — it's
found by a stranger, who sells it to Tandy (location D31).
She eventually gives it to Silas Link to auction off at the
Stands (location D11).

The Merchant Knights, desperate, go to the Lords of
the Bazaar for help. Now everyone knows the Merchant
Prince is missing, and everyone is looking for him.

Denny hires some locals to mind his shop and hides.
Transom, however, continues to run his stall.

A noblewoman tries to buy the Merchant Prince from
Gast, seeing only a pretty young man she can control.

|
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The damage to the Merchant Prince is reversible. Mirielle
(see location D24) needs a sample of the truth serum, or
the recipe, and then she can create an antidote to restore
the Merchant Prince’s memory.

If confronted Denny admits his part in all this and
swears he didn't mean to hurt the Merchant Prince. He
also points out that he stopped Transom from killing the
man. Transom, if confronted, denies everything, then
hurls several foul-smelling potions (treat the vials as
thrown splash weapons and their contents as burnt othur
fumes poison, as per the Dungeon Master’s Guide) at his
accusers and tries to run.

If restored, the Merchant Prince is very grateful. He is
also amused when he hears the rumor, and displays a small
horse statue he recently purchased. The seller claimed it
was carved from ruby but it’s really garnet and not particu-
larly valuable.

Tighe returns the Merchant Prince’s sword, free of
charge. Esmerilda returns his clothes as well. Silas will not
return the ring, however, unless someone can verify that it
belongs to the Merchant Prince.

The city owns all of the land in the Bazaar District except
for the Falden Farm. The various merchants and traders
rent space from the city, and even the oldest and steadiest
tenants have year-to-year leases which the City Council
could revoke at any time. They have no reason to do so,
however, since the entire reason they own the land is
to make sure all traders and merchants can use it fairly.
Several times since the city’s formation someone has tried
to buy the land from the Council, and more than one
aspiring landlord has used threats and force where money
and politics failed. But each time the Council has held
onto the property.
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Lately, however, rumors have begun again, saying that
one has been buying up land in the district and is
reparing to tear down all the shops and stalls and homes.
The residents have heard these rumors before, of course.
This time, however, the City Guardsmen aren't making
eye contact and the Lords of the Bazaar seem unusually
tense. Could the stories be true? Has someone found a
way to take the land away from the Council? If so, the new
owner would have total control over the Bazaar, since he
or she could set any price on rental spaces, or forbid them
entirely.
Why should the PCs get involved?

o Self-preservation. If the characters live and work in
the Bazaar, their own livelihood is at risk. As long as
the Council owns the land, everyone can rent space at
a fair price. If someone else takes control that security
vanishes.

o Greed. No one has been able to break the Council’s hold
on the land. If someone has finally figured out a way,
they might be looking for partners. Even a tiny percent-
age of profits off the rent would be a fortune, and could
establish the characters as major figures in the city.

o Loyalty. Even if the characters have no shops of their
own and don't live in the Bazaar, they may have friends
there. These friends could lose their homes and their
businesses if the property changes hands.

e Independence. The Council has refused every offer on
the Bazaar's lands, including those from long-standing
tenants. If someone is about to buy the property, the
Council must be willing to consider counter-offers.
This could be the residents’ chance to own their own
homes and shops and no longer be beholden to any-
one.

The City Council still wants to hold onto the district’s
lands. They do not want to sell them. But they may have
no choice, because their own laws may prevent them
from interfering.

The rumors are true. Someone is trying to buy the
Bazaar lands. Someone clever and unscrupulous. And that
someone is: the Faldens (location D36).

More precisely, it is Johann Falden, Hans' eldest son
and heir. Hans, like his father before him, was content
to work their small farm surrounded by the rest of the
Bazaar. But Johann is more ambitious. He wants to expand
their lands. He also wants to tear down the more annoy-
ing Bazaar businesses and erect more pleasant, less color-
ful establishments.

When the farmers bought their land beyond the city
walls, back when the city was built, they each purchased
a set acreage. But each contract contained a clause allow-
ing the farmers to buy more land at the same price,
provided that space did not encroach upon another farm.
An addendum mentions that unclaimed land can be pur-
chased directly from the city, but that any businesses or
tenants already occupying that space must either sell their

own claims to the land or agree to quit it before the sale.
No one remembered that clause until last month, when
Johann was showing the original contracts to his son and
noticed the wording,

Since then, Johann has been gathering information
and resources. He does not have the money to make these
purchases himself, of course, so he recruited a partner:
the Merchant Prince (location D16). The Merchant Prince
wants respectability more than anything, and becoming a
landowner would grant him that status. Between them they
recruited a third partner: Denny, from Denny's Deals (loca-
tion D7). Denny has the money they need, and has black-
mail material on half the people in the district. Between
them, Johann, Denny, and the Merchant Prince have the
brains, the daring, the money, and the legal authority to
buy out the entire Bazaar and make it their own.

Johann has been scouting out locations and areas. He
has walked through the Marketplace, figuring out which
booths he would need to buy to control the entire pavilion.

The Merchant Prince has spoken to the City Guardsmen
at the Main Gate. He warned them that certain events
might occur soon and that several residents might get
upset, but that it was strictly Bazaar business and not to get
involved.

The Lords of the Bazaar and the Surveyors are the big-
gest threats to the plan. To remove the Surveyors, Denny
snuck into their barracks (location D17), killed several of
them, and set the entire building ablaze. The Lords are
next, and Ball has examined the Crossing (location D5)
carefully and made certain plans for the next Lords meet-
ing. Johann has been over to the Yard and has quietly hired
several ruffians there to carry out any dirty work he might
need.

Denny has proof that Silas Link (location D11) commit-
ted a major theft years ago —a theft that was never solved,
and one that would earn him a one-way ticket to the
Humanoid District. He is forcing Silas to close the Stands
and move away. Denny also has blackmail on Crain (loca-
tion D20), and forced him to sell the Stockyards to Marlin,
who has already signed them over to Johann.

Johann wants to make sure he has the legal details right,
so Denny has contacted a gnome who specializes in law.
This other gnome has written back but in ancient gnom-
ish. Denny sends Ball to Harrigon (location D13) to have
the scroll translated. Then, realizing it might give away
their plans, Denny breaks into Scribner’s and steals back
the scroll and Harrigon's notes.

Denny and the Merchant Prince agree that Mirielle
(location D24) could be either a strong ally or a major
threat. She is too honest to be bribed and too pure to have
any dark secrets that would make her amenable to black-
mail. They try threatening her, but when that fails they
decide to kidnap her and hold her until the sales are final.
They set up a supposed herb seller as a lure.

Ball is a greedy man and realizes that he might get
more for turning Denny in than he will for aiding in this



scheme. He sends word to the Lords of the Bazaar that he
might know something important, and says he'll sell them
the information. They agree, and he leaves notes about the
plan in a red vest at Esmerilda’s (location D8). Denny finds
out but thinks the vest is at Tandy’s (location D31) instead,
and steals her entire inventory to be safe.

Since Ball knows firsthand how dangerous Denny can
be, he decides to get some protection. He tries to buy a
spell-tattoo from Nhalgren (see location D26), but the
tattoo artist won't sell him one. The Merchant Prince
also speaks to Nhalgren, hoping for his aid, and when
Nhalgren refuses the Merchant Knights abduct him.

Meanwhile, Hans Falden finds out what his son is doing
and threatens to expose him. To prevent that, Denny seizes
Johann's youngest sister Gerta and tells Hans shell be
returned unharmed as long as he doesn't interfere. After
his sister’s abduction Johann realizes that Denny is dan-
gerous. He speaks to Crezig (location D30) about exchang-
ing deeds for money, in case he needs to either buy Denny
out or run for his life.

EVENTS
Johann appears at the next Lords of the Bazaar meeting.
He announces his intention to buy all the land in the
district, and says that he will buy out shops and stalls at a
set price. Harrigon records the details. The City Council
objects but Johann shows them the clause. His family
has the right to purchase the land at an adjusted version
of the rate they paid generations ago, because the land is
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still held by the city and not by individuals or busine
Johann has Hans' proxy, stating that he can act on ¢
behalf of their family. f

Enough merchants take the initial offer that the Bazaar
depopulates overnight. The Lords of the Bazaar have
no choice but to advocate selling. Denny, Ball, and the
Merchant Prince lean on those who resist... while Ball
waits for his chance to turn against Denny.

OUTCOMES

If Nhalgren is rescued he then helps Mirielle and Gerta
escape as well. If Mirielle is rescued she tells the characters
that Nhalgren and Gerta are also captives. If approached
directly, the Merchant Prince admits that hes not sure
about this scheme or his partners. He is willing to turn on
them if it will help him, even if it just means gaining the
Lords’ gratitude.

If confronted, Ball reveals that hes working for the
Lords of the Bazaar. He will help the characters defeat
Denny, particularly if he can do so without implicating
himself. If confronted, Johann will bluster and will fall
back upon the fact that he is simply exercising his legal
rights. Denny, if confronted, will pretend ignorance and
then either run (if outmanned) or attack.

If Gerta gets home safely, Hans denounces Johanns
actions. Denny wants to kill the old man and Johann refus-
es. The Merchant Prince fades back to let his two partners
fight it out. Provided no one interferes, Denny and Johann
wind up fighting over whether to kill Hans. Denny is about
to kill Johann when Ball strikes, taking his employer by sur-
prise. With Denny dead the deal falls apart — Johann does
not have the money to finish the deal, though he does gain
the Stockyards and the




Slaughterhouse (location D21). The City Council debates
changing its policy and letting long-time Bazaar residents
purchase land.

The Lords of the Bazaar reward Ball for his help by
giving him Denny’s Deals. The Merchant Prince makes
it look as if he were only involved to keep Denny under
control. Johann is disciplined by his father but did not do
anything illegal so he receives no other punishment.

If the PCs helped foil Johann’s plan, they are rewarded
with money, favors, jobs, and even shops (if they want
them).

If Gerta is still captive, the plan succeeds. Johann buys
all of the district land and Denny buys all of the shops and
homes. Johann triples the size of Falden Farm, covering
the entire district east of the main road. He and Denny
set new prices for rent on the rest. The Merchant Prince
is given the Marketplace, and full control over security
throughout the district. All three of them become Council

delegates, switching off as the district’s official representa-
tive. Ball swallows his resentment and stays loyal. The new
landowners reward anyone who helped them accomplish

their goals.

TABLE D.2: BAZAAR DisTRICT RANDOM ENCOUNTERS

d20
1-3

4

5

6-7
8-11
12
13-14
15-16
17-18
19-20

Encounter
Pickpocket/Thief
Merchant Prince
Civic Guard Patrol
Surveyor Patrol
Shoppers
Indentured Servant
Messenger
Craftsman/Tradesman
Bazaar merchant
Beggar



MAP SECTION E:
NOBLES DISTRICT

OVEBVIEW

When the Council first decided to reward its most dis-
tinguished citizens with noble titles and grants of mate-
rial wealth, it also set aside a swath of land just north of
the Government District as an exclusive residential area
where this new aristocracy would live. Tucked away in a
quiet corner of the city, far from the bustle of the Docks
and the Travelers District (and nestled against the sector
of the city walls least likely to be attacked), they could
enjoy their officially sanctioned reward in tranquility. Not
every noble family dwells in this district, but those who
don't still come here for parties, celebrations, and political
meetings. It holds the highest concentration of aristocra-
cy anywhere in the city, and any commoner who appears
here is either a servant or a trespassing vagrant.

To add to the ambience, the city gave the area large
patches of green space and dotted it with artificial ponds
of varying size. These features give the Nobles District
a scenic aspect, while simultaneously affording its resi-
dents more privacy than they could find elsewhere in the
city. (However, at least one of the ponds is also the focus of
mysterious rumors of an aquatic monster that somehow
got in and now haunts its murky waters; see location E10
for more details).

The heart of the Nobles District, stretching from the
city wall to the west, to the Hall of Heralds (location E17)
and the Statue of the Three Worthies (location E18) to
the east, is known informally as its “old money” neigh-
borhood. The oldest and largest of the city’s aristocratic
residences— full-blown mansions, most of them — are
located here. But not everyone who lives here comes
from a venerable bloodline; some of the mansions once
belonged to nobles who died without leaving an heir,
leaving the house to be sold to a newly-created aristocrat,
or to a noble clan of newer vintage looking to improve
their accommodations. Most of the lots in this neighbor-
hood include generous allotments of land besides the
house, and their residents use this open space for gardens,
for copses of trees that provide a woodsy retreat in
the heart of the city, or grassy lawns that accom-
modate recreational riding or other such sport.
However, there is no architectural confor- ’
mity in terms of the district’s visual style: L
all were built according to the whims and
tastes of their original owners. The only
common thread that holds them together

g
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is that one cannot find more luxu-
rious or imposing residences any-
where else in the city.

Just south of the “old money”
section of the district is the “new
money” neighborhood, where
more recent additions to the aris-
tocracy have put down their stakes.
With open land in the Nobles
District beginning to run out, the
lots here are much smaller than in
the neighborhood to the
north.

7.
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Villas nestle cheek-by-
jowl on some blocks, so
that they look more like
well-appointed townhouses in
the middle of a city than the pri-
mary residence of a rich and titled
family. A couple of the residences
here equal those in the “old money”
neighborhood in size, including the
Rotburn-Sievers House (see location E15), but they are
outstanding exceptions. Naturally, the addresses from this
part of the district have a bit less prestige attached to them
than those just to the north.

Smaller residences and businesses that cater to the
aristocracy dot the area east of the Statue of the Three
Worthies. Here, the Nobles District begins to bleed over
into the Guards District, but the wealth and tastes of the
nobility still weigh heavily on those who live and work
here. The houses belong to government officials and well-
off commoners who are keenly interested in climbing the
city’s social ladder. The shops mostly sell luxury goods
or provide services that are relatively expensive because
of their thoroughness, quality or special appeal to the
aristocracy. One of the most notable establishments is the
nightclub known as the Ruby Barge (location E20), which
admits members and their guests only, and allows no one
to join who does not have an official noble rank.

A GUIDE TO NOBLES’ RESIDENCES
This chapter samples the city's aristocratic class by describ-
ing twelve different noble families and the houses in
which they live. Obviously, these houses are quite unlike
the smaller, less ostentatious residences found elsewhere
in the city. This is especially true of the mansions in the
‘old money” neighborhood. It would be laborious and
not terribly useful to describe them all room-by-room.
Each house is large enough so that there are rather a lot
of them; some of them perform redundant functions; and
some of them are used very little or not at all. Not every-
thing that happens in every room of a house that large
will be interesting. Instead, here are some general rules
to keep in mind about how the city’s nobles live when
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using the location descriptions in this chapter, or creating
similar locations for your own campaign.

Noble residences are organized around three basic func-
tions: providing private living quarters for the family; pro-
viding space that is more public, in which the family
can entertain guests or entertain themselves; and

providing living space for the servants and storage
space for household goods. Rooms devoted to
the first function are mostly bedrooms, along
with an occasional private study, library or sit-
ting room. In multi-story houses, they occupy
the top floor or floors. Noble residences are
generally large enough so that they may very well
have more bedrooms than family members to
accommodate, so that they have plenty of space for
guests, or for future generations. Many families have also
contracted in size, so that some rooms that were needed to
house previous generations are not needed now.

The public rooms are similar in function to the living area
of a more ordinary home. Family members tend to spend
most of their waking hours here, doing whatever it is they
are inclined to do. Mementos and relics of the family (at
least, those they care to display) are set out in these rooms.
They also entertain guests here, and noble families tend to
doalot of entertaining. Not only do they pass the time with
fellow members of their class (whether out of a sense of
genuine friendship, or simply to keep up appearances), but
strangers seeking charity or backing for business proposals
also come calling. The larger residences have a great hall,
a long room with a high ceiling, ostentatiously decorated
with the clan’s most impressive relics— arms, armor and
other expensive items that belonged to illustrious ances-
tors, sculpted busts, portraits, tapestries and the like. The
dining area is also likely to be relatively large, so that it can
accommodate guests without a problem.

More service-oriented rooms tend to cluster toward
the back of the ground floor. They are less glamorous, and
therefore kept largely out of public view. Servants live on
the premises (since their employers’ needs or potential
needs don't shut off at a certain time of day), in modest
rooms that are, nonetheless, much cleaner and more
comfortable than what one would find in the poor parts of
the city. You can also assume that every house has a large
kitchen and spacious pantry, and a modest wine cellar is
by no means out of the question.

The household staff should vary according to the size
of the family it has to serve and the house it has to care
for. The larger the family and/or house, the more servants
are needed. As a general rule, each adult family member
should have a personal servant — a valet for the men, a
maid for the women — who also attends to household
chores when there is nothing else to do. These are gener-
ally the senior members of the household staff, and they
have the right to order around the others. These other ser-
vants include housemaids for cleaning and laundry duty,
footmen to greet and announce guests (as well as attend



to menial chores), at least one cook, and scullery maids for
scrubbing up after meals. The racial make-up of the city’s
household servants should vary according to population.
While most dwarves and elves who enter domestic service
do so in their home districts, it's not unknown for them
to serve human nobles, especially if they are outcasts.
Halflings, half-elves and other intelligent races that are not
incompatible with civilized life may also be present.

A final note on noble villas: you may find the list of
treasure for noble residences to be rather vague compared
to other locations. Because very wealthy families live in
these houses, you may assume that there are a lot of items
here that have at least some measurable value. For that
reason, however, listing every item in detail would prove
painstaking and redundant for all concerned. So we focus
instead on the most significant items: the family cash
hoard, truly unusual personal possessions, and powerful
magic items. You may assume that the ladies of any given
house (and many men, as well) will have jewelry above
and beyond what they wear on their person at any given
time. Individual family members will have a little pocket
money in their bedrooms or on their persons. Servants
will have modest savings tucked away in their quarters.
Finally, you may also assume that these households are
wealthy enough to have on hand a modest supply of magi-
cal curatives, such as Keoghtom's ointment, cure light wounds
potions, cure disease potions, and the like.

LOCATIONS

ElI. WESTWARD TOWER

This circular stone tower rises 30 feet above the top
of the city walls. It is lightly manned, as a general
rule, and serves mainly as a point from which to
observe seaward approaches to the city. The first
two floors of the tower contain barracks for 100 sol-
diers plus their officers, as well as a small armory.
Each floor above that is dotted with firing slits for
archers, with a parapet running around the inside
of the tower providing footing and a walkway. From
the roof of the second floor, a staircase winds
around the inside of the tower, connecting the bar-
racks area with each parapet and, finally, the roof
of the tower. A stone rampart rings the top of the
tower, and there is a large brazier here for lighting
signal fires.

The Westward Tower, like the stretch of wall on
either side of it, is not a high priority when it comes
to maintenance and repairs so its stones show a
few chips and stains compared to other sections of
the city wall. Its interior and exterior have a rugged
feel. Nonetheless, it is still entirely serviceable for
military purposes.
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BESIDENTS

The Westward Tower is something of an afterthou
these days. It is lightly garrisoned and the Wall Guard
widely regard it as soft duty. No one in high command
seriously expects an attack to come from that side of the
wall, as it looks out over the sea. Any threat that comes
from that direction is the Navy’s responsibility, and there’s
a good chance that their patrols will learn of it, whatever
it is, before the lookouts here can spot it. As a result, there
are no siege engines here; Navy warships will provide
all of the catapults needed to defend the city from this
direction.

Even so, the Wall Guard insists that the Westward
Tower is an important observation post for city defenses.
They don't want to cede too much importance to the
Navy, and so they maintain a garrison of 50 soldiers here,
half of whom are on duty at any given time. Captain Vard
Ternhelm, a dwarf, commands the garrison. He plans on
retiring from Guard service soon, after a largely undis-
tinguished career, and this posting was given to him as
quiet assignment that would ease him into civilian life.
His second-in-command is an elf, Lieutenant Elessa Sleet;
she has boundless ambition and doesn't much like being
posted to a backwater, but she accepts it as a necessary
first step in her career. She would like nothing more than
to prove herself by leading her soldiers in a fight, and she
often finds herself dreaming of scenarios that would give
her that opportunity here, however unlikely they may
be.

Of the rank and file, all of them are equipped with
longbows and longswords, and most of them are elves.
Most of them are also inexperienced; the post makes an
excellent place where they can get used routine life in
the Wall Guard. There is also a Cadre Wizard (see location
F8) on duty here at all times, to maintain the beacon fire,
use ranged spells on the enemy and illuminate targets at
night. In a genuine crisis, more wizards would augment
the garrison, but in peacetime one per shift is plenty.

At any given interval, eight of the soldiers will man the
ramparts on top of the tower, watching out over the sea,
scanning the horizon for signs of activity. Fifteen stand
ready by archery slits, while the remaining two are posted
as sentries at the tower entrance. It's not very exciting, but
it’s their duty. The officers may be anywhere, inspecting
the soldiers at their posts, on the roof sharing in observa-
tion duty, or attending to administrative chores in their
rooms in the barracks. Off-duty soldiers can be found
lounging in the barracks, or at the Drunken Fletcher tav-
ern (see location E2).

Captain Vard Ternhelm: Dwarf Ftr9.
Lieutenant Elessa Sleet: EIf Ftr4/Sor3.
Wizard: Wiz6.

Wall Guardsmen (100): Ftr1-7.
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Captain Ternhelm keeps 500 sp in his locker.
None of the soldiers or wizards have any personal
possessions of note. The Guardsmen here carry
standard Wall Guard arms and armor: longsword,
longbow or crossbow as their primary weapon, and
chainmail armor augmented by a small steel shield.
Captain Ternhelm carries a +1 battleaxe, a master-
work heavy crossbow and a +1 small steel shield,
and wears a suit of + 1 mithral chainmail. Lieutenant
Sleet carries a +1 longbow, a masterwork longsword
and wears a suit of elven chain. She also wears an
amulet around her neck— a lapis lazuli set in silver,
worth 75 gp. This is a family heirloom.

There are no magic or masterwork weapons in
the armory. In fact, it is only half-full, mostly with
arrows and replacement bowstrings.

ACTVITY

Unless you belong to the City Guard or have an official
pass, the sentries will not let you into the tower. This may
be a quiet post, but orders are orders. If you can convince
them to let you speak to an officer, there is a chance that
Captain Ternhelm will let you in (providing you are not
obviously a menace), as he is past caring about very much.
Lieutenant Sleet is a different matter. She still has a career
to worry about, and she will not take kindly to anyone
who tries to con their way past her.

If attacked, the sentries will cry out an alarm. This will
raise the entire garrison (except for those soldiers at the
Drunken Fletcher). All but two soldiers will leave the roof
and rush to meet the attackers, and anyone in the barracks
will don their arms and armor as quickly as possible.

HOOKS
e Lieutenant Sleet is convinced that smugglers are land-
ing at night on the beach due west of the tower. Captain
Ternhelm will not authorize her to take a patrol to
investigate, however. So she wants to hire the PCs to
spy on the beach for her and raise an alarm if they see
anything,
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€2. THE DRUNKEN FLETCHER

The Drunken Fletcher is located directly opposite
the entrance to the Westward Tower. With the
Government District directly to the south and the
“new money” neighborhood of the Nobles District
nearby northeast, it looks very much out of place
with its surroundings. It is laid out much like any
other small tavern: its largest room is the common
area, where guests are served. There is a bar at the
rear of the common area, and a few back rooms
for food preparation, storage and office space. The
innkeeper and his family live upstairs in a modest
suite of rooms. The building could use some spack-
ling and a new coat of paint, and the colors on the
sign are fading.

This small, run-down tavern has seen better days. Its
shabby appearance makes it an anomaly in the high-toned
Nobles District, but it hangs on somehow and what cus-
tomers it draws are an eclectic and occasionally surprising
lot. The proprietor, Stout Fletcher, will try almost anything
to generate interest in his establishment. Currently, he is
paying an aging wrestler to hang out and allow patrons to
take him on in hopes of winning free food and drink.

BRESIDENTS

Halfling Stout Fletcher owns and runs the Drunken
Fletcher, which his great-grandfather founded. The name
is a bit of a pun, since the sign does indeed depict a
drunken maker of arrows, but Eletcher has also been the
family name of every single tavern owner. Stout’s ancestor
picked this location hoping to attract customers from the
nearby Government District as well as the Nobles District,
but this obscure corner of the city was simply too out of
the way to draw much traffic.

As a consequence, the generations of Fletchers who fol-
lowed have hung onto the business by their fingernails.
But just because it’s struggling and run-down doesn't mean
that the Drunken Fletcher draws a bad crowd. Far from it,
actually. Occasionally, a slumming aristocrat or a bunch of
civil servants wandering north in search of a cheap meal

and drinks will drop by. The tavern’s lowliest customers
are Guardsmen from the Westward Tower garrison
(location E1), who spend many of their off-
duty hours here
because their
posting  is
just too dull.
Considering
that Guardsmen are
well respected in the com-
munity, Stout Eletcher actually
draws a pretty classy crowd.



There just aren't enough of them to make him a prosper-
ous halfling. Stout’s latest stunt to draw in more custom-
ers is to employ an aging wrestler, a dwarf named Gern
Hartgeld, to take on all guests with the promise that if the
challenger can beat Gern, the house will cover his tab (up
to a reasonable limit, of course). If he loses, however, he
must buy a round of drinks for all of the patrons present.
So far, he hasnt had much trouble handling the upper
class fops and green elven soldiers who hang out here.
Gern also doubles as the bouncer, though his services in
that regard are rarely needed. He comes cheap as well;
Stout gives him room and board and an occasional mug of
ale, which suits him just fine.

Stout himself tends bar. His wife Daisy cooks and makes
sure the pantry is always well stocked, and their daughter
Edwina works as the serving wench.

Stout and Daisy Fletcher: Halfling ComS5.
Gern Hartgeld: Dwarf War6/Exp2.

Edwina Fletcher: Halfling Com1.

Because the Drunken Fletcher is such a marginal
business, Stout Fletcher doesn’t have much coin
on hand. He keeps a locked chest in one the back
rooms (successful DC 20 Open Lock check to pick)
containing 100 gp and 1,500 sp.

ACTIVITY

Gern sits by himself at a small table in the middle of the
common area. The other tables are arranged so that his has
a little separation from its neighbors, making it stand out.
Gern generally minds his own business until someone
challenges him. He will full-on grapple with his opponent
or just arm wrestle, according to the challenger's choice
(it’s all the same to him; he’s confident of winning either
way).

In the latter case, resolve the match as a simple opposed
Strength test. However, keep in mind that Gern, a wily
fellow who has been around, knows various methods of
cheating and will not hesitate to use them in a pinch. The
DM should feel free to give him a +4 competence bonus
when resolving the test. However, allow Gern's opponent
a DC 20 Spot test to notice his cheating. Anyone within 5
feet may also make a DC 25 Spot test to notice.

If the challenger wishes to full-on wrestle, he must strip
off any weapons and armor on his person. Stout will come
out from behind the bar and clear away some tables so that
there isa 10 x 10 foot space for the bout. Gern and the chal-
lenger will wrestle until one of them submits. Resolve this
as unarmed combat between the two, dealing nonlethal
damage. Every time Gern scores a hit (that is, catches his
opponent in a hold), the challenger must make a Will save
(DC 10 + the number of times Gern has already hit him). If
he fails, he submits and loses the match. If he is staggered
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or rendered unconscious, he also loses the matc
will not submit until he has accumulated nonlethal dar
age equal to 75% of his total hit points. He also knows ho
to cheat at wrestling. At the DM’s discretion, he may gaina
+4 competence bonus to his attack roll. Each time he does
so, however, there is the chance that he will be spotted; use
the same checks as when he cheats at arm wrestling.

If the challenger is detected cheating (by whatever
means the PC may choose), Stout declares that the chal-
lenger automatically loses the match.

HOOKS

e A soldier from the Westward Tower (see location E1)
garrison is an immigrant from a foreign land. Stuck in
a dull job on the edge of the city, he is bored and home-
sick and wishes to desert. He would never speak of this
inside the tower, of course, but he might open himself
to strangers in the Drunken Fletcher (such as the PCs)
who look like they might be able to smuggle him out of
the city.

€3. TORKAY MANOR (HOARLEG
FAMILY)

Torkay Manor was built in a period when rustic
fashion (or rather, an imitation of rustic fashion
using better and more expensive materials) was all
the rage in fashion and visual arts, as well as archi-
tecture. The Torkays wanted a simple, rectangular
layout, a facade painted white and stained earth-
brown, and a roof covered with shingles patched
with straw (to make it look like thatch without
having the actual disadvantages of a thatch roof).
By the time the Hoarlegs bought it, it was an archi-
tectural curiosity regarded by other nobles with
bemusement. But Sir Lothar Hoarleg overlooked
the kitsch and ignored the stylistic irony. The house
reminded him of the country gentry that he had
known from living in outlying lands, and it lay right
here in the Nobles District. Thus, it reminded him
of importance and respectability. Otherwise, the
house is not terribly exceptional for the neighbor-
hood. It has small public rooms and servants’
quarters downstairs. The entire second floor is the
family’s private apartment complex.

Torkay Manor houses the children of the late Sir Lothar
Hoarleg, a halfling who was ennobled for service to the

city.

RESIDENTS

Sir Lothar Hoarleg was not native to the city, but before he
became one of its nobles, his thoughts often went there,
drawn both by the reverence for the Spire that he shared
with his fellow halflings, and also by sheer fascination
with its glamour and wealth. Until events thrust great-
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ss upon him, he was just a miller and grain trader in an

tlying land, although a singularly ambitious one. When
the worst drought that anyone had known for generations
~ hit the region and rumors of impending food ration-
ing circulated through the city, Lothar saw his chance.
Marshaling all of the grain that he could find for leagues
around, he arrived at the Main Gate one day at the head of
an immense caravan laden with foodstuffs. His timing was
fortuitous, as the Council was indeed set to debate a strict
food ration measure, and had put the City Guard on alert
in case of rioting.

Quite naturally, the entire city hailed Lothar Hoarleg as
a hero. He turned a once-in-a-lifetime profit for his efforts,
but the Council also offered him a noble title in gratitude.
They didn’t have to offer it twice. Now Sir Lothar, Hoarleg
bought a villa in the Nobles District and moved his family
to the city. For the remainder of his life, he reveled in his
aristocratic surroundings, as well as the popular goodwill
that seemed forever draped around him. Five years ago,
just before his death, he sold what remained of his milling
business so that his son Rafe and daughter Miranda might
more fully enjoy the fruits of status that he had spent his
adult life acquiring.

As they sorted through their father’s papers, however,
Sir Rafe and Lady Miranda discovered that Lothar wasn't
quite the selfless rescuer depicted in his popular reputa-
tion. In fact, he had spent much of his pre-noble career
mastering the art of manipulating the grain market, hoard-
ing and then selling what he had when supply was short
and prices were high. And although the drought that hit
the city and the surrounding lands was indeed unusually
severe, Lothar admitted in his private papers that he had
aggravated the threat of famine by discreetly buying up
crops and then withholding the grain from sale until the
crisis became all but unbearable.

Since this discovery, the Hoarleg heirs have disagreed
about what to do with their father’s papers. Although both
of them are deeply disillusioned with him, Sir Rafe favors
keeping the family secret hidden. Legally speaking, he
inherits his father’s title, and he fears that the Council will
strip the family of their noble status if the truth became
public. He also worries that public opinion will turn on
him more sharply than on his sister for the same reason.
Lady Miranda is at least as adamant that the family come
clean, as nothing could be worse than keeping a shame-
ful secret for the rest of one’s life. Their relationship has
deteriorated over the matter, but Miranda has so far been
reluctant to act without her brother’s consent.

Sir Rafe and Lady Miranda are all that remain of the
Hoarleg family; their father was a widower long before
he passed away, and neither of them have yet married.
They share Torkay Manor with their household staff: Sir
Rafe’s valet (formerly his father’s), Lady Miranda’s maid,
two other housemaids, two footmen, a cook and a scullery
maid. Both Hoarlegs spend most of their time here, as
there is no longer a Hoarleg family business for them to

attend to. However, their strained relationship has caused
Sir Rafe and Lady Miranda to divide the house’s private
quarters between them, with each sibling more or less
staking out his or her own territory.

Sir Rafe and Lady Miranda Hoarleg: Halfling Ari4.
Maid, Valet: Com3.

Other Servants (6): Com1.

Sir Lothar left his children a sum of coin befitting a
noble family of middling fortune. Sir Rafe and Lady
Miranda split it evenly between them, and presently
they each keep 5,000 gp in a series of banks. The
interest gained on their investments is more than
enough to support their lifestyle. Sir Rafe has only a
couple of personal items of notable value: a signet
ring made of gold and inlaid with platinum (market
value 500 gp) that his father had forged to cel-
ebrate his elevation to nobility, and a stone of good
luck, which he also inherited from Sir Lothar. Lady
Miranda has a variety of jewelry items worth 2.500
gp altogether that she inherited from her mother,
and also an amulet of natural armor +3. She had
the latter item made up for herself shortly after her
falling out with her brother.

Sir Lothar also left behind some memorabilia and
bits of this and that that have never been claimed
by either of his children. As a result, they just seem
to belong to the house now. Most noteworthy
among these is a +2 flaming burst bastard sword that
he had forged shortly after he was elevated to nobil-
ity. Sir Lothar had no practical purpose for it since
he lacked any sort of combat training or experience
and, as a halfling, he was too small to ever use it
effectively. It was a vanity for him: a mere imitation
of the arms and armor he had seen displayed at
other noble houses. It now gathers dust in the great
hall, in the grip of a human-sized suit of full plate
armor mounted on a stand.

ACTIVITY

Visitors to Torkay Manor will not have much trouble get-
ting to see one Hoarleg or the other — both lead lives of
aristocratic ease and often have nothing more pressing to
do — but they will not likely get to see both Hoarlegs at
once. Such is the strained nature of the relationship these
days. Both are distracted by the disagreements between
them, and their response to other people’s problems
are likely to appear distant and vaguely uninterested.
However, any hint that a visitor could be used to help
resolve the disputes tearing apart the Hoarlegs will imme-
diately seize their interest, as will any hint that perhaps,
the family secret has gotten out without their knowing.



In case of an attack on the household, no one will put up
much of a fight. Neither Hoarleg has any fighting experi-
ence. One of the servants may think to grab the +2 flaming
burst bastard sword from the great hall and fight back with
it, but that's about it.

HOOKS

e Relations between the Hoarleg heirs have deteriorated
to the point where the unthinkable has become pos-
sible. Sir Rafe trembles with anxiety that his sister will
reveal the truth about their father and ruin the family.
He dares not harm her himself, but he hires the PCs to
remove her as a worry.

e Conversely, Lady Miranda fears that her brother is
crumbling under the weight of the family secret and
may take their disagreement to unthinkable depths.
She hires the PCs as bodyguards to protect her and/or
investigate her brother’s intentions.

e A possible threat from outside the family has brought
the Hoarleg heirs together, though without erasing
their differences. A vague, mysterious note left at their
front door threatens that things now secret will become
public unless the Hoarlegs pony up to the author. Sir
Rafe and Lady Miranda hire the PCs to find out the
identity of the blackmailer and how much he knows.

4. VALKENBANE MANOR
VALKENBANE FAMILY

Valkenbane Manor, also known as “The Castle” or
“Castle Valkenbane” because of its size and forbid-
ding aspect, sprawls across a plot of land that is
large even by the standards of the Nobles District.
It has only one story and organizes itself into a
public area, a servants’ wing and the private wing
for the family itself. There are 24 rooms in all. The
main house is nonetheless an imposing affair, with
tall ceilings and a high roof ringed by ramparts.

The manor grounds also feature a large historical
museum, about half the size of the main house,
devoted to the war against the humanoids and, by-
the-by, the dynastic greatness of the Valkenbanes.
It sits apart from the main house, as do unused
stables. Architecturally, the museum is a jumble, as
successive generations of Valkenbanes have added
on to it bit by bit, whether out of need for more
space or for exercise of the ego. A high, sturdy wall
interposes between the museum and the main
house, to keep the general public at bay.

BESIDENTS
The Valkenbanes are one of the most venerable of the
noble families, and although the design and sheer size
of their home strikes some citizens (even some of their
fellow nobles) as arrogant, no one has ever denied their
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claim to fame. They trace their history to the days of
humanoid invasion and the uneasy end to that terrib
war, At that time, Magnus Valkenbane was a powerful
wizard who served as the headmaster of the Veritan
Arcane Academy (location K2). Magnus was a scholar by
profession, but also a ferocious patriot, and during the
siege he left his academic duties and went to the city walls
on his own initiative, striking down as many of the enemy
with his spells as he could before he gave in to exhaustion.
The City Guard commanders were grateful for his help,
but also viewed him as a bit of a freelancer, and therefore
potentially dangerous to his own side.

Magnus' moment came after the siege had settled into
a lengthy occupation. It was he who went before the
Council with a plan to starve the enemy out by casting
an enormous wall of force immediately to the north of
their position; he who gathered his colleagues together to
implement the plan; and he who led them in the casting.
Overnight, Magnus Valkenbane went from being per-
ceived as a well-meaning, but off-kilter zealot to a genuine
hero of the city, every bit as much as the dashing Guard
officer Zerkis Lione (see location E7).
The Council promptly granted him
a hereditary title, a plot of land
in the ‘old money” neigh-
borhood of the Nobles
District, and an annu-
ity of 5,000 gp.
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he Valkenbane family line has continued unbroken
since the days of Sir Magnus. His descendants have fol-
lowed in his footsteps in one way or the other; by family
tradition, the heir to the title has always either studied
arcane magic or served in the Wall Guard (or even done
one and then the other). Beginning with his great-grand-
son Sir Artis Valkenbane, the family added the large war
museum to the manor grounds. The museum used family
artifacts as the core of its collection at first, but since then
they have added bits and pieces of historical value wher-
ever they could, be they military, political or cultural in
nature. Glorification of the Valkenbane family has always
been the subtext of the museum’s mission, however.

Over the generations, the Valkenbanes have acquired a
complicated reputation that draws admiration from many,
resentment and even fear from others and from some, both
at the same time. On the one hand, they are stout patriots,
and many a Valkenbane has set aside aristocratic leisure to
serve and defend the city. No one denies them that. But on
the other hand, they have a reputation as fire breathers, at
times overly theatrical in their professed devotion to the
city— and rather too full of themselves to boot.

A related part of their family character is their general
loathing of humanoids, an attitude so constant through-
out the generations that it seems part of their genetic
inheritance. Sir Magnus seethed with hatred for them
and how they had despoiled his beloved city. Since then,
various Valkenbanes have been known to toss off alarm-
ing (though sometimes entertaining) diatribes against
the humanoids, sometimes in front of the Council, and
sometimes advocating their literal extermination. The clan
is therefore troubling to those who would rather live with
the humanoid presence than entertain the
unrealistic prospect of getting rid of them
altogether.

Lady Trina Valkenbane, the cur-
rent head of the family, follows
tradition by serving in the
Wall Guard — specifically,
she holds the rank of
captain and commands
the sub-garrison at the
northern end of the
Monsters’ Gate (see
Location B1). Captain
Valkenbane — she
will tear through

anyone who calls
her by her noble title
while she is on duty
— is a professional
soldier  through
and through. Barely
five feet tall (though stur-

dily built), she has nonetheless
been known to stare down rabid gnolls

almost twice her height. She prides herself in running the
tightest company in the Wall Guard. And she has little sen-
timental regard for the humanoids who pass by her watch
every day, tolerating no nonsense from them — although
in that, her martial virtue may be the cause more than her
Valkenbane blood.

Lady Trina hardly cuts a typical profile for a noble-
woman of the city, but her husband, Sir Cairns Wentner-
Valkenbane, is less eccentric. A younger son of another
of the city’s ancient noble families, Sir Cairns devotes
himself to managing the Valkenbane museum. He and
Lady Trina have a young son, Alexander, who will some-
day inherit the Valkenbane title and fortune, but their
marriage is strained. It was an arranged match in the
first place, driven by the Valkenbanes’ need to continue
the family line and the Wentners' need to find a suit-
able station for a son who would not inherit the family
title. Having produced the required heir, Lady Trina now
prefers the company of other soldiers to life at home. Sir
Cairns, a timid and unassuming fellow by nature, has
raised the subject of Trina retiring from the City Guard on
account of the risk to her person. He also believes that she
should devote more of herself to her family. But he does
not argue these points very forcefully or for very long. It
is fair to say that he is lonely, but as of yet he has not taken
up interests outside of his marriage.

Lady Trina spends little time at home. She devotes much
of her off-duty hours to drinking with her fellow officers
in the Guards District, or simply gazing at the fires burn-
ing in the Humanoid District from the ramparts above her
post. In truth, Valkenbane Manor feels empty without her,
but Sir Cairns spends practically all of his time in either the
museum or the main house. Young Alexander
is always present as well, tended to by
his nanny and at least one of four
live-in tutors that the family

employs to educate him. The
household staff is head-

ed by Sir Cairns’ valet
and Lady Trina’s maid
(the latter having very
tle to do, as a general
rule), and also con-
sists of two footmen,
two housemaids,

two cooks and a

scullery maid. In

addition, the muse-
um employs a staff of
six workmen to keep
the exhibits dusted and
to move things around.

In general, it is a small staff
for such a large house, but it is
also a small family that currently
inhabits it.



Lady Trina Valkenbane: Ftr7/Ari2.

Sir Cairns Wentner-Valkenbane: Ari3.

Valet: Com5.

Maid, Nanny: Com3.

Tutors (4): Exp4.

Other Servants and Museum Staff (13): Com2.

The Valkenbanes keep 20,000 gp in a nondescript
room in the family apartments. The door of this
treasure chamber is guarded by a greater blast glyph
of warding. The blast is electrical and causes 10d8
damage (Reflex save for half damage, as usual).
The glyph yields only when the Valkenbane signet
ring is pressed to it. Lady Trina possesses the ring,
but generally leaves it with Sir Cairns when she is
on duty with the City Guard.

Apart from the signet ring, the most important
of the family’s personal items are Lady Trina’s arms
and armor, all heirlooms of her family that were
commissioned for his own use by General Odo
Valkenberg, the first of Sir Magnus’ descendants to
attain high rank in the City Guard. There is a Sun
Blade, a suit of +1 full plate and a +1 bashing heavy
steel shield. Lady Trina doesn'’t typically carry that
last item on the job, however, as her duties on a
usual day involve administration and supervision
more than actual fighting. She doesn’t have any
jewelry of note.

Sir Cairns doesn't have any valuable jewelry,
either. But he does wear an amulet of health +2 on
a gold chain (add 30 gp to its market value) and
he keeps a helm of comprehend languages and read
magic in his office at the museum. Young Alexander
also has a notable personal item, an amulet of natu-
ral armor +3 that he wears on a child-sized chain
around his neck.

The family museum contains items that are more
noteworthy for their historical significance than
their monetary or practical value. There are arms
and armor that are, at best, masterwork or of slight
magical power; uniforms and banners; and some
commemorative art objects relating to the war
against the humanoids. There is, however, a very
valuable item associated with Sir Magnus here — a
rod of lordly might that he carried with him during
the siege. It is kept in a glass display case guarded
by a greater spell glyph of warding (flesh to stone)
keyed to the Valkenbane signet ring, like the glyph
guarding the family coin hoard.
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ACTIVITY :
With the lady of the house so often away and the gentl
man of the house spending much of his time putterin
in the family museum, visitors to the Castle will usually
be left hat in hand. Neither Valkenbane spouse is terribly
used to taking callers, and on the rare occasions when one
of them is available, he or she will be short with them.

In case of hostile action against the household, one of
the servants will be sure to spirit Alexander to safety, but
the rest will not put up much of a fight. Sir Cairns is not
a fighter, either, and has never handled a sword except
as a museum piece. If Lady Trina happens to be home, of
course, that is another matter altogether. She will send
one of the servants to fetch the City Guard, while she tries
to rally anyone in sight to fight with her for the House of
Valkenbane.

HOOKS

e Because of their prominence and their habitual fire-
breathing on the humanoids issue, Valkenbanes are,
from time to time, the target of assassination plots. Sir
Cairns fears that there is substance to a crop of rumors
currently floating about. Despite his wife’s scoffing at
the idea, he hires the PCs as private bodyguards for her.
Alternately, he fears for the life of their son and wishes
to hire bodyguards for him.

5. CASTARWOOD MANOR
SIR XAVIER DUDGEON)

Castarwood Manor is an L-shaped building orga-
nized along the lines of a typical noble residence.
The long side of the “L” contains the public rooms;
at the cap of the “L,” the great hall, where the origi-
nal owners did their most ambitious entertaining,
sits perpendicular to the axis. The short side of the
“L” contains the servants’ quarters, pantry and other
storage areas. A second floor built above the public
rooms contains the family’s private apartments.

Castarwood Manor was recently vacated by the family that
had built it, and it is now home to a wealthy, but enigmatic
newcomer to the aristocracy, Sir Xavier Dudgeon. Its only
unusual feature is, nonetheless, very much a unique piece
of engineering. It is an addition made by Sir Xavier shortly
after he moved in. An escape tunnel runs under the house,
beginning under a closet on the ground floor and emerg-
ing from underground in a copse of trees outside the
city walls to the west. It is accessible from the house by a
hidden trap door (successful DC 20 Spot check to notice).
Only Sir Xavier and his trusted valet Bayles know of its
existence. He obviously fears some kind of attack against
his person, and wants a secret route out of the house as a
safety valve.
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In spite of his noble status and the generous deeds done
on the city’s behalf that gained him his title, Sir Xavier
Dudgeon remains a mysterious figure. Without a doubt,
he is wealthy. He gained his current notoriety ten years
ago, when he began donating considerable sums of money
for high-profile public improvement projects, such as the
most recent refurbishing of the city walls. No one knew
how he had acquired all that wealth, and Dudgeon himself
was purposefully vague on that point. But faced with his
insistent generosity, the Council felt that it had no choice
but to grant him a noble title (and the entree into aristo-
cratic society that came with it).

Dudgeon promptly purchased Castarwood Manor, a
villa in the Nobles District that went on the market when
Sir Lucius Castarwood died without an heir. He has lived
there ever since. But despite his title and fancy address, no
one among the city's upper class feels truly comfortable
around him. His claim to nobility rests solely on his gen-
erosity, which flows from his personal wealth, but since
no one knows exactly where that wealth comes from, it
makes his status somewhat distressing. The most flatter-
ing rumor that circulates about him is that he was born
to a noble family in a far-off land, and that he hides his
foreign origins out of embarrassment. Other rumors hold
that he was once a highly successful mercenary captain,
or that his fortune comes from smuggling, piracy and
brigandage. There are even murmurs that he was once a
slave-trader, or a highly-paid assassin.

His lifestyle also suggests that he has something to hide.
Sir Xavier enjoys making the rounds of upper class soirees,
and his combination of wealth, charm and rugged good
looks makes him one of the city’s most eligible bachelors.
But apart from that, he guards his privacy well. He has he
never been definitively linked to any romantic liaisons,
and the fact that he lives alone in a well-guarded villa
generates considerable suspicion. Unique among the city’s
aristocratic households, his entire domestic staff is male,
and all are trained fighters. In fact, they go about armed in
the course of their duties, startling visitors with clumsily
hidden battleaxes or swords by their sides. Whenever Sir
Xavier notices his guests are startled by this fact, he passes
it off with a light assertion about how one can never be too
careful, and doesn't his esteemed visitor also have house-
hold staff who can protect him?

Sir Xavier lives alone and employs a staff of fourteen
men, all of whom live at Castarwood Manor full-time. His
valet, Bayles, supervises them. There are four footmen,
who attend to housecleaning as well as greeting guests,
and a cook. Unique to the villas in the Nobles District,
there are also four armed guards posted outside the house
at all times, working in 12-hour shifts. Two conceal them-
selves amongst the shrubbery outside the house, patrolling
and looking out for suspicious movement in the street and
about the grounds. They wear chain shirts under mottled
brown and green clothes and carry hand crossbows. Two

more stay on the roof, watching the perimeter. They wear
leather armor and carry heavy crossbows.

We have deliberately left Sir Xavier Dudgeon’s true
personal history something of a riddle, describing him
as a man of mystery whom you, as DM, may fit into your
campaign as works best. Dudgeon could be a legitimate
businessman (or a wealthy foreigner) who is simply
paranoid about his personal safety and the safety of his for-
tune, and chooses his associates rather oddly. Or he could
be a man with a criminal past who has bought his way into
respectability with ill-gotten gains. We leave it up to you,
for the enigma of Xavier Dudgeon is ultimately at least as
important than the truth.

Sir Xavier Dudgeon: Ftr10/Aril.
Bayles: Ftr6.

Cook, Footmen, Guards (14): Ftr4.

For a wealthy noble, Sir Xavier doesn't keep that
much money in his house. A large locked chest
(successful DC 20 Open Lock check to crack) in the
master bedroom contains 5,000 gp and 1,000 sp.
The chest is trapped with a poison needle (carrion
crawler brain juice, DC 13, paralysis) +8 ranged;
Search DC 22; Disable Device DC 22). A jewel box
concealed in a false bottom of his nightstand (suc-
cessful DC 20 Spot check to notice) holds 1,000 gp
worth of precious gems. He keeps the remainder
of his coin hidden, cached in niches carved into
his escape tunnel. There are six of these niches,
all of them disguised so that only Sir Xavier can
recognize them on sight (successful DC 25 Spot
check for anyone else to notice). Each niche con-
tains 3,000 gp in coin and 2,000 gp worth of gems
dumped into sacks.

As for personal items, Sir Xavier wears a plati-
num signet ring inlaid with adamantine, worth
500 gp. He also wears at all times (even when he
is asleep) a ring of invisibility and a periapt of proof
against poison. Bayles is the only other member of
the household who has any jewelry of note — a
pearl set into a platinum pendant worth 400 gp;
it has no chain, and he carries it in his pocket as
a charm. In the closet of his bedroom, Sir Xavier
keeps a +2 mighty cleaving bastard sword and a suit
of +2 chainmail. He claims that they are family heir-
looms, and that he has never used them himself.

ACTIVITY
Anyone approaching Castarwood Manor will be observed
by the guards. PCs may make an opposed Spot test to try
to notice them. Unless the PCs behave suspiciously, how-
ever, the guards will let them pass. Instead, all visitors are
met at the front door by two footmen, who will look them



over without appearing to look them over and make a
judgment about whether they ought to be allowed to see
Sir Xavier. When in doubt, they will send for Bayles.

Sir Xavier himself receives visitors in the main room
of the manor, and he treats everyone of noble rank (or
anyone whom he suspects of being of noble rank) with
amiable, if somewhat oily, courtesy, eager to make friends
among the social elite. Everyone else receives a guarded
civility, and the distinct feeling that one ought not to
push Sir Xavier too far.

An actual armed attack on the household will trigger
a sophisticated defensive response from both Sir Xavier
and his household staff. His men will fight to the death to
defend him. Bayles and the footmen will stall the attack-
ers as long as possible while Sir Xavier rushes to his bed-
room and dons his armor and takes up his weapon. The
guards outside the house are trained to rush inside if they
hear any commotion from within — if they don', one of
the footmen will break off and summon them, if possible.
Sir Xavier will fight alongside his men until the battle
clearly begins to go against him. At this point he will
activate his ring of invisibility and flee, using the escape
tunnel under the house. Bayles will accompany him if the
situation allows. From there, his contingency plan allows
him to escape by sea (if the situation is really dire); there

is a small cove nearby with a cave where he can hole up
while waiting for a boat, or he can make his way south to
the Docks by foot.
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HOOKS

e Sir Xavier is being blackmailed by a former business

associate. He wants intermediaries who are not perma-

nent members of his entourage to “take care of” this bit
of business by any means necessary, and hires the PCs.
e Sir Xavier hires the PCs to spring an old friend of his
who was sentenced to imprisonment in the Humanoid
District. The friend may be found among the band of
prisoners known as Valhalla's Fallen (location B37).

€6. GESTIA HOUSE (GESTIA FAMILY)

This comparatively modest house built on spacious
grounds houses the Gestia family, a noble clan
long renowned (or notorious, depending on how
you look at it) for their association with the arts
of arcane magic. The Gestias have always closed
off their estate from the outside world as best they
could, by planting tall hedges and trees all around
the grounds. It is clear that the family values its
privacy, though to what end becomes apparent as
soon as one enters the front gate. The grounds and
the house both show the lingering scars of magical
experiments conducted by generations of Gestias:
flash burn marks, impact craters, objects lodged
in the ground or in places not easily explained.
They regard these things as the price of advancing
knowledge, but they know that not all of their neigh-
bors will see it the same way.

s
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IDENTS

" Ennoblement comes rarely to scholars of arcane magic.
Although spellcasters are integrated into the life of the
city just as thoroughly as anyone else, they are generally
perceived as a little eggheaded, wrapped up in the study of
powers that only they know how to channel. They're won-
derful when they use their powers on your behalf — any
contemporary of the great Magnus Valkenbane would tell
you that— but most of the time, the city’s wizards and
sorcerers seem to be off in a world of their own. Not a pub-
lic-spirited lot, them — especially the deans of the Arcane
Academy (location K2).

It's an unfair reputation, of course, especially to the
scholars of the Academy, who see themselves as servants
of the public good in their own particular way. How can
advancement of arcane knowledge not serve the gen-
eral interest, after all> And no one exemplified that way
of thinking more than Larrus Gestia, the founder of the
Arcane Academy that still bears his family name. As a
reward for his extraordinary labors, the Council granted
him a hereditary title. Since Sir Larrus’ time, by family tra-
dition at least one child from each generation must study
arcane magic.

The Gestias have not always endeared themselves to
their neighbors, and for reasons that have nothing to do
with their personal qualities or the respectability of their
chosen profession. But as theirs has been a long line of
arcane spellcasters, many a Gestia has felt it necessary
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to practice his or her craft and conduct research on the
grounds. And although they are spacious grounds, it is not
uncommon for those who live in the immediate vicinity
to startle at a variety of visual and sound effects: dazzling
flashes of light in the middle of the night, booming explo-
sions interrupting mealtimes, stray extraplanar creatures
popping up in the middle of a garden party, and the like.
On this account, the Gestias have had to master the art of
the profuse apology. But their work continues nonethe-
less.

As if this does not make matters difficult enough for
the family, the current head of the clan, Sir Geraint Gestia,
chose necromancy as his specialty... and is not terribly
discreet about practicing it. While death magic is not at
all unknown in the city (it has just as many practitioners
here as anywhere else), the noble class generally regards it
as eerie and vaguely threatening. Playing around with the
dead in this manner subverts the natural order of things,
after all, and the nobility like to keep things orderly, lest
they lose their right to lord it over the common folk. The
vampire Sir Milton Derek (see location H2) has repeatedly
shooed Sir Geraint out of the city graveyard (locations H5
and He), though he did grudgingly agree to provide some
skin and hair samples in order to placate him. To make
matters worse, Sir Geraint’s “experiments’ sometimes
escape into the neighborhood. Every now and then, a
skeleton or a zombie turns up in the “old money” section
of the district — a hazard to public safety, though noth-
ing worse than that so far. But as a
scholar of the arcane, Sir Geraint
had to choose a specialty, and he has
never looked back.

In fact, he takes great pride in
his most audacious experiment to

date, even as his fellow aristocrats
murmur in revulsion at it. Working
in cooperation with an evil cleric of
his acquaintance, he has created an
intelligent (more or less) undead ser-
vant for his household— a mohrg,
whom he calls Cyric, and who now
serves as his valet. Together, Sir
Geraint and his associate cast create
undead on the body of his former
valet, just deceased, with the cleric
compelling the creature to obey Sir
Geraint during the process of cre-
ation. As an arcane spellcaster, Sir
Geraint could not assure his own
permanent control over the mohrg
that he created, and he hopes that
having the aid of a divine spellcaster
will insure it. The other household
servants resent Cyric, and most
visitors to Gestia Hall react to it
with fear and/or revulsion. But Sir



Geraint remains blissfully confident that his creation will
eventually revolutionize household management for his
fellow aristocrats, freeing them of the costs associated
with keeping living servants.

The rest of the Gestia clan do not hold Cyric in the
warmest regard either, and are at best conflicted about
Sir Geraint’s passion for necromancy. His wife Lady Willa
enjoys the ease and luxury of a noblewomans life, but
she does not even pretend to understand his work, and
she looks askance at his weird, mysterious associates.
Neither of their children — their son Eddis and daugh-
ter Alanis — plan to follow in their father’s footsteps; if
anything, they have decided to rebel against his example.
Eddis has chosen to specialize in abjuration at the Arcane
Academy in the belief that the magic that he learns is fun-
damentally different from his father’s work. Abjuration
preserves life, rather than manipulating life and death, or
so his reasoning goes. Alanis has turned to divine magic
and become a cleric (lawful good), serving as an acolyte
of the Children of the Creator (see location J2). Even so,
the Gestias hang together as a family in spite of their dif-
ferences. No doubt, Sir Geraint’s bearing has much to do
with this, as he has always carried himself as a harmless,
good-natured husband and father. He may play enthusias-
tically with the dark forces of death in his occupation, but
it does not show in his pleasant, ruddy-cheeked face or his
unassuming manner of dress.

With Alanis recently departed to take up a temple
cleric’s life, only Sir Geraint, Lady Willa and Eddis remain
as full-time residents. And even then, Eddis spends much
of his time at the academy, partly because his studies
demand it and partly because he refuses to have anything
to do with his father’s work. Besides Cyric, the Gestias
employ a maid for Lady Willa, Eddis' valet, two house-
maids, two footmen, two cooks and a scullery maid. Their
staff tends to be inexperienced, since it is so difficult to
find people willing to work with Cyric for any length of
time.

Sir Geraint Gestia: Wiz18.

Lady Willa Gestia: AriS.

Eddis Gestia: Wiz2/Ari2.

Alanis Gestia: Clr1 /Aril.

Cyric: Mohrg, as per Monster Manual.
Maid, Valet: Com2.

All Other Servants (7): Com1.
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The Gestias keep 10,000 gp in a bag of holding (type
4), which in turn sits in an unlocked chest in the
master bedroom. A greater spell glyph of warding
(eyebite) protects the chest. The glyph is keyed to
the Gestia family signet ring, which is otherwise
unexceptional. Sir Geraint wears the ring at all
rimes.

In addition, Sir Geraint wears a headband of
intellect +6 and a pearl of power, 9th-level spell set
into an amulet; the latter stores energy drain. Lady
Willa’s jewelry totals 5,000 gp in value. She wears
half of it at any given time, and keeps the other
in an unlocked jewel box in her nightstand. She
also wears an amulet of health +4, a gift from her
husband. Eddis wears a pearl of power, 1st-level spell
set into an amulet, and he uses it to store shield.
Alanis is equipped as per an acolyte of the Children
of the Creator, and she wears a ring of protection +1
besides.

As one might expect, the Gestias are quite wealthy
in magic items. In addition to what Sir Geraint has
created through his own skills, his ancestors left
behind more odds and ends than he can track. If
you need to catalogue the magic items that the
Gestias have lying around the house, in cabinets,
drawers and closets, roll on Table 7.1 (Random
Magic Item Generation) in the Dungeon Master’s
Guide for ten minor, five medium and one major
magic item. If you generate weapons, armor or
shields on your initial roll, roll over. If you generate
an item that requires divine, but not arcane magic
on your second roll, roll over. If your PCs manage a
thorough search of Gestia House, feel free to gen-
erate more random items using these guidelines
to simulate items left behind by past generations
of Gestia spellcasters. In this case, however, wands
should have less than their full charge, and potions
and scrolls may have lost their power due to the
passage of time.

ACTIVITY

Sir Geraint greets all visitors with Cyric at his side.
He takes every opportunity to show off his “creation.”
Therefore, Lady Willa receives visitors whenever possible,
and she does so as the embodiment of aristocratic grace.
In case of attack, Sir Geraint and Eddis will use their spells
to fight off any foes. Cyric will defend his master to the
death, but it is also the case that Sir Geraint will fight to
defend Cyric. In fact, it is an open question whether he
will give greater priority to fighting for Cyric or fighting .

for his family. G
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“As one might have predicted, something has gone terri-
bly wrong with Cyric. Sir Geraint's control over the crea-
ture has been broken — perhaps because the cleric with
whom he collaborated double-crossed him, or because
their experiment was ill-conceived to begin with. In
any event, Cyric has killed one of the other servants
before fleeing the house. Sir Geraint needs to track
down Cyric quickly, because he is afraid of the damage
to his reputation if the news gets out. Too embarrassed
by the calamity to inform the City Guard, he hires the
PCs to help him. He wants his mohrg servant returned
to him if possible, but accepts that it may be necessary
to destroy it.

€7. LIONE MANOR (LIONE FAMILY)

Built on a generous plot of land, as are most of
the mansions in this neighborhood, Lione Manor
has only one sprawling story. Architecturally, the
public area of the house centers around the great
hall, where Sir Zerkis Lione hung his arms and
armor, as well as other relics of his glorious military
career (functionally, however, his more recent heirs
have scarcely made use of it at all). The servants’
quarters are located toward the back of the house.
An enormous wing contains the family’s private
rooms, but Lady Maris Eastland-Lione, the mother
of the current head of the clan, recently had a suite
of apartments built especially for her. These were
added specifically so that they would stand apart
from the private wing, as an expression of her dis-
approval of her son’s lifestyle.

Lione Manor is one of the largest mansions in the ‘old
money’ section of the Nobles District, and it houses one
of the oldest and most famous of the city’s aristocratic
families, the Liones.

BRESIDENTS

The Liones are one of the oldest and most respected of the
city’s aristocratic bloodlines. The esteem in which they
are held stems not just from their longevity, but from the
historic deeds of their illustrious ancestor. Zerkis Lione
was only a captain in the City Guard during the terrible
siege of the humanoid tribes. But it fell to him to bear
the Guard standard during the dramatic battle that drove
the humanoids back against the dwarven cliffs. His role
made him a magnet for foes, but he never left the van-
guard of the attacking force and slew (by his own rough
estimate) three dozen orcs and hobgoblins, and an ogre
single-handed. He did so despite the encumbrance of the
standard, which he never let dip. He fell back only at the
end of the day, when the Lord Protector summoned him
to help the army regroup.

For this distinguished feat of arms, Zerkis Lione received
a promotion to general from the Guard (he eventually rose
to Commander of the Walls), and a noble title and a gener-
ous annuity from the Council. His family line has contin-
ued unbroken to this day. But while a strong tradition of
military service held sway over his descendants for sev-
eral generations, the trappings of wealth and aristocracy
eventually distracted them. At present, the only martial
aspects of the Lione family are the heirlooms on display in
the great hall of Lione Manor, most of which have grown
dusty with neglect. In fact, the present head of the family
barely makes use of the room at all, preferring to pass the
time in surroundings less stodgy and imposing.

Indeed, Sir Zerkis would scarcely recognize his current
inheritor. Sir Brevin Lione is a classic young aristocrat, a
man of leisure who, while in the prime of his life, has no
trade or profession because he simply doesn't need one, He
is a fop and a dilettante, who has dabbled in various fine
arts and even studied arcane magic briefly. But they were
all merely pastimes to him, each sampled and discarded
in turn as they began to bore him. At present, he spends
much of his time in the company of actors and entertain-
ers, hosting them at Lione Manor or sharing their revels in
the pubs and brothels of the Entertainment District. From
time to time, he shows up at the Ruby Barge (see location
E20), but gambling doesn't interest him terribly much;
it's usually at the insistence of one of his hangers-on who
couldn’t get into the exclusive club otherwise.

Sir Brevins' mother, Lady Maris, watches her son with
no small degree of concern. She is a blue-blood herself,
the daughter of a respected aristocratic clan. Such is the
standing of the Lione family, however, that she married
Brevin's father awestruck at the prospect of joining the
House of Lione. Her present disillusionment concerning
her son and the bloodline that he represents is therefore
all the greater. She turns up her nose at Brevin's boon
companions, feeling that they are unworthy of the head of
a noble family, especially one as august as theirs. Scandal
— or worse — will come of this, mark her words. She also
understands that upkeep of family home, combined with
Brevin's lavish spending and their absolute reliance on
the family annuity for income, has put their finances in a
precarious state. The truth — hidden from outsiders, but
acknowledged by the Liones themselves — is that before
too long, they will either have to cut expenses (Brevin's
lavish lifestyle being the most obvious target) or find
another source of income. Otherwise, they will go into
debt for the first time in the history of their bloodline.

The household consists of Sir Brevin, Lady Maris, a valet
and a maid for each, respectively, two housemaids, two
footmen, three cooks, and two scullery maids. Sir Brevin,
when he is at home, is likely to be surrounded by his “artis-
tic” friends (and their hangers-on, as well), all of whom
can hardly believe their luck at being able to leech off of
an old noble family whose wealth is presumably fathom-
less. As a result of this, Lady Maris tends to confine herself



bring in as much cash as he tosses about. If Sir Bres
deigns to receive callers, he affects a drawling, lazy polite:
ness to other nobles, and scarcely hides his boredom with
everyone else.

In case of an armed attack on the household, no one will
fight back. In fact Sir Brevin's first instinct is to beg for
Sir Brevin Lione: Ari2/Sor1. his life, and the same is largely true of any of his pals who
might be about. Lady Maris may try to face down intrud-
ers, but neither she nor anyone else in the household has

to her wing of the house. When he is out, Sir Brevin some-
times takes his valet, Giles, with him, just because having
a servant follow him impresses the crowd with which he
runs. Giles never complains about this: it makes his life
more interesting than that of most of his peers.

Lady Maris Lione: Ari10.
Lady Maris’ Maid, Giles: Com3. any fighting experience.

All Other Servants (9): Com1. o
e Sir Brevin understands that his family’s finances are pre-

carious, but he is not so sensible about how to cope with
the situation. He has heard rumors of a great treasure in
a distant land, and he wants to finance an expedition to

find it and bring it back.

The Liones have surprisingly little coin for a fam-
ily of their rank, largely because of the spendthrift
ways of Sir Brevin and many of his recent ances-
tors (and despite the best efforts of Lady Maris).
They have considerable wealth, of course, if only
because of Lione Manor, the land that it's built on,
and a handful of unusual items. But relatively little
of it is liquid. The only consequential source of coin
in the house is 3,000 gp that Sir Brevin keeps in a
half-empty chest in his bedroom (successful DC
25 Open Lock check to pick; Lady Maris does not
have a key).

As for personal items, Sir Brevin has nothing of
unusual value. Any jewelry that he might once have
owned, he has either given away or sold. Lady Maris
has personal jewelry worth a total of 1,500 gp that
she wears on her person, as well as a stone of good
luck set into a silver pendant (adds 20 gp to its
market value) that she wears around her neck.

And then, of course, there are the relics of Sir
Zerkis that the family has always kept on display
in the great hall. Not even Sir Brevin dares to sell
these— at least, not yet. Most valuable of these are
the +3 vorpal long sword and +3 moderate fortifica-
tion half-plate that Sir Zerkis took into battle with
him during the charge that brought him undying
glory. There are also his old badges of rank, which
have little value in terms of their basic materials,
but could fetch a hefty price from collectors if they
could be validated.

ACTIVITY
Even when he is home, it is not certain that Sir Brevin will
receive unexpected guests. Sometimes, he just can't be
bothered. In these cases, his mother will step in to uphold
the ideal of aristocratic courtesy, gritting her teeth all the

while at what a fine son she raised. Lady Maris believes
that it is her duty to help the less fortunate when asked,
and she tries to lend a sympathetic ear to those that come
to her asking for help. It pains her, therefore, when she
simply cannot afford to give much money away because
of her son’s wild spending habits and unwillingness to
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revin has alarmed his mother of late with talk about e Lady Maris is mortified — almost literally — to learn

lling off some of the family relics to the Valkenbanes that Sir Brevin has run off and enrolled at Oana’s
(who will exhibit them in their museum). Lady Maris School of Smiles (location C4), hopeful of becoming
decides to stage the theft of those items from the house an entertainer. She is all the more scandalized because
in order to hide them from her son and keep them safe. her family, the Eastlands, were rocked when her cousin
Naturally, she tasks the PCs with the robbery. Guy teamed up with a lowly bard to found a music hall
An acting troupe — some of Sir Brevin's current bud- (The Silver Throat; location C14). She hires the PCs to
dies — have invited him to perform in a production bring her son back to Lione Manor by any necessary
of their design. Actors in general are a disreputable lot, means.

and Lady Maris is suspicious of them. What are their
true motives for cozying up to her son and slathering 238’ STEELWEﬁTH ER GARDENS

him with flattery? He doesn’t have any actual talent. She RAKUL CLAN

hires the PCs to make inquiries and find the truth of the
matter. Steelweather Gardens is a sixteen-room, two-story
Lady Maris may have found a way to ease the family’s mansion laid out in a general pattern common to
financial crunch and make a respectable man out of her the Nobles District: spacious dining and entertain-
son at the same time. The ruling family from a distant ing rooms and servants’ quarters downstairs, pri-
land reportedly wants to arrange a political marriage vate rooms for the family and guests upstairs. The
between their daughter and the son of a noble family first floor includes a library that was the previous
from the city. She hires a PC with suitable Diplomacy owner’s pride and joy. The mansion was originally
skill ranks to travel to that country and present their built by a wealthy family, and it is ornately decorated
suit. both inside and out. It has been well cared for down
through the ages, and its stones have weathered
gracefully, giving it an ancient, yet comfortable
aspect. Over this venerable foundation, Rakul and
his family have laid a colorful, even gaudy facade of
their own, consisting of decorations native to their
people, as well as clumsy attempts to adopt the
fads and tics of the city's native aristocracy.

The grounds of Steelweather Gardens extend
to the large pond to the northeast and the street
to the south, giving the residence substantial sur-
rounding green space. The original owners were
avid landscapers, and their gardens gave the house
its name. Landscaping does not interest Rakul so
much, however. Instead, he built an enclosure for
his pet leopards and a small aviary for his hunting
falcons.

RESIDENTS
The Rakul clan are a recent, but already notorious,
addition to the city’s nobility. The head of the fam-
ily, Rakul (his people do not believe in surnames),
once led a nomadic tribe in a land far from the
city. His tribal religion revered the Spire, how-
ever, although none of his people had ever come
remotely close to setting foot within the city lim-
its. Then, some twenty years ago, he and his fol-
lowers fought and destroyed an unemployed mercenary
company that had turned brigand and wrought havoc on
one of the city’s most important overland trade routes. As
it happened, Rakul’s motives had nothing to do with safe-
guarding the fortunes of the city’s merchants, and every-
thing to do with securing new grazing land for his people.




But the City Council was grateful enough for his help that
they offered him a hereditary title and a comfortable villa
in the Nobles District. Rakul came to the city for the first
time to hear the Council’s offer. Overawed by its splendor
and by his first glimpse of the Spire, he decided to stay
and leave behind his life as a nomad chieftain.

A full generation has passed since then, and in that
time Rakul and his wife Cleama have adapted to (if not
entirely assimilated into) the city’s aristocratic class. They
still dress in the general style of their tribe, which looks
quite exotic by city standards. But their clothes are made
of finer fabrics than were available to them when they
lived on horseback in outlying lands. Fine perfumes now
waft about them, rather than the smell of sweat and beasts
of burden. And although they brought a shaman to live
with them and keep their tribal deities as household gods,
they also donate money to the Children of the Creator
Temple and show respect to its doctrines.

The library of Steelweather Gardens exemplifies how
the city has changed Rakul and Cleama, and how they
have changed their new surroundings to fit them. When
they acquired the house, the library was clearly a center-
piece. The collection contained many rare tomes, and
the room that housed them was obviously cared for with
great pride and affection. Rakul received the books along
with the house and kept them intact. He himself is semi-
literate and does not fully appreciate their value, but he
knows that having the collection confers a certain pres-
tige. However, he has allowed his shaman Neetha to place
a large idol of their tribal god in the middle of the room,
and he has also decorated it with various exotic artifacts of
his people. Some of these items are warlike in nature, and
most have only sentimental value.

But if Rakul and Cleama have adapted to the city with-
out completely dissolving their old identities into it, their
children act as if they were born to it — and a little too
much so for their parents’ liking. Nestor, their son and
heir, spends much of his time (and money) on the town,
drinking and gambling in the company of other dissolute
children of the nobility. He spends too many of his days at
the Ruby Barge (location E20) for their liking, but when
he isn't there, he's usually off at more downscale taverns

young to gad about as freely as her brother, still alarms

parents with her spendthrift ways and lack of respect

the self-discipline and commanding dignity that ought
be a tribal leader’s birthright.

Rakul, Cleama and their two children all live at
Steelweather Gardens as their primary residence (even
though Nestor wanders off on his own a great deal and
may or may not come home at night). Penelope spends
almost all of her time at home, but sulks a great deal.
Neetha, the nomadic priestess whom Rakul and Cleama
brought with them from their native tribe, lives in a well-
appointed room in the family quarters. She also functions
as de facto head of the household staff, even though she
greatly resents such a duty. She feels that it is beneath
the dignity of a holy woman to manage servants, oversee
party preparations, and the like. The remainder of the
household staff consists of Rakul’s valet, Cleama’s personal
maid, a valet and a maid to attend to the children, two
housemaids, two footman, three cooks and two scullery
maids. A few of these servants are favorites whom Rakul
and Cleama took with them from their tribe. They hired
the rest in the ordinary way, from the city’s own labor pool.
In fact, Hasty Oldbottom of Hasty’s Labor Exchange (loca-
tion E11) regards them as one of his best customers.

In addition, Rakul retains several personal servants as
parts of his tribal past that he simply cannot bear to shed.
They are two bodyguards — sons of two of his most loyal
companions from his nomadic days — who accompany
him in public at all times, a keeper for his pet leopards and
a falconer who cares for his prized hunting birds. There are
two pet leopards, kept on chained collars, in the enclosure
and twelve falcons in the aviary. Rakul takes considerable
pride and pleasure in keeping these animals, and visits
them at least once every day.

Rakul: Brb12/Ari3.

Cleama: Brb3/Ari3.

Nestor: Ari4.

Penelope: Ari3.

Neetha: Adpé.

Rakul’s Valet, Cleama’s Maid: Com5.
Rakul’s Bodyguards (2): Brb3/Ftr2.
Falconer, Leopard Keeper: Exp3.

Other Servants (11): Com1.

Leopards (2): As per the Monster Manual.

Falcons (12): As per the Monster Manual.
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The Rakul clan keeps a locked chest (successful DC
25 Open Lock check to pick) containing 5,000 gp
in the master bedroom. Each of the children has a
locked chest (successful DC 20 Open Lock check
to pick) containing 2,000 gp in his or her room.
Neetha has her own small hoard as a token of Rakul
and Cleama'’s gratitude: 5,000 sp in a locked chest
(successful DC 20 Open Lock check to pick) in her
bedroom.

Rakul’s most valuable personal possessions (in
sentimental as well as monetary value) are the
arms and armor that he inherited along with leader-
ship of his tribe: a +1 speed scimitar with precious
gems inlaid into the hilt (add 500 gp to the market
value) and a suit of +2 cold resistance hide armor.
Whatever gems and jewels he plundered during
his nomadic years, he generally gave to Cleama
or divvied amongst his followers. Cleama has a
variety of jewelry acquired this way, worth a total of
5,000 gp, but she never wears all of it at one time.
She also wears a ring of protection +2, which Rakul
considers the most valuable bit of plunder he ever
gave her. Cleama has a weapon as a relic of her old
life as a chieftain’s wife— a +1 keen spear— but
keeps it in her bedroom these days. Nestor has no
experience to speak of in the arts of war, but when
he came of age, Rakul had a +1 wounding scimitar
made up for him as a token continuation of family
tradition. Nestor wears it proudly wherever he goes,
but doesn’t have any idea how to use it. Penelope,
at any given time, may wear any number of pieces
from her mother's jewelry collection. She also has
a gold pendant with a pearl of power (3rd level) set
into it (add 50 gp to its market value), a gift from
her father. However, neither she nor anyone else
in the family have any idea of the item’s magical
properties.

Neetha also has her own valuable personal
possessions — talismans of her past as a tribal
priestess, as well as powerful wondrous items in
their own right: a figurine of wondrous power (silver
raven) and an incandescent blue ioun stone, which
she always wears.

The library of Steelweather Gardens has a hand-
ful of unusually valuable books in the collection that
Rakul inherited when he bought the house. They are
worth anywhere from 10-100 gp each, depending
on the vagaries of the rare book market. There is
also a +1 tome of understanding, the true nature of
which the family is quite unaware.

ACTIVITY

This much of the old tribal chieftain remains in Rakul:
He treats all visitors, even those of whom he is suspicious,
with a rough-around-the-edges courtliness and generous
hospitality. Guests at Steelweather Gardens invariably
receive offers of food and drink that may strike a city
native as exotic, even bizarre or distasteful. And Rakul
rarely takes no for an answer. Those whom he considers
friends may be sent home with a package of delicacies of
his people and a brief lecture on how hard it is to find just
the right ingredients in the city.

If Rakul is attacked in his home, he will make an
instant decision about whether or not he has time to don
his armor and take up his shield. If he decides not, he
will draw his scimitar and fight where he stands. He will
defend his family to the death, and grant no quarter to one
who has violated the sanctity of his home (unless there is a
very compelling reason to do so). Likewise, his bodyguards
will defend him and his family against all hazards. Cleama
will also rush to take up her spear, but her first priority will
be safeguarding the children (maternal instinct, and she
also knows that Rakul can handle himself).

Neetha will use her spells as best she can to defend the
family, but if the battle turns against them, she may use
the opportunity to flee, or even turn against her former
masters. Or she may remain loyal to them to the death; as
DM you should consider all of her options open.

Unlike their parents, Nestor and Penelope are soft. They
have little or no training at arms and will not fight. The
same is true of the household staff besides Neetha.

HOOKS

o Neetha is greatly tired of city life. She also resents her
master and mistress for forsaking the old ways in favor
of corrupt new ones. But she lacks the nerve to the tell
them directly that she wishes to leave their service.
Instead, she hires the PCs to stage help her stage her
own kidnapping and smuggle her out of the city. Or
— assuming she is in a particularly foul mood — she
hire the PCs as assassins to put Rakul and Cleama out of
her misery and nullify her bond to them.

e Unable to talk his son into a more dignified lifestyle,
Rakul hires the PCs to dissuade (by whatever methods
prove most cost-effective) some of Nestor’s least desir-
able companions from hanging around with him.

e Rakul frequently patronizes the scribe Harrigon (loca-
tion D13) to help him decipher important documents.
One day while in Bazaar, however, Rakul had his purse
cut by a Thieves Guild street operative. Rakul got his
hands on the culprit, but passersby and the Surveyors
interfered before he could meet out a tribal chief’s jus-
tice. He now wishes to wage a personal war against the
Thieves Guild to satisfy his outraged honor. He hires the
PCs as mercenaries to help him gain his revenge.



€9. PROPP MANOR (PROPP

FAMILY

Propp Manor is a rectangular house, laid out
according to the general pattern of noble resi-
dences: servants' quarters and public rooms on
the first floor, family quarters on the second floor.
The upstairs includes a recent addition: a small
suite of apartments built to accommodate the wife
(and anticipated family) of young Baron Propp. The
ground floor features a large veranda with a pleas-
ing view of the small pond that the Propps share
with their less ostentatious neighbors. The house is
of a recent vintage, and everything still looks quite
shiny and new. The Propps (or rather, their house-
hold staff) work hard to keep it so.

Propp Manor stands as one of the largest residences in the
“new money” neighborhood of the Nobles District and
bears the name of the family that resides in it.

RESIDENTS

Comparatively speaking, the Propp family are newly-
minted nobles, and they came to prominence through
means tantamount to buying their way into respectability.
As a consequence, Sir Deramus Propp has never quite
achieved the acceptance into the aristocracy that he so
clearly craves. But that doesn't stop him from trying.

Sir Deramus likes to brag that he took
his family literally from rags to riches
within the span of one generation, but
that’s not entirely true. By “rags,”
he means that his family had
been weavers for as long as
anyone could remember.
But the Propps always made
a respectable living by their
work, and the cloth that they
made has a long-standing
reputation for durability and
suppleness. Sir Deramus’
father served for many years
as head of the city’s Weavers
Guild, in which position he
invested goodly sums (both
the Guild’s and his own) in
cotton and sheep farms.
During his lifetime,
these investments did
not pay off as well as
he had hoped, but it
did mean that he left
his son substantial real
estate holdings, as well
as the family business.

b

NOBLES DIST

So although no one outside the family saw it at the ti;
Deramus Propp came into his inheritance not as a sim:
weaver, but as the owner of a potential commercial empir
As a result, Deramus spent much more time managing his
holdings than he did at a loom. Within a decade, he had
made the family enterprises more lucrative than his father
ever could, and he became a man of considerable wealth.
Fame quickly followed, and through astute campaigning
and liberal distribution of gifts, he got himself selected as
the Warehouse District’s delegate to the Council, outma-
neuvering his archrival, Johan Kirelaw (see location N12).
After fifteen years of energetic service, during which he
both made friends who admired his spirit and detrac-
tors who found him overbearing, he retired from public
service. Lobbying through friends and proxies convinced
the Council to grant him a noble title, though without an
annuity.

After 25 years as a veritable engine of ambition, Sir
Deramus Propp has spent his retirement trying to enjoy
the social prominence he sought so eagerly. He never
misses a high society party or public function if he can
help it. He and his wife, Lady Vera, attend the opera regu-
larly, although their interest in it is largely feigned. But for
all their effort at fitting in, the Propps still suffer from the
curse of newly-minted aristocrats: The more established
nobles still look down on them as “new money.”
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Deramus has little appetite these days for running
‘a business, much less weaving cloth, and he spends his
- time indulging in aristocratic leisure with Lady Vera, or
entertaining favor-seekers drawn by his wealth and status
as a former Council member. Day-to-day management of
the family enterprises has fallen to his son Baron and his
daughter Wilma (see location N'13). Wilma looks after the
looms and cloth sales, while Baron oversees the farms.
Both children stand to inherit the assets that come with i : ;
their current bailiwick. But both also eye the other sibling ring (50 gp for t_he materials) that his father had
with a mixture of covetousness and suspicion, as both crafted as an heirloom. Lady Vera owns assorted

Srould like to be theit father's sole bt personal jewelry worth a total of 3,000 gp, and she
always wears as much of it as she possibly can in

public to show off the Propp’s wealth and status.
She also wears a ring of protection +2 that her
husband had made for her (one never knows what
will happen to a woman of means). Wilma has no
jewelry except a gold bracelet inlaid with sapphires
worth 500 gp, but she also wears an amulet of natu-
ral armor +1. In a fit of paranoia about her brother’s
Sir Deramus Propp: Exp8/Ari2. intentions toward her, she also recently purchased
a +2 defending dagger, which she carries concealed
on her person. The paranoid fit passed, but the
dagger remains with her. Baron wears an amulet
of health +2. Elanee has assorted personal jewelry
Servants (14): Com1. worth a total of 1,000 gp, and she also wears a ring
of force shield +2.

Propp Manor also has its share (if not more) of
decorative items about the house, most of them
accumulated in a spending spree just after Sir
Deramus was ennobled. One the more valuable
ones is a silk tapestry worth 500 gp, which is hung
in the dining room. Far more valuable than that,
however, is a genuine minor artifact, a Talisman of
Zagy. They bought it from Tandy’s Tables (location
D31) while slumming in the Bazaar District. As one
might expect, Tandy had no idea of its true nature
and let it go for a paltry sum. Consequently, none
of the Propps know what it is either; they think
it's just a charming curiosity, and they are almost
embarrassed by where they bought it and how little
they paid for it. They keep it displayed on a mantle
in one of the public rooms.

The Propps keep most of their cash at the family
business, but like any noble worth their salt, Sir
Deramus and Lady Vera always have plenty on hand
to handle expenses. They keep 5,000 gp in sacks
under a false floor in a closet (successful DC 25
Spot check to find) in the house’s private quarters.

Sir Deramus always wears the finest clothes, but
has no jewelry to speak of except for a silver signet

The entire Propp family lives full-time at Propp Manor:
Sir Deramus and Lady Vera; Baron and his wife Elanee;
and Wilma. During the day, Baron and Wilma are off run-
ning the family businesses. In fact, Baron’s responsibilities
often take him out of town for weeks at a time.

The Propps employ a household staff of fourteen ser-
vants.

Lady Vera Propp: Ari4.

Baron, Elanee and Wilma Propp: Ari3.

ACTIVITY
Sir Deramus tends to assume that any visitor whom
he does not recognize has come cap in hand, looking
for favors. His reaction will depend on his mood of the
moment. There are days when this form of begging grati-
fies him because it is a tacit acknowledgment of his noble
status. But there are also days when it’s all a major pain in
the neck to him, and he does not feel particularly gener-
ous. One suspects that this is because he was not born to
nobility, and therefore not entirely used to the idea that
others look up to him as a matter of course. If Sir Deramus
is not present, Lady Vera will stand in for him as best she




can, but her ability to answer for her husband is limited
to obvious or relatively small matters (likewise for Elanee
if Baron is unavailable).

The Propp children will size up any and all visitors
they encounter to see if they can help them in business,
intrigue, or both. This applies whether those in question
are there to see their father or either of them.

No one in the household has any real fighting experi-
ence, and no one will resist if the household is attacked.

HOOKS

e Baron Propp is concerned by reports of raids against
Propp-owned farms in an outlying area. The identity of
the culprits is unclear. He hires the PCs to investigate
the matter and prevent further trouble.

e Jealous of her husband’s work, Elanee Propp insists on
accompanying Baron on what will be a long business
trip. Faced with a wife who will not take “no” for an
answer, Baron Propp insists on at least hiring the PCs
as bodyguards to escort them, as travelers’ tales have it
that highwaymen are a genuine hazard these days.

e At present, neither Propp sibling has the nerve to mur-
der the other in order to become sole heir to the Propp
fortune. But they are not necessarily above trying to
discredit the other in their father’s eyes. Any plot of this
sort could involve hiring the PCs to do the actual dirty
work.

EIO. POND Of THE EMERALD
WATERS
The surface of the deep-green water here occasionally
betrays signs of movement beneath, such as unexplained
ripples, bubbles, or splashes. Sometimes, a small part of a
monstrous body — or something that looks like it — will
break through the surface.

So called because of its unusual green-tinted water, the
Pond of the Emerald Waters is one of the largest of the
district’s artificial lakes. It also has a secret attached to it
that has made it a source of uneasiness and mystery for
generations. Rumors abound that a terrible beast lives at
the bottom of the pond, preying on unwary swimmers
as well as the fish that were introduced into it as part of
the original design. No one quite knows how it got there
since the pond was artificially constructed, but one con-
jecture states that it has a secret passage to the sea. The
villas immediately by the pond have seen their property
values drop since the rumors first surfaced, and the fami-
lies that live there stay away from the cursed waters.

There is, in fact, a monster living at the bottom of
the Pond of the Emerald Waters, at least sometimes.
Unknown to anyone past or present, the original excava-
tion for the pond uncovered a natural gate to the elemen-
tal planes. For the last 100 years, tojanidas have from time
to time gated in and spent some time in the pond. It is
not necessarily the case that one is always present, but no
more than one is present at any given time. The age of the

HOOKS

EII. HASTY’S LABOR EXCHANGE

tojanida (as per the Monster Manual) is left to the D

cretion. The tojanidas have used the pond as a seco
lair, so Standard treasure for the creature is present, ly
in a heap at the bottom of the pond, but invisible from ¢
surface because of the tint and murkiness of the water.

e A nearby resident claims to have seen the monster and
desperately wants to hire someone brave enough to go
down there and investigate the matter once and for all.

 been convereted into a living area for the propri-
. etgpand the other downstairs rooms into offices.

The house has been repurposed to suit the needs
of the business that now occupies it. All of the
upstairs bedrooms have been refurnished to house
boarders, two to a room. There is a large common
‘room downstairs, which also serves as a waiting
room. lIronically, the old servants’ quarters has

RESIDENTS

This old house, once the home of a minor noble family
whose ambitions (alas) proved greater than their fortunes
or their longevity, now hosts an employment agency
for domestic servants run by a halfling named Hasty
Oldbottom.

Hasty Oldbottom is a shrewd but (mostly) honest busi-
nessman. Many noble families turn to Hasty to provide
them with reliable household staff, as well as temporary
laborers. In exchange for a finder’s fee, he sends over a lad
or lass for the job with the assurance that he or she has
been carefully screened for any physical or moral defects
that would make them a liability to the household. Unlike
his less scrupulous competitors, Hasty rarely resorts to
underhanded means to find prospective servants. He
recruits at the Blessed Saints Orphanage (location G11),
advertises in the less prosperous neighborhoods, and
sometimes hangs out in the Travelers District looking for
newcomers in need of a job. He usually finds enough suit-
able candidates to fill his clients’ demands.

Hasty both lives and works here, as does his daughter
Clothilda, who helps him screen job candidates. During
business hours, a dwarf named Torgar may be found
lounging around the common room and generally keep-
ing an eye on things. Hasty employs him as a guard, to
make sure the boarders don't get into any mischief and
occasionally to escort a placed candidate to his or her new
employer. Torgar also collects on the boss' outstanding
debts (if Hasty’s boarders cannot pay up front, he deducts
their rent from their future earnings). Torgar doesn't talk
much and he has a hard-eyed look that discourages casual
conversation. He used to live in the Dwarven District, but
was exiled for reasons that he refuses to discuss. He will
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it, though, that working for Hasty is one of the few
* jobs that he could get in the city.

Hasty Oldbottom: Halfling Com3.
Clothilda Oldbottom: Halfling Com2.
Torgar: Dwarf Ftr4/Rog3.

Boarders (varies): Com1.

e A footman recently placed by the agency has skipped
out on his job and disappeared without paying up back
rent that he owed to Hasty. The amount is not incon-
sequential, but he can't spare Torgar to track the man
down. Therefore, Hasty hires the PCs to find the man
and get his money.

€12. FLEETHOME (BELLEVUE
FAMILY)

Hasty keeps about 100 gp in a locked strongbox
(successful DC 15 Open Lock check to pick) in his
office. Also, Clothilda wears an ivory brooch inher-
ited from her late mother, worth 125 gp.

ACTIVITY

Hasty rents out the five upstairs rooms to prospective
job candidates (two to a room) who have no place else to
live, which provides him with another source of revenue.
Anyone who comes to him truly destitute can charge the
rent against his future earnings — provided, of course,
that Hasty thinks he can place him in service.

Usually, Hasty's aristocratic clients come to him when-
ever they want to hire through him, but he also makes the
rounds from time to time, just to check in on the house-
holds with whom he has done business. Whenever he is
away, Clothilda is more than capable of running the office

herself.

HOOKS

o A maid that Hasty sent over to a noble family never
showed up at their estate. She seems to have disap-
peared without a trace. Faced with having to return his
fee, Hasty hires the PCs to locate her.

e Hasty suspects that Torgar may be stealing from him,
skimming off of the top when he goes to collect debts
owed to the agency. Hasty hires the PCs to tail Torgar,
both on his rounds and after business hours, to see if
they can find any evidence one way or another.

In spite of its name, Fleethome is not a dockyard,
but a residence of modest, but respectable size.
In terms of its architecture or landscaping, there
is little to distinguish Fleethome from other simi-
larly-sized villas in the Nobles District except for
the ship’s anchor set on a granite base outside the
main entrance to the house. Otherwise, the layout
of the house is divided into three general areas:
public rooms (including the ancestral hall), ser-
vants quarters, and private rooms for the family.

Fleethome houses the Bellevue family, a clan whose repu-
tation was built on feats of bravery on the high seas. The
anchor was taken from Admiral Ronald Bellevue’s flagship
at the Battle of Monckton Point, which was damaged so
badly in the battle that it was scrapped shortly thereafter.
The ancestral hall displays other of the Admiral's artifacts
and mementos.

Given the current organization of the family, however,
the private rooms are informally divided into three clus-
ters: one for Sir Hamish Bellevue (and his son Bertrand,
when he visits), another for Lady Clarissa Bellevue and her
husband, and a smaller cluster for Wilmot Bellevue and

his wife.

RESIDENTS

The Bellevue clan owes its prominence to the heroic deeds
of their illustrious ancestor, Admiral Ronald Bellevue,
who started in the Navy as a humble cabin boy only to rise
all the way through the ranks, distinguishing himself at
every step. As an able seaman, no storm could keep him
from the rigging of a ship. As a lieutenant, he captured




a pirate vessel almost single-handedly after his board-
ing party was ambushed. As a captain, he won much
praise from his sailors and superiors alike for bringing
his ship back to port with no loss of life after a storm
surprised him while he was on patrol. Finally, as Admiral
Bellevue (and his descendants always refer to him as “The
Admiral,” even though two of his direct descendants
achieved similar rank), he capped his career by leading
a squadron of Navy ships to victory in a bold campaign
against the notorious pirate Jiacomo the Cruel. Despite
being badly outnumbered, Bellevue placed his ships so
that they pinned Jiacomo’s larger fleet against the coast at
Monckton Point, forcing the pirates to sail directly into
the wind if they were to get away — or indeed, maneuver
at all. The pirates were crushed, and Bellevue’s actions
ended the direst threat to its maritime trade that the city
had known for ages. In gratitude, the Council awarded
him a hereditary title and an annuity, as well as a villa in
the Nobles District which had just come on the market,
and which Sir Ronald subsequently renamed Fleethome.

Continuity has been the watchword of the Bellevues
down through the generations since. By family tradition,
the first-born Bellevue son has always served in the Navy,
and the current Bellevues are no exception. The current
head of the clan, Sir Hamish Bellevue, served for twenty
years, reaching the rank of captain before he retired. His
eldest son, Bertrand, is currently a lieutenant on a patrol
vessel.

The current generation of Bellevues also maintains
commercial enterprises that descend directly from Sir
Ronalds activities after he retired from the Navy. He
found himself wealthy and famous beyond anything he
imagined when he was a mere cabin boy foisted off on the
service by a poor family. Rather than spend it on a life of
ease, however, he invested much of his newfound wealth
in ocean-going trade, establishing connections with mer-
chants and ship owners that his descendants maintain to
this day. Now that he, too, has retired from the Navy, Sir
Hamish Bellevue divides his time between serving on the
City Council — he is the district’s official representative
(see location E17 for more) — and managing his family’s
investments. In this latter duty, he is aided by his sister
Lady Clarissa and his second son, Wilmot. They meet
frequently with explorers, mariners and merchants from
both near and abroad, all of whom desire that he invest in
their ventures. Such is the value of having the Bellevue
name attached to any venture associated with ships and
shipping that they never want for activity.

In fact, the Bellevues have recently struck up a joint
venture with the Rotburn-Seivers’ merchant business
(see locations E15 and D37) in which both parties will
serve as middlemen for exporting rare and exotic goods
through the city to lands overseas. Under their deal, the
Rotburn-Seivers will bring in fine silks, art objects, spices
and other items through overland caravan routes from
their regional sources. In turn, ships financed by the
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Bellevues will take those goods to lands overseas,
they may presumably be sold at a steep markup b
of their exotic origin. Lady Clarissa negotiated this
with Edetha Rotburn-Seivers — an experience that she
did not enjoy, for Edetha is a notoriously aggressive dealer
— but she and Sir Hamish are hopeful that they will reap
a windfall from the venture.
The Bellevues have yet a third family tradition, though
one that is less well-known and would make them the cen-
ter of controversy if it were widely known. It, too, traces
its origins to Sir Ronald, who was badly — almost mor-
tally — wounded at the Battle of Monckton Point when
a catapult stone crushed his leg. He did indeed lose the
leg, but upon his return to the city, an archbishop of the
True Children sect offered to restore it to him by means
of a regenerate spell. The cleric did so without charge, in
gratitude for Admiral Bellevue’s heroism. Since then, he
and his descendants have always donated generously
— if discreetly — to the True Children. Most of the pres-
ent Bellevues have no wish to get involved in religious
controversy, fearing that it would tarnish the clan’s wide-
spread popularity and thereby prove bad for business. But
young Wilmot Bellevue has shown signs — disturbing to
both his father and his wife — of being very much a true
believer in the schismatic faith.
In particular, Wilmot seems very much drawn to
Archbishop Spehr Kalris (see location J3), a controversial
tigure within the True Children for his fiery preaching
against the legitimacy of the humanoids’ claim to the
Spire. In particular, Wilmot is taken with Archbishop
Kalris' recent calls for a war of extermination against
the humanoids (a concept that is not entirely out of line
with the original teachings of the sect — or those of the
Children of the Creator, for that matter). Although the
Bellevues have not been particularly fond of the human-
oids as a matter of family history, Sir Hamish and Lady
Clarissa are nonetheless alarmed at this development.
Like everyone involved in trade, Bellevues have profited
from the city’s social and political stability, and anything
that threatens that stability also threatens them. They fear
that Wilmot will begin funneling family money and other
forms of material support to the rogue archbishop.
The Bellevues manage their commercial affairs from
home, holding business meetings in the public rooms
of Fleethome. Therefore, it is not uncommon to find Sir
Hamish, Lady Clarissa, and Wilmot at home during busi-
ness hours as well as in the evening. The private quarters
are presently arranged so that Sir Hamish and Wilmot
have their own separate apartments, as do Lady Clarissa
and her husband, Aidan Strand (the third son of a minor
noble family; Aidan is a quiet fellow who remains in the
background at Fleethome). Bertrand Bellevue lives at /
Fleethome in theory as much as practice; patrol duty takes
him away from the city for weeks at a time, and he spends
many of his hours ashore at the Navy base in the Naval
District (see location 020). The household staff consists
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for Sir Hamish, Wilmot and Aidan Strand; Lady

arissa’s maid and the maid who waited on Sir Hamish’s

late wife (he doesn't have the heart to turn her out of ser-

vice); three housemaids, four footmen, three cooks and
two scullery maids.

Sir Hamish Bellevue: Ftr6/Ari6.
Clarissa Strand-Bellevue: Ari8.
Bertrand Bellevue: Ftr2/Ari2.
Wilmot Bellevue: Ari2.

Aidan Strand: Ari4.

Maids and Valets (5): Com4.

Other Servants (12): Com2.

The Bellevues are a wealthy family, befitting their
noble rank and history of successful investing. Sir
Hamish keeps the majority of the family cash under
a false floor in the master bedroom (successful DC
30 Spot check to notice). There is a total of 500 pp
and 20,000 gp here, and when the family needs to
pony up as part of a business venture, it draws the
funds from here. In addition, Lady Clarissa and Sir
Wilmot each keep 2,000 gp for personal use, stored
in a locked chest (successful DC 25 Open Lock
check to pick) in their private rooms.

As far as personal items go, Sir Hamish wears
an amulet of health +4. Except for Bertrand, none of
the other Bellevues are armed, and neither is Aidan
Strand. But Sir Hamish has provided for the protec-
tion of the rest of his family by giving Lady Clarissa
and Wilmot each an elemental gem (water) set in
gold and attached to a chain (add 50 gp to its mar-
ket value) so that they can wear it as a pendant.

Their most important treasures are the relics
of The Admiral himself. The most notable among
these are the +3 keen long sword that he wielded
at the Battle of Monckton Point and the bracers of
armor +6 that he wore from the time he was first
promoted to admiral. By family tradition, they are
passed down to each first-born Bellevue son and as
such, they still belong to Sir Hamish. But after his
retirement from the navy, he gave them to Bertrand,
who treats them with reverence, and wears them
even when off-duty. There is also a suit of elven
chain that the Elven District’s Council of Elders pre-
sented him in gratitude for his victory at Monckton
Point. Among the lesser, more purely sentimental
relics are Sir Ronald's old badges of rank. These
have little value in terms of their basic materials,
but if they could be validated, there are collectors
of relics who would pay well for them.

ACTIVITY

The Bellevuesare used to taking many visitors at Fleethome
because of their business interests, but they are keenly
aware that most of the non-aristocrats who come to see
them want access to their wealth and/or connections.
Their first instinct is to treat anyone with a brisk courtesy
that is designed to help them sort out the losers from the
promising candidates without being too rough about it.
Anyone who impresses them will find their conversation
becoming less guarded as the meeting goes on.

In case of an attack on the household, Sir Hamish will
go immediately to his private quarters to fetch the mas-
terwork longsword that he keeps in case of emergency. If
Bertrand is present, he will also fight. But they are the only
family members with combat training, much less experi-
ence. Nonetheless, Sir Hamish supplied his family with
elemental gems for a reason, and they will use them in case
of a genuine threat to their safety.

HOOKS

e The Bellevues are a storied and well-connected family. A
commercial rival, jealous of the advantages that suppos-
edly come with their social standing, may be sabotaging
Bellevue-sponsored merchant ships. Sir Hamish hires
the PCs to help him get to the bottom of the matter.

o The Bellevue name is still feared and reviled in local
pirate lore, Rumor has it that the most prominent pirate
gang in the region has targeted the clan for kidnapping
or assassination as revenge for The Admirals long-ago
crusade. Lady Clarissa hires the PCs as bodyguards for
the duration of the threat, or investigators to look into
the validity of the rumors.

e Lady Clarissa hires the PCs because she needs a band of
explorer/adventurers to travel to a distant land to find
new trade goods, such as spices, gems or rare arcane
spell components. As of now, their ships carrying
Rotburn-Seivers merchandise away from the city will
return with empty holds, and empty holds are unprofit-

able holds.

E13. TIERAN MANOR (TIERAN
FAMILY

Though kept clean and tidy on the inside, Tieran
Manor shows age and wear on the outside. The
stones look tired and faded, with ugly-looking maoss
growing between them.

This residence houses the Tieran family, a noble clan with
long-standing ties to the Children of the Creator Temple
(see location J2). It is unusual for one of the city’s noble
families to have ties to a religious institution as intimate
as the Tierans’, and the current generation casts its eye
on the realm of commerce to diversify its activities and



make some coin in the process. Despite their long history
as an aristocratic family, the Tierans have never had much
money compared to their noble peers. A modest villa (at
least by the standards of their neighborhood) was all they
could afford to build. The family has long understood that
their ancestral home needs a facelift, but they have not
been able to afford one until very recently.

BRESIDENTS
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From its origins, the Children of the Creator’s clergy h
disavowed worldly things in order to focus on the other
worldly mystery presented by the Spire. Let the Council,
the Guard and everyone else worry about the politics, law
and commerce; a temple is custodian of the divine and
has no other role. This didn't stop the temple from accu-
mulating vast wealth down through the age, but officially,
it always tried to remain aloof from worldly matters. But
the war against the humanoid tribes chipped away at that
innocence. It was a crisis such as the city had never seen,
and under orders from Grand Patriarch Jerome Tieran, the
church sent clerics to help man the city walls, comforting
its defenders and confounding the attackers with divine
magic. When the Guard finally sallied forth in the battle
that made a hero out of Captain Zerkis Lione, the Grand
Patriarch followed close behind, healing the wounded
and rallying anyone within the sound of his voice.
When the clamor of war died down, the battle
had made a hero out of him as well. Grand
Patriarch Tieran played an important role in
the eventual peace settlement, solidifying
his reputation as something more than a
simple man of faith.

Although a cleric had never been made

a noble in the city’s history, a cry went up
in the Council to break new ground in
his case. Grand Patriarch Tieran accepted,
although reluctantly, and he often admit-

ted afterward that he never felt com-
fortable as Grand Patriarch Sir Jerome
Tieran. But he also understood that the
city needed heroes, especially emerg-
ing from a time of great duress as it had,
and he trusted that his descendants would
figure out how to handle the obligations that came
with fame.

It is to the credit of the Tieran clan that Sir Jerome’s
descendants chose to attempt the same delicate balancing
act as he did. By tradition, the first-born Tieran (and there-
fore, the heir to the title) has always joined the Children

of the Creator Temple and served in some capacity. None

have risen to the rank of Grand Patriarch/Matriarch,
although many have become bishops and even arch-
bishops. While it is not unusual for younger sons
and daughters of noble families (who are unlikely

to inherit the family title or much of its wealth) to
join the clergy, it is almost unheard of for a noble

heir to do so. And yet the Tierans have made a

habit of it, working to preserve a delicate bal-

ance between meditating on the will of the
divine while enjoying that which belongs to
humans.




a consequence, the Tierans have always lagged
ind their peers in accumulating wealth. Having
entered the nobility from the clergy, they had little
private wealth to begin with. Afraid of inspiring doubts
- about their piety, they have shied away from lucrative
business ventures that would make them money, and
live only on the annuity that the Council granted to Sir
Jerome so many generations ago.

But the current head of the clan, Sir Montagu Tieran,
has resolved to change that. Like his forefathers, Sir
Montagu entered the Children of the Creator clergy as
soon as he came of age. After twenty years of service,
however, he recently retired from his position within
the temple and resolved to set himself up in business.
Publicly, he dismisses any suggestion that he is break-
ing with family tradition and points out that his son
and heir Fergus is now a priest, and his daughter Valiera
was just accepted as a disciple into the Guardians of
the Spire. Privately, however, he admits that he is

tired of worrying from year to year about
whether or not the family can meet

its expenses without selling off . -~
their heirlooms or going into
debt. He also knows that the
family house could use a
good refurbishing.

As part of his first

major venture, he has —
acquired a mine in
an outlying area
that currently
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produces silver and some gold, and the miners there
believe that platinum awaits discovery there, too. He has
also just signed an agreement with Grand Master Karn
Hammerhand of the Great Smithy (see location A23) and
several elders of the Hammerhand clan to sell them the
products of the mine. His Hammerhand partners have
agreed to recruit dwarven mining experts to help explore
for platinum veins, as well as increase the mine’s overall
productivity.

Sir Montagu and his wife Lady Vanessa live full-time
at Tieran House. Fergus spends most of his days at the
Children of the Creator Temple. Valiera visits as often
as she can, but the monastic life of the Guardians of The
Spire requires her to spend most of her time at their
temple barracks (location J4). Sir Montagu’s valet and
Lady Vanessa's maid head the household staff, which also
includes three housemaids, three footmen, two cooks
and two scullery maids. Fergus' valet and Vanessa's maid

were demoted to footman and house-
maid when the Tieran children
: entered religious orders, as

o =" they no longer had need
g of personal servants

at that point.




Sir Montagu Tieran: Clr5/Ari5.
Lady Vanessa Tieran: Ari8.
Fergus Tieran: Clr3/Aril.
Valiera Tieran: Mnk1/Aril.
Valet, Maid: Com3.

Other Servants (10): Com?2.

HOOKS

o Sir Montagu's miners report that a monster lurks in the
caves beneath the area where they are presently work-
ing. This also happens to be one of the locations where
he hopes to strike platinum. Personally, he thinks that
the reports are nonsense, but he hires the PCs to inves-
tigate, along with a couple of Hammerhand clan mining
experts.

E14. GUARDSMAN HALL (SINJINT
FAMILY

Guardsman Hall is box-shaped compared to other
noble villas — square with two stories — but the
grand columns that hold up the second floor as it
cantilevers over the front entrance give it a certain
dignity. It is organized along the usual lines, with
the ground floor divided between the servants’
quarters and the house’s public rooms (the largest
of which is the great hall, which houses relics of
the family’s military service over the last century or
s0). The second story contains the family’s private
rooms.

Guardsman Hall is belongs to the Sinjint family, long
renowned for its tradition of military service. The house’s
most unusual feature is the large wine cellar — really just
a converted basement — that was built underneath the
house by order of Sir August Sinjint, father of the current
head of the family. It houses one of city's most extensive
collections of fine wines and spirits, and is accessible by a
stairway that leads down from the kitchen.

RESIDENTS
The Sinjint family has a long history of affiliation with
the City Guard. It traces its noble status back to General
Gratian Sinjint, who served for 30 years as Lord Protector
of the City Guard. Sir Gratian didn't earn his fame through
garnering a lot of battlefield honors; the city knew only
peace during his tenure. But his administrative skill and
his obvious care for the rank and file earned him the loy-
alty of soldiers and officers alike, and he was immensely
popular within the Guard itself. He was also a master-
ful politician, and effectively lobbied the Council for
increases in pay for all ranks, as well as refurbishing the
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strong points in the city walls. Upon his retirem
Guard pushed the Council to grant him noble statu
the proposal met little resistance. ;

Since then, the Sinjints have lived on this estate. Th
have also retained their close ties to the City Guard. By
family tradition, the first-born son must serve in the one
of the divisions of the Guard. The current head of the fam-
ily is Sir Varus Sinjint, great-great grandson of Sir Gratian.
Varus takes pride in his family history, but unfortunately,
he lacks his ancestor’s leadership skills. He serves as a
lieutenant in the Wall Guard, manning the day shift at
the city’s Main Gate (location D1). However, his men
and fellow officers don't hold him in much esteem. They
consider him lazy and indecisive, and might not follow his
lead in a crisis. It doesn't help that he returns to the family
estate when off-duty instead of living in barracks; while it
is understandable that he would look after family matters
when not on duty, it also makes him appear soft and effete
in the eyes of his fellow Guardsmen.

In fact, the current generation of Sinjints are almost as
well known for the exceptional collection of fine wines
and spirits accumulated by their father, Sir August Sinjint,
as they are for their martial family history. The fact that
Sir Varus takes great pride in his family wine collection,
and is known to enjoy sampling it from time to time
does nothing to help his reputation as a soldier (though
he seems blissfully unaware of that). In fact, though, it is
his younger brother Marcus who manages the wine col-
lection. Marcus inspects the wine cellar daily, keeps the
inventory and is always on the lookout for suitable addi-
tions to the collection. As a younger son of nobility who
stands to inherit relatively little, he has devoted himself
to the study of viticulture and distilling spirits, hoping to
make a business out of it someday. He occasionally travels
to vineyards and distilleries outside the city, and is lobby-
ing both his brother and their mother, Lady Marcella, to
use some of the family’s wealth to invest in a winery.

Neither Sir Varus nor Marcus are married, and so they
alone share Guardsman Hall with their mother. Though
well-spoken and pleasing in appearance, Marcus is so
preoccupied with his studies and with the family wine
collection that he has little time for courting. He brushes
off his mother’s concerns by telling her that he will settle
down once he has established himself in business. And at
any rate, Lady Marcella is more concerned with her older
son, a bland fellow in both look and manner, who has so
far taken little initiative when it comes to finding a wife
and perpetuating the family line. She has taken to scout-
ing out eligible daughters of the nobility for him. There
is a story floating amongst the city’s aristocrats that she
even approached Lady Trina Valkenbane of the venerable
Valkenbane clan (location E4) for advice in this matter.
The story goes that Lady Trina (herself a captain in the
Wall Guard) glanced across the crowded room at Sir Varus
and promptly laughed in Lady Marcella’s face.
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- Servants make up the rest of the Sinjint household:
* Lady Marcella has a maid who has waited on her for many
years, and Sir Varus and Marcus also have their own valets.
Sir Varus’ valet has been known to take food and personal
items to him from Guardsman Hall while he is one duty,
which does little to enhance the esteem in which his men
hold him. Marcus’ valet doubles as the household’s wine
steward. In addition, there are two housemaids, two foot-
men, three cooks and two scullery maids.

Sir Varus is usually on duty during the day, but all other
members of the household are likely to be present.

Sir Varus Sinjint: Ari4/Ftr3.
Lady Marcella Sinjint: Ari8.
Marcus Sinjint: Ari2/Exp1.
Maid: Comé.

Valets (2): Com3. ‘Ii r }
U

Other Servants (9): Com2.
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The Sinjint clan has a rather modest hoard of coin
for a noble family. It amounts to 10,000 gp, and it is
kept in a locked chest (successful DC 25 Open Lock
check to pick) in the master bedroom, where Lady
Marcella sleeps.

Sir Varus goes about his duty bearing his ancestor
Sir Gratian's best arms and armor, no matter what
anyone else says about how much — or how little
— he deserves them. These include a +3 mighty
cleaving longsword, a suit of +2 SR 13 plate armor
and a +2 blinding heavy steel shield. Lady Marcella
has 3,000 gp worth of jewelry at her disposal, and
she also wears an amulet of health +2 at all times.
Marcus has only one personal item of note, a
figurine of wondrous power (ivory goat). However, he
also has an exceptionally useful collection of books
on viticulture and distilling spirits in his bedroom.
Three of them are quite rare and worth 100 gp each
on the open market. There is also a tome of under-
standing +1 in his collection.

The famous Sinjint wine collection encompasses
about 1,000 bottles of wine and spirits. About 100
of these are exceptionally valuable, either because
they are rare and old, or because they are made
with great care or by unusual processes. They are
worth anywhere from 50-500 gp each.

Also, relics of the military careers of the various
Sinjint Guardsmen from Sir Gratian on fill the great
hall, but they are largely of sentimental value to the
family. The best of these items, Sir Gratian’s arms
and armor, always go to the eldest Sinjint serving
in the Guard. The only other piece worth noting is a
masterwork longsword with a grip inlaid with gold
and precious gems, worth 500 gp altogether. The
Council and the City Guard presented it to him on
the occasion of his retirement as Lord Protector,
and it is inscribed to that effect on the blade near
the hilt. The family has always considered it a trea-
sure item rather than a proper weapon.

ACTIVITY

Truth be told, Lady Marcella exerts the strongest influence
in the Sinjint household, and she is the most likely family
member to receive visitors, yielding to her sons only if it
is apparent that the business at hand is with them specifi-
cally.

If the household is attacked, Sir Varus will probably
fight back, but he is the only family member with military
training. Note that if he does choose to fight, his arms
and armor make him an opponent formidable beyond his
level. However, Marcus will resist if it appears that the
wine collection is threatened, using his figurine of wondrous
power (ivory goat).



The family wine collection is, of course, a source of great
curiosity to those who appreciate fine wines and spirits,
and the Sinjints have even received visitors from foreign
lands who wish to see it. Marcus is generally obliging of
such requests, but does not let anyone alone inside the
wine cellar. He watches all visitors with great care.

HOORKS

e Vague rumors that his men intend to mutiny against
him (not against Guard service, but against him person-
ally) have reached Sir Varus’ ears. Unwilling to confront
his men directly, he hires the PCs to find out if the
rumors are true.

e Marcus Sinjint has heard rumors that vintners in a land
across the seas make wine with techniques unfamiliar to
anyone in the city, using fruits that are unknown in this
corner of the world. He wants investigate for himself,
but it will require a long sea voyage. He hires the PCs as
bodyguards, as he is concerned about pirates, and also
the uncertainties of doing business in a foreign land.

e Sir Varus is painfully aware that his peers and men hold
him in low esteem. He has hatched a mad scheme to
create a threat to the city, so that he could rush in, save
the day and make himself into a hero. He hires the PCs
to recruit thieves or brigands — they could be profes-
sional robbers or simply a tribe of orcs — who will cre-
ate that threat.

15. ROTBURN HOUSE
ROTBURN-SEIVERS EAMIL'Y)

Rotburn House is one of the largest villas in its
part of the Nobles District, equal in size to some of
the more venerable mansions in the “old money”
part of town. It is laid out according to the general
principles informing the design of the city’s noble
residences. The bulb-shaped end of the house
contains the public rooms, including the expansive
great hall. Lady Ilana Rotburn, who built the house,
originally conceived it as a gesture of extravagance
for its own sake. She really didn't have anything to
put in it, but she wanted a grand, high-ceilinged
room that would impress visitors. The current
generation of Rotburn-Seivers have turned it into
a private art gallery and keep their eclectic collec-
tion here. Otherwise, Rotburn House has extensive
servants’ quarters stuck at the narrow end of the
building, and extensive private apartments upstairs
as well as a small suite of rooms downstairs (the
latter usually reserved for guests).

RESIDENTS gt
The Rotburn-Seivers clan rose to prominence gen
tions ago as merchants specializing in imported goo
from far away lands — exotic weapons, crafts, rare metals,
gemstones, anything that folks in the city couldn’t easily
find within a day or two's travel. Their family business,
Rotburn Imports, brought them fame and fortune. At last,
in the person of shrewd, strong-willed Ilana Rotburn, the
clan made the jump from economic success to political
and social success. Ilana leveraged her fame as head of one
of the city’s most successful merchant companies to get
herself selected as the Council delegate from the Bazaar
District. She represented her constituents ably in the
Council, winning reductions in import duties and con-
stantly urging stronger measures to safeguard important
caravan routes.

Ilana Rotburn credited her success to her aggressive
negotiating style. She treated city officials and other politi-
cians much as she did her suppliers; every request became
a negotiation in which she began by staking out an unrea-
sonable position, knowing that she would scale back her
demands later in the name of compromise. She rarely
backed down in a confrontation until she had secured
what she wanted, and the higher the stakes the more
stubborn she became. Most notoriously, she harangued
the Council and browbeat city diplomats to declare war
against foreign kingdoms that, in her view, were not suf-
ficiently helpful in putting down brigands along the cara-
van routes. The city subsequently negotiated treaties with
those lands that proved very helpful, but many on all sides
of the issue insisted afterward that her threats were not.
Her supporters, on the other hand, insisted that her flam-
boyance had helped bring attention to an important issue,
and given the city's representatives a tool with which to
win important concessions. After she retired from politics,
the Council awarded her a noble title; it was said at the
time that her friends felt indebted to her and her enemies
were just glad to be rid of her. Upon her death, her eldest
son, Sir Tarento Rotburn-Seivers (the Seivers name com-
ing from his father), inherited the title and the family line
has continued unbroken since.

Much time has passed since the Rotburn-Seivers were
just wealthy commoners. The family’s current crop, led by
Sir Dane Rotburn-Seivers, carry their aristocratic dignity
with ease. They still own and operate Rotburn Imports
(see location D37), not because they need the income, but
out of family tradition. Sir Dane has largely retired from
managing the fortune. He left strategic management of
their assets to his eldest daughter and heir, while day-
to-day operations of Rotburn Imports falls to a trusted
employee, Fiss. Sir Dane and his wife, Lady Accala, devote
themselves to collecting art these days.




ey have converted the house’s great hall into a private
nuseum, showing off their trove of paintings and sculp-
. ture. Most of the pieces are local in origin, and they pride
- themselves on patronizing local artists, but some come
from faraway lands. But neither Sir Dane nor Lady Accala
have actually studied art much; they base their collection
largely on their own questionable gut instincts, the advice
of others (also sometimes questionable) and, on occasion,
the asking price of an item. They tend to assume that
the more expensive a piece, the better it is, although this
won't stop Sir Dane from driving a hard bargain to get
it. Their approach to collecting art has therefore drawn
some derision from other aristocratic connoisseurs who
see them as tasteless lunkheads. Artists, too, will take their
money, but complain behind their backs about their tight
purse strings. The Rotburn-Seivers remain utterly oblivi-
ous to such criticisms.
Despite their elevated bearing and pursuits, commerce
and sharp trader’s instincts still run through their veins,
coursing just under the polite surface. Edetha is just as
hard-headed as any of her ancestors. Among her mer-
chant peers, she has a reputation as a ferociously tough
negotiator — as hard and shrewd a bargainer as the for-
midable Lady Ilana herself. This is also to say, however,
that some of those peers like her not one bit, and would
delight in seeing the House of Rotburn-Seivers fail in
their enterprises. Edetha ignores such criticism, saying
that her job is to run Rotburn Imports, not run it into the
ground.
And in her defense, it must be said that she has not
only maintained most of the company’s existing trading
relationships, but forged some new ones of her own. For
instance, she and the venerable Bellevue clan (see location
E12) are presently cooperating on several different short-

term commercial ventures, wherein Rotburn Imports will
bring goods overland from foreign sources and sell them
to the Bellevues and their partners for export overseas.
All of the Rotburn-Seivers live full-time at Rotburn
House, although Edetha spends most of her days at
Rotburn Imports, tending to business. Sir Dain and Lady
Accala live the aristocratic good life, and if they are not
at home, they are traveling, or off on some matter hav-
ing to do with their art collection, or some other suitable
pastime. The household staff consists of Sir Dane’s valet,
Lady Accala’s and Edetha’s maids, two housemaids, two
footmen, two cooks and a scullery maid.

Sir Dain and Lady Accala Rotburn-Seivers: Ari8/
Exp2.

Edetha Rotburn-Seivers: Ari3/Exp2.
Valet and Maids (3): Com3.

Other Servants (7): Com]1.
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About half of the family’s coin is kept at Rotburn
Imports. But Sir Dain and Lady Accala keep 20,000
gp on hand at Rotburn House for household
expenses, and to cover all but the most exceptional
purchases for their art collection. They store 10,000
gp of this hoard in sacks under a false floor in the
master bedroom (successful DC 30 Spot check to
notice). Another 10,000 gp sits in a locked chest
(successful DC 25 Open Lock check to pick) in
Edetha’s bedroom.

Sir Dain has no personal items of exceptional
value. Lady Accala has a spectacular diamond neck-
lace worth 3,000 gp; Sir Taranto Rotburn-Seivers
had it made for his wife, and it became an heirloom
of the family. Edetha has no jewelry of great value,
but she does keep on her person two wondrous
items that once belonged to Lady llana, a circlet of
persuasion and figurines of wondrous power (golden
lions). Though she was loathe to acknowledge it,
the former gave her a bit of an edge in negotiations,
and she had the latter made up just in case she ever
erred in her choice of enemies.

The most interesting treasure items at Rotburn
House are in the art collection. It contains a hand-
ful of paintings, tapestries and sculptures worth
considerable sums based on their aesthetic merit
(the exact market value fluctuates depending on
which artists and styles are in and out of favor), as
well as a lot of mediocrities and out-and-out junk.
Some of their more distinguished pieces are works
by Iniem Dorakan (see location G20) and Ranar the
Shaper (see location L7). But there are two items
whose true value none of the Rotburn-Seivers com-
prehends. One is a brightly painted deck of cards
that Lady Accala picked up as a curiosity while on
holiday in a distant land; it is currently spread out
inside a glass display case. It is, in fact, a deck of
many things. The other piece is a gold-plated sphere
about the size of a man’s palm, with gems set into
it in a pattern that seems to describe a dragon. It is,
in fact, a major artifact: a Gold Dragon Orb. (Either
of these items can be swapped out for different
and/or less powerful artifacts if the DM wishes.)

ACTIVITY

Edetha rarely receives visitors at Rotburn House, as she
attends to business at the office, for the most part. She
tends toward impatience when it comes to social matters,
since work absorbs so much of her attention. Sir Dain and
Lady Accala, on the other hand, receive guests with the
gentility that one expects from a nobleman and his wife,
and they are usually eager to see anyone who might be an
artist, art dealer, or fellow collector.
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In case of an attack on the household, Edetha will use Vol Corine was the son and heir of the Elder | .
her figurines of wondrous power to defend herself and her ~ House of Corine (see location P7 and Overview of
family, while they attempt to flee or raise the alarm. Elven District), and stood to inherit not only consides

wealth, but leadership of one of the four noble famili
of the elves. In time, he would have become Chief Elder
— leader of all the city’s elves, and the Elven District’s City

Council delegate. He enlisted in the Elven Legion, as was '
customary for every Corine being groomed for a position
of importance, and received a plum assignment escorting
the Chief Elder to City Council meetings. In the course of
this duty, however, he fell in love with a human woman
— Elspeth Orrant, daughter of a modest family working
as a functionary in the Council Palace. Scandalized by
this breach of elven noble tradition, Vol's father tried to
talk him out of marrying Elspeth. When he could not,
he disinherited Vol and barred him from any further
contact with his family. Such is the prestige of the House
of Corine among the elves that Vol Corine never dared
return to the Elven District; he felt and his son continues
to feel that they live under an informal ban against it.

HOOKS

e Edetha has reason to believe that a group of caravan
guards regularly used by Rotburn Imports has been
infiltrated by brigands. She asks the PCs to investigate
the matter.

e Troubling rumors have reached Sir Dain that a piece
of statuary in his collection is really a sacred object
that was stolen from a temple in a foreign land. In fact,
emissaries from the Council, who in turn were visited
by ambassadors from that country, are pressing him to
return it without compensation. Before he does so, Sir
Dain wants the PCs to look into the matter for him, so
that he can satisfy himself of the truth of the allega-
tion.

e Until very recently, Lady Accala was plagued by wrack-
ing pains and a fever. The source, as it turned out, was
a cursed amulet that she had started wearing as part of
her personal jewelry. A cleric took care of the curse and
removed the amulet, but she now wishes to know
how she could have acquired it under false pre-
tenses. She asks the PCs to trace the origin of the
amulet and punish whoever was responsible =~
for circulating a cursed item. .S

16. GREENWOOD HOUSE
CORINE FAMILY)

This house resemble an overgrown cottage, with a
faux-thatch roof that dates from a time when the
rustic look was an architectural fad. Inside, the
rooms are rather small and sparsely furnished by
the standards of the district, but it is still a more
imposing residence than most in the city.

A modest residence by the standards of the Nobles District,
Greenwood House passed through several owners before
landing in the hands of a half-elven offshoot of the
Corines, one of the four most prominent families in the
Elven District. It contains less family memorabilia and
inherited bric-a-brac than most other noble residences, as
the first Corine to live here had little of his own, and did
not add much to it over the course of his life, and neither
did his wife, who was a commoner by birth.

RESIDENTS
Sir Slate Corine is currently the only half-elf to head one
of the city’s noble families. But even if he wasn't the only
half-elf in that position, it is all but certain that he would
be the most famous. The story of his father, Vol Corine,
became one of the city’s most talked about society scan-
dals in its day, and its consequences still reverber-
ate, both here and in the Elven District.




the time, Vol and Elspeth's case drew much attention
rom all other quarters of the city, and public sympathy
ligned squarely behind the handsome young couple who
‘had sacrificed so much for their love. It even became the
subject of popular drama that played to packed houses in
the Entertainment District even before they could marry.
This enthusiasm persuaded the City Council (over the
objections of the Chief Elder of the elves) to grant the
exiled elf of noble blood a hereditary title and a modest
annuity, which allowed him to buy this villa in the Nobles
District.

Slate Corine inherited his father’s title and the family
property upon his death. He did not, however, inherit the
resignation with which Sir Vol Corine accepted his fate.
Sir Slate recently married a human woman, ensuring that
any heir he may produce will be, at most, one-quarter
elven blood. But he still insists that his father was unjustly
disinherited by the House of Corine, and that leadership
of this ancient elven family belongs to him by right.
The practical reality that the elves would never accept a
half-elf with a quarter-elf heir at the head of one of their
leading families scarcely occurs to him. Where his father
gained a sad wisdom with age, his son seems impetuous
and stubborn.

As to how Sir Slate intends to go about claiming his
rightful inheritance, his plans vary according to his
humor. He is at least reasonable enough to understand
that taking on the powerful House of Corine single-hand-
ed is a very ambitious undertaking. He often speaks as if
he would be content with simply getting some heirlooms
and property of which his father was particularly fond.
But he also talks of trying to use the court system to force
the Corines to acknowledge his rights of inheritance
— an unlikely proposition, since the city charter clearly
acknowledges the elves’ right to live by their own laws
within the Elven District. And at his moments of highest
dudgeon (which are, fortunately, few), he even dreams
of recruiting his own private army to storm the Elven
District and take the Great Bole of the Corine (location
P7) by force.

Though he has never visited the Elven District, there is
actually no legal prohibition against Sir Slate doing so. He
has a 30-day passport, obtained properly at the Temple of
the Sky (location J10), but he has never used it. The Nerise
clan priests at the Temple (as well as Rector of Permissions
Erden Aer) approved his request despite his obvious
intent to disrupt a noble elven family. The fact is that the
Nerises and the Aer view Sir Slate as a potential thorn in
the side of a rival house, and they might well support him
up to a point. It is also possible that he would gain some
support from the House of Elesse — as conservative as
the Elesse are, they also see the Corines as rivals.

His wife Miranda has heard it all by this point in their
marriage. She comes from a family of well-off common-
ers, and so she is content with her current estate as the
young wife of a famous noble. She harbors no particular
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interest in becoming a great lady of the elves. And yet
Sir Slate’s talk of grand plans of recapturing his father's
birthright seems not to alarm her at all. Lady Miranda
doesn't take it seriously — perhaps not as seriously as she
should.

An elderly elf named Ilois heads the household staff;
he served as Sir Vol Corine’s valet and stayed on after his
master’s passing to serve his son. He is too old to do much
work, however, and remains mainly on the strength of Sir
Slate’s loyalty to him. The rest of the staff consists of Sir
Slate’s de facto valet, Lady Miranda’s maid, two housemaids,
two footmen, two cooks and a scullery maid.

Sir Slate Corine: Half-elf Ari5.
Lady Miranda Corine: Ari2.
llois: Elf Com8.

Valet and Maid: Com2.

All Other Servants (7): Com 1.

The Corines skate by on their annuity. They keep
2,000 gp and 100 pp in an unlocked chest in the
master bedroom. Sir Slate also keeps his father’s
personal arms and armor in the closet: a +1 flame
tongue longsword and +2 chainmail.

ACTIVITY
Neither Sir Slate nor Lady Miranda have any professional
interests, and so they spend much of their time entertain-
ing or engaging in pastimes suitable for aristocrats. They
are conscious, however, that their resources are not great
compared to other noble families, and so they try not to
overdo things.
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In case of attack, Sir Slate will try to use his father’s arms
and armor to defend himself. Ilois will also do what he
can; he will gladly sacrifice what is left of his life for this
branch of the Corines.

HOOKS

e Of all of the family heirlooms in the Great Bole of
the Corine, there is one in particular that Vol Corine
lamented not inheriting. Sir Slate has determined that
it ought to be his by right, since his father considered it
his own. He hires the PCs to fetch it for him by hook or
by crook.

e The PCs encounter Sir Slate in one of his wild moods, in
which he describes his grandiose goal of hiring a private
army to seize his inheritance by force. Since the PCs
are obviously a capable lot, he would like them to cast
their lot with him, and find more soldiers of fortune.
He speaks of further meetings with them at Greenwood
House to plan the operation. But an obvious question
arises: Is he serious? And if so, just how serious is he,
really?

E17. HALL Of HEBRALDRY

This sprawling structure is one of the older sur-
viving buildings in the city. The amount of space
that the Hall of Heraldry needs has grown steadily
through the years, as the history of the city has
accumulated heft and the rolls of the nobility have
grown. To keep up with this, the building has added
rooms — even entire wings — as needed. It seems
like additions to the building are always under
construction or being planned. Architecturally, it
resembles a patch of mold left in the dark and
damp, growing all the time, just because it can.

Even so, the layout of the building is always
organized and re-organized to separate the her-
alds’ three basic functions. One wing functions
as a library for all official documents pertaining to
noble families. Another is the museum, where the
artifacts collected from various families are housed
and displayed. A third wing provides office space
for the most senior staff and also includes the Hall
of Judgment, where the heralds decide all disputes
that come before them.

Shortly after the Council began awarding noble titles
to its distinguished citizens, a handful of nobles pooled
funds to create an institution that would honor the names
and deeds of aristocratic families. Since then, the Hall
of Heraldry has served as a hall of records, museum and
even a court of law, all in the name of glorifying the city’s

nobility.

'NOBLES DIS

BESIDENTS
The heralds keep official records of which familie
entitled to claim noble status, as well as records of th
births and deaths. They also keep a museum dedicate
to the nobility, soliciting a donation of at least one family
relic from each clan to put on display. Over the years, the
heralds have also taken on a legal function, as the Council
tired of dealing with matters of inheritance rights and
answering petty questions about whether someone of
noble birth could keep his or her family name after mar-
rying into another noble family. Any squabble over who
(if anyone) receives the property or perquisites of a noble
upon his or her death goes before a tribunal of heralds,
whose judgment is legally binding.

Arris Selden, a half-elf scholar who counts himself as a
direct descendant of a second son of the Lione family (and
has the papers to prove it) holds the office of Senior Herald
and runs the Hall of Heralds. His two most important
tasks are raising funds from noble families for the ongo-
ing maintenance of the Hall, and rendering judgment in
disputes over property and titles. In theory, these two jobs
present him with a potential conflict of interest, as it is
almost inevitable that he will have to weigh disputes in
which one party has been more generous to the Hall than
the other. But Selden, a proud and unyielding man, insists
that such considerations do not influence him in any way.
Not everyone sees things quite the way he does, of course,
but Selden pays them no mind.

In his judicial function, he has the help of four lawyers
who hold the title of tribune and are kept on retainer to
study and rule on such disputes. All of them are common-
ers, but they are experienced legal professionals all the
same. Cases are decided by majority vote of the tribunes,
with Selden presiding over their deliberations and casting
the tie-breaking vote, if necessary.

Directly below Selden on the organizational chart
are Curator Horis Ballow, who runs the museum wing,
and Senior Archivist Daphne Selden, who maintains
the archives. Ballow is a pudgy man with a carbuncled
nose who has nonetheless mastered the art of charm-
ing important people, and he is skilled at getting noble
families to part with items for the museum collection.
Daphne Selden, Arris Selden’s wife, is tall and severe in
appearance. She has the mechanical, orderly mind of an
incessant organizer. The archives contain detailed records
of every noble family that has ever existed in the city, even
bloodlines that have long since gone extinct, and Daphne
seems to have all of them at her fingertips. Both of these
departments have a battalion, 50 strong each, of clerks and
assistants to perform the menial tasks of running such a
large institution.

As an outgrowth of their role in arbitrating disputes /
between nobles, the heralds have also taken on the role of
assigning a representative to the City Council. Whenever
the spot opens up — either because the previous represen-
tative has died or is stepping down — the heralds gather
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raw up a list of worthy candidates, which they then

o rank according to desirability. They offer the job to the

first person on the list. If he refuses, they go down the list

until they find someone who accepts. They usually don't
have to go very far down, as nobles tend to put a premium
on rank and distinction (that's why they're nobles, after
all). In theory, the heralds try to find the worthiest indi-
vidual to represent the district. In practice, however, they
favor the nobles who have donated the most money to
the College of Heralds. Representatives from the district
serve for life, and a new one will not be chosen until the
sitting one dies, retires, or otherwise steps down.

The district’s current representative is Sir Hamish
Bellevue (location E12), who took up the position soon
after his retirement from the Navy. Sir Deramus Propp
(location E9) covets the job, however, and donates furi-
ously to the College of Heralds to get on Arris Selden's
good side. No one knows when Sir Hamish intends to
retire, but Sir Deramus (among others) intends to be
ready when he does. In fact, Sir Deramus has called on the
Bellevues to drop heavy hints on the subject. This has not
exactly endeared him (or his family, for that matter) to the
Bellevues.

Arris Selden: Half-elf Exp10.

Daphne Selden, Horis Ballow, Tribunes (7):
Exp10.

Assistants and Clerks (100): Com1-3.

HOOKS

o A clerk working in the archives has, much to his hor-
ror, misplaced some records relating to a prominent
noble family. While this is hardly a hanging offense, he
knows that Daphne Selden would not see it that way if
she knew of his mistake. Fearing for his job (at the very
least), he begs the PCs for help in discreetly recovering
the documents.

EI8. FOUNTAIN Of THE THREE
WORTHIES

This commemorative fountain honors three heroes
of the humanoid siege. It is a major landmark of
the Nobles District and therefore, a popular ren-
dezvous point. The statue of the three stands at
the center of the fountain, surrounded by dancing
jets of water, which are themselves ringed by a cir-
cular pool of water. A well-kept lawn fills the space
between the fountain and the street, dotted with
benches.

For such a large building, housing an organization
devoted to chronicling the city’s nobility, there is
very little of value here. The museum collection is
mostly bric-a-brac, items donated because the fam-
ilies in question felt that they could be spared from
their own collections. The only exception is a thick
book heavily bound in what appears to be animal
hide dyed the color of ebonwood. A noble family,
long extinct, gave it to the museum as an heirloom
that had been in their library as long as anyone
could remember. They had no idea that it was, in
fact, a book of vile darkness. Even now, nobody at
the museum realizes its true nature. It is kept on
display in a glass case, amongst the personal let-
ters and cameo portraits.

ACTIVITY

The Hall of Heralds is open only during business hours:
9 am until dusk. During this time, the staff goes about its
daily affairs, puttering with this and that, filing or retriev-
ing documents, and the like. They will assume, unless
pointedly told otherwise, that any and all visitors are
there either to see the museum, or to inquire after docu-
ments about a given family.

The Fountain of the Three Worthies was commissioned
by a group of noble families shortly after the settlement
that granted the humanoids permanent residence in the
city limits. The settlement was not an unalloyed victory, of
course, as most would have preferred that the humanoids
just go away and leave them alone. But it was a victory
of sorts, enabled by some genuine heroics, and the city’s
aristocracy wanted to honor the heroes in some manner.
At the center of the fountain is a 20-foot tall marble statue
depicting Sir Zerkis Lione (see location E7), Sir Magnus
Valkenbane (see location E4) and Grand Patriarch Sir
Jerome Tieran (see location E13), in heroic poses. The fig-
ures in the statue are all the more striking because the eyes
are crafted from extremely valuable materials — genuine
pearl for the whites and black diamond for the pupils.
Some observers swear that the eyes glow in the dark of
night, and while it is likely just an optical illusion, there
could be other reasons for this effect as well.

RESIDENTS

The fountain’s builders were well aware that the eyes of
the statue would attract thieves because of the value of
the materials. They also suspected (rightly) that the statue
would stick in the craw of their new humanoid neighbors.
It has propaganda value, after all — it suggests that the
city defenders won a great victory while defending their
homes against a vile horde of invaders. The humanoids, of
course, have always looked at it differently, seeing them-
selves as rightful claimants to the Spire who were simply
fighting for what was coming to them. The nobles who
commissioned the fountain therefore feared that human-
oids would try to vandalize it, with the eyes being the most
obvious target because of their monetary value.



So they created permanent magical safeguards to pro-
tect the statue down through the ages. Two small water
elementals live in the pool and serve as guardians. In addi-
tion, the eyes of the statue were themselves permanently
imbued with powerful magic that will unleash cursed
energies on anyone who disturbs them.

Water Elementals, Small (2): As per the Monster
Manual.

e .
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EIQ. LUCAN’S DOMESTIC SERVICE
AGENCY

The eyes of the statues are the only parts that
could conceivably be removed from the site and
sold (the hazard posed by their magical properties
notwithstanding). Black diamonds being as rare as
they are, each is worth 5,000 gp. Touching either
eye of Zerkis Lione will activate a holy word spell
centered on that eye, as if cast by a 20th level cleric.
If an evil creature of the humanoid subtype, or
even a humanoid creature belonging to a race that
is usually evil-aligned, touches an eye of Magnus
Valkenbane, it must make a Fortitude save as if a
14th level sorcerer cast finger of death on it. If it
dies as a result of this effect, it must then make a
Will save as if a 17th level cleric cast soul bind on it,
with the eye acting as the repository for the soul. If
a chaotic creature touches an eye of Jerome Tieran,
it must make a Fortitude save as if a 20th level wiz-
ard cast flesh to stone on it. Anyone who survives
the act of touching an eye of the statue may try to
pry it loose using the Disable Device or Open Lock
skill (DC 25, as they are set in the eye sockets quite
firmly).

What used to be the common room of this former
tavern now serves as a spacious and well-appointed
reception area for entertaining clients. The back
rooms have been converted into office space and
living quarters. The cellar — dank and none too
clean— houses job candidates who have no other
place to stay.

ACTIVITY

The water elementals will ignore anyone who is clearly
frolicking in the water for amusement, so much so that
their presence will not be detected, unless by magical
means. However, they will attack anyone who heads
directly for the statue.

HOOKS

e Someone does, indeed, make off with the statues’ cov-
eted eyes. The PCs are hired to recover them. But
were denizens of the Humanoid District behind
the theft, or was it the work of a more subtle
adversary, who wishes to sow further dissent
between the humanoids and the rest of the city?

This building now houses an employment agency for
domestic servants.

BRESIDENTS
If Hasty Oldbottom (see location E11) runs the city’s
most reputable service for providing domestic servants,
then the charming, ruthless half-orc Lucan runs the least
reputable. Lucan gets by with his polished manners (he
can be astonishingly smooth for a half-orc) and rates for
his service that are almost half of what Hasty charges, but
he is a thug at heart. He makes up for the low fees that
he charges by forcing his job-seekers to kick back part of
their pay to him once they have been placed in a house-
hold. These terms ensure that only the most desperate
folk will sign on with Lucan, but he can live with that.
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d when his supply of prospective labor runs short,
“he has no compunction about kidnapping visitors from
~ abroad or taking captives off of the hands of his brigand
‘and pirate acquaintances.

Lucan can only maintain his hold over these unfortu-
nates through intimidation. To that end, he employs his
younger brother Govin as an enforcer, as well as a pair of
hobgoblins, Erek and Belek, who have permits to work
outside the Humanoid District. The hobgoblins belong to
the Nailed Boots tribe (see location B23) and if necessary
can call upon additional members of their tribe for aid.
All of them can get by in polite society when they have to,
but underneath that veneer, they enjoy dishing out a good
beating. Lucan and his boys regularly make the rounds of
the Nobles District under the guise of providing customer
service, checking in with their clients to make sure that
the servants that they have provided are working out all
right. In fact, these visits are meant to tell those servants
that even though they now live with a noble family, Lucan
can still get to them any time he wants. And if going in
through the front door doesn't work, Govin, Erek and
Belek know how to find every servants’ entrance in the
district.

Only Lucan and Govin live here full-time; Erek and
Belek go home to their tribe (location B23) at night
unless Lucan needs some nocturnal dirty work out of
them (which is not terribly unusual). At any given time,
there may be as many as twenty job candidates lan-
guishing in the cellar, sleeping on threadbare

bedrolls.
Lucan: Half-orc War6/Expé.
Govin: Half-orc Ftr4/Rog4.

Erek and Belek: Hobgoblin
War3, as per Monster Manual.
They possess Knowledge (Human
Culture) +3.

Boarders (varies):
Coml.

Lucan keeps 100 gp and 2,000 sp in locked chest
(successful DC 20 Open Lock check to pick) in his
office. In addition, Lucan and his enforcers each
carry concealed masterwork short swords on their
persons at all times. They also use clubs in situa-
tions where they don’t need to worry about offend-
ing the sensibilities of their noble clients; Lucan
carries a +1 club and Govin, Erek and Belek use
masterwork clubs.

ACTIVITY

Unless he already knows you, Lucan treats anyone who
is not obviously a noble (i.e., a client or a potential client)
or a potential worker with suspicion. He's done enough
underhanded deeds in his day to worry whenever he
draws unexpected attention. Likewise, Govin, Erek and
Belek know how to read Lucan’s body language. They will
tense for action as soon as they see him doing so.

HOOKS

e Lucan worries that he’s losing his edge; a lot of the
people whom he placed in service (many more than
usual) are refusing to pay their kickbacks. He and his
boys can't keep up with all of the thumbs they need to
break. Lucan hires the PCs as temporary help, just until
he’s all caught up.




e Lucan has accidentally stepped into a terrible mess.
It turns out that a girl whom he is trying to sell into
domestic service, and who was delivered into his hands
by a pirate, is actually the daughter of a prominent
foreign family. Her parents, operating through high
diplomatic channels, have persuaded the City Council
to put the City’s Eyes (see location F9) onto the matter
of her abduction. Lucan senses that the investigation is
getting dangerously close to him. The girl is no longer
worth the trouble that she could bring down on him.
He hires the PCs to return her to her family discreetly,
in a way that closes off any further investigation by
the city authorities and diverts any lingering suspicion
from him.

e Govin has tired of taking orders from his older brother.
He wants to stage a coup, but doesn’t trust Erek and
Belek to back him until the deed is actually done, and
he doesn't dare act by himself. He hires the PCs to stage
a break-in and robbery and take care of Lucan in the pro-
cess. The PCs can either abet or foil Govin's usurpation.

E20. THE BUBY BARGE

From the outside, the building looks like a minia-
ture palace, with an ornate facade fronted by a sev-
eral columns. Compared to the small businesses
and townhouses that surround it, it is quite gaudy.
Inside, its layout is essentially that of a tavern. The
main entrance opens onto a large common area
containing the gambling tables, a bar at the back,
some tables for drinking and dining, and a stage
for musical and bardic performances. The club uses
only the finest furniture and the most expensive
trappings. The house staff dress in crisp uniforms,
and the guests are all aristocrats or other VIPs
dressed for a night on the town. The level of activ-
ity is always higher in the evenings than during the
day, but at all hours, song, music or bardic verse
rises above the hum of general festivity.

The gambling area consists of fifteen gaming
tables, each manned by a dealer and arranged
around a slightly elevated observation platform
(from which the shift manager can observe the
action) and a cashier’s cage located off to one side.
Behind the bar are stairs leading down into the
wine cellar. A small kitchen and back rooms that
serve as offices are also behind the bar. An elegant
set of double-doors leads out onto a veranda set
by a small artificial pond. Here, guests may drink
and get some fresh air while taking a break from
the gaming tables. During warm weather months,
musical acts sometimes perform out here.
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The Ruby Barge is the city’s most fashionable des:

for young aristocrats who fancy the nightlife and gam
of chance. It is an exclusive club, and only members an
their guests are admitted, but such is its appeal that it
never wants for business on any night of the week.

RESIDENTS
The club is owned and managed by Reesa Volair, a slender,
dark-eyed half-elf whose fine features and exotic appear-
ance help her charm her clientele (especially the male
guests) into parting with their gold. She herself oversees
the night shift, when the club is busiest. She leaves the
day shift to her assistant manager and right-hand man, a
square-jawed former City Guardsman named Rufus Brant.
A veteran of many Guard foot patrols, Brant is both tough
and shrewd, and he brooks little nonsense from employ-
ees and patrons alike. Volair considers him the perfect
person to handle the daytime crowd, which is smaller, but
full of rich idlers and dissolute characters who drink and
gamble while decent folk are earning a living. Experience
has taught her that charm works less well with this crowd
than coercion, and Brant is much better than she at strong
arm tactics.

The Ruby Barge opens at noon and closes well after
midnight. During business hours, either Volair or Brant
are always present. In addition, eight burly guards help
them keep an eye on things; two watch the front entrance
to make sure unwelcome guests get no farther; two secure
the veranda; and the remainder are stationed at each cor-
ner of the floor. A barkeep serves up drinks, which are in
high demand at all hours, and a serving wench is always
on hand to run orders between the bar and the gambling
floor. A chef works the small kitchen in the back in case
anyone wants food. During the evening shift, a dealer
works each of the gaming tables, but only half as many
are present during the day, when there are generally fewer
guests. Similarly, Reesa Volair makes sure that an endless
succession of singers, musicians and bards entertain her
customers from the stage, though she saves the best of
them for the big evening crowds.

Reesa Volair: Half-elf Exp10.

Rufus Brant: Ftr8.

Guards (8): Ftr3.

Dealers, Bartender (varies): Com3.

Cashier, Chef, Serving Wench (3): Com2.
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Most of the club’s receipts are kept the wine cellar,
in a bag of holding inside a well-locked (successful
DC 25 Open Lock check to pick) but deceptively
shabby-looking trunk. The trunk is hidden among
empty crates. It contains 500 pp, 5,000 gp and
20,000 sp. A locked chest (successful DC 25 Open
Lock check to pick) in Volair's office contains 500
gp and 2,000 sp. This is meant to function as a sort
of decoy in case of burglary or a takeover robbery.
Only Volair and Rufus Brant have the keys to these
containers, and they carry them on their persons
at all times. Of course, there is also a considerable
amount of money floating around the gaming floor
at any given time, both at the cashier’s station and
kept at each gaming table by the dealers. During
the day this amounts to 200-500 gp and 1,000-2,000
sp; at night, that amount doubles. In addition, The
Ruby Barge keeps an exceptional wine cellar. At any
given time, the cellar contains at least six crates of
high-value wines and spirits worth at least 600 gp
per crate.

ACTIVITY

The Ruby Barge runs a variety of gambling games
involving cards, dice, and any other means of random-
ization that might be in fashion at the moment. It is
up to the DM, of course, how to handle gambling in a
given campaign. If you have already established popu-
lar forms of gambling in your campaign world, and
those games would appeal to an aristocratic crowd, the
Ruby Barge offers them. If you wish to abstract
the activity of gambling, you may treat each
bet a PC makes as an opposed test in which
the house receives a +1 inherent bonus. This
bonus reflects the 5% house edge that any sane

the dealers, cashiers and other workers at the club are also
loyal to Volair and Brant, and they probably cannot be
bribed to fix the games or otherwise act against the club's
interest. But the DM’s discretion is the final guide here;
nothing is truly inconceivable.

Most of the patrons are well-behaved; they are nobles
with reputations to uphold. But as with every establish-
ment of this type, every now and then someone will
act in an unbecoming man-

ner, fueled by alcohol or

gambling losses. That's why
there are guards inside the

casino as well as outside,
and they will act quickly to
subdue and remove any
troublemakers.

casino would build into its games. If the PC wins, he is
paid off at even money (that is, he receives a profit equal
to the amount of his bet). The Ruby Barge handles bets
ranging from 1-5,000 gp. A bet toward the higher end of
that range would cause a commotion in the club,

immediately grabbing everyone’s attention. o

The Ruby Barge is an exclusive club, and the

guards are under orders not to cut breaks to any-
one who is not a member or a guest of a member.

d
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Whether the guards can be bribed or otherwise
persuaded to bend the club rules is ultimately
up to the DM, but it should be noted that

Reesa Volair is a shrewd judge of character
and understands whom she can and can-

not trust. She would not hire anyone
whose integrity she doubted. She also A
pays well above the norm for places s _F,:?/
- AT

>

of entertainment, to encourage loy-
alty among her employees. Similarly,




HOOKS

e Reesa Volair suspects that a regular guest is cheating at
one of her games. However, the house staff hasn't been
able to find any proof of this. She hires the PCs to keep
an eye on the suspect while he is in the club, and spy on
him outside the club if necessary.

o Rufus Brant suspects that one of the cashiers is stealing
from the till, but he has no hard proof. He asks the PCs
to spy on that employee outside of the club.

o A regular patron owes The Ruby Barge a great deal of

money. Against the wishes of Reesa Volair, who prefers
subtle methods of persuasion, Rufus Brant goes ahead
and hires the PCs to collect on the debt by any and all
necessary means.

e Reesa Volair finds that she no longer has as much time
as she wants to sign up entertainers to play at the club.
She hires the PCs as talent scouts. In particular, she
would consider it a singular coup if they could persuade
the famous but reclusive singer Serene Ariaborn (see
location F20) to perform at the Ruby Barge.

Ez21. VASILAKOS BROTHERS
GUIDE AND MESSENGER SERVICE

This wide white building appears to be little more
than a particularly clean set of stables. Doors in the
front swing wide, revealing an open central area
and a series of immaculately-maintained stalls. All
the usual accouterments of a stable can be found
here, though the shelves which hold the equipment
are too high for most humans to reach. A map of
the city has been laid out along one wall, providing
extensive details of street names, business titles,
and the like. Next to the map is a sheaf full of blank
scroll papers; a feather pen and an inkwell stands at
a nearby desk, which lacks a chair and is also placed
too high for all but the tallest humans.

A trio of centaurs work one of the city’s most efficient mes-
senger services from this building.

RESIDENTS

The three Vasilakos brothers (Achilles, Hermes and
Acheron, from oldest to youngest) claim roots in the area
that date from before the city’s founding. They take advan-
tage of the fact that they are a more efficient mode of trans-
portation than a rider on horseback, combining as they
do both mount and rider in one creature. All they need
is a destination and they can get a passenger or a message
there faster than anyone else in the city. Achilles claims to
hold the record for the speediest crossing from one end
of the city to the other, and none of his clients would dis-
pute that. Hermes and Acheron are only slightly slower;
the sight of them galloping through the thoroughfare,
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dodging oncoming carriages and leaping over sta
pedestrians, is not soon forgotten. All three brothers has
extensive knowledge of the city and pride themselves on
never once becoming lost during all their years of service.
A delivery that doesn't arrive within two hours of being
accepted is rare indeed.

Achilles, Hermes and Acheron Vasilakos:
Centaurs, as per the Monster Manual.

The brothers all carry shortbows and arrows (though
they rarely have need of them), which they keep in
their stalls. They keep 30-50 gp in a locked strong-
box (successful DC 18 Open Lock check to pick)
on a shelf. Their business is obviously much more
profitable, but they take care not to leave any loose
cash lying around. An accountant arrives once a
week to do the books and to deposit any profits the
brothers have made.

ACTIVITY

The Vasilakos brothers will transport anyone or any-
thing that they can carry on their back to destinations
within the city. They base their fees on distance traveled.
Messages can be delivered for 1 sp per district crossed.
They will carry small packages and parcels at a rate of 3 sp
per district crossed. Passengers riding bareback cost 5 sp
per district crossed, and the brothers will even consent to
wear saddles for particularly delicate passengers at a rate of
1 gp per district crossed. The only areas where they refuse
to travel are the Humanoid District, and certain ominous
addresses in the Lamplighter District (even then, they
will drop passengers within a block of the premises if so
ordered). None of the brothers will carry more than two
passengers under any circumstances.

HOOKS

e One of the brothers disappears after taking a suspicious-
looking passenger to a fairly grim part of town. His
siblings hire the PCs to find him.

e Achilles bets one of the PCs that he can traverse a given
section of the city more quickly than the PC can with
his mount. The race is on!

o The brothers have been saving their profits with the
intent of buying up a piece of land and turning it into a
park. The only problem is getting the current owners to
sell. They enlist the PCs' aid to help procure the deeds.

o A messenger service relying on carrier birds is close to
shutting down after a series of mid-flight arrow attacks
have decimated their flock. Is it the brothers, hoping to
eliminate their competition? Or someone else using the _

centaurs as a scapegoat? It's up to the PCs to solve the

mystery.
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QUESTS

There are few large, overarching quests that hang above
the Nobles District. As much as they share in common,
each noble household is something of an island, a self-
contained entity that can engage the outside world as
much or as little as it wants. That is not to say that the
noble families have nothing to do with the rest of city —
far from it. Nor is it to say that all of the noble families get
along with each other equally well, and that there are no
intramural rivalries or friendships between them. It is to
say, however, that their interests, rivalries and friendships
tend to play out in other arenas, such as politics, com-
merce, religious or cultural patronage, rather than in the
closed social and physical space of the Nobles District.

That being said, there are common experiences shared
by the nobles that could involve PCs. One is the occa-
sional need for hired help above and beyond that which
they keep on hand in the household staff. If a noble needs
bodyguards, an adventuring party might do as well as— if
not better than — anyone in the Mercenaries Guild labor
pool, especially if said adventurers are willing to undercut
Guild rates, or work for services in kind. Or a noble might
need errands run for which household staff are unquali-
fied, because they lack the diplomatic, criminal or magical
skills needed. Adventurers are also excellent candidates
for carrying out private investigations: the City's
Eyes can't be expected to look into every little
thing, not even if a noble family requests it (and
of course, there could be matters about which they " -.&
would rather the Cats did not know).

Crime is a perpetual source of anxiety for the
nobles because of the great wealth that many of
them possess. Even the poorest noble family has
assets far beyond the means of the typical com-
moner. It's not uncommon for nobles to grouse
about the lack of Civic Guard patrols in their dis- -
trict (although the Guard runs patrols here just as
frequently as elsewhere in the city), and how you
can never find them when you need them. Nor is
it uncommon for rumors about nobles being tar-
geted by criminals to circulate. The Thieves Guild
rarely knocks over a nobles’ household —it tends
to draw a lot of attention— but those robberies
which it does authorize are both spectacular and
amazingly lucrative. Even when they are focused
elsewhere, however, the District still features its
share of colorful outsiders. The rumor of the day
has it that a master assassin lurks in the district,
robbing any lone noble whom he can corner,
and killing his victim to eliminate the only wit-
ness to the crime. In fact, assassins do infiltrate
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the Nobles District, so encountering one is not
impossible. But the rumor is false in that there is
no single master criminal systematically preying

upon the noble class. An assassin may be hired for a spe-
cific purpose by a single client, to kill an enemy, or (more
common) just to spy on him.

Any and all such encounters can easily be spun out into
a larger context, and make an excellent quest or adventure
for the PCs.

TaBLE E.1: NoBLES DisTRICT RANDOM ENCOUNTERS

D20 ENCOUNTER
1 Civic Guard patrol
2-3 1-6 nobles (individual, family, group of friends)
4-5 Off-duty servants
6 Pickpocket
7-8 Tradesman on an errand
9-10 Servants on errands
11 Beggar
12 Merchant
13 Commoner come to ask a favor from a noble family
14 Assassin
15 Cleric from the Children of the Creator
16 Govin, Erek and/or Belek (see E19)
17 Gestia-created zombie or skeleton
(only if near Gestia House, see E6)
18 Torgar (see E11)
19-20 Messenger




MAP SECTION F:
GUARDS DISTRICT

OVERBRVIEW

Between the Opera House (location F20) at the western
edge of the district, the Law Courts complex at its north-
ern edge (location F16) and the ponderous assortment
of City Guard headquarters and barracks that fill up the
points in between, the Guards District fairly glows with
dignity and respectability. Even the smiths who toil in
the forges near the southern edge of the district prefer
to think of themselves as armorers rather than humble
blacksmiths, and revel in their status as suppliers to the
City Guard.

By day, the Guards District hums with the rhythm of
official business being done, even in modest ways. City
Council members and other high city officials do not
frequent this part of town, but the activity here has its
own kind of self-importance. Guard sentry teams march
back and forth between barracks and their posts, and mes-
sengers and staff officers hustle to and from the various
Guard administrative buildings. Lawyers, judges, clerks,
plaintiffs and defendants alike stream into, out of, and in
and around the Law Courts, all in the name of making the
city’s legal system work.

By night, the Opera House is a beacon of culture and
the area around it awash with theater-goers enjoying
themselves and eating and drinking before and after
the show. But even with the festive air, the crowd itself

projects the dignity of its station, as the Opera caters to
the tastes of cultured aristocrats from the Nobles District
to the west, and wealthy commoners who wish to live
among them someday.

The Guards District is also one of the best kept in the
city — which is both a source and a consequence of its
dignity as a place where much of the city’s business is
done. The roadways are always in perfect repair, trash is
not allowed to accumulate, and everything is neat and
orderly, as befits the place where the City Guard has made
its headquarters. The Guard’s buildings are mostly low-
slung — never more than two stories in height — so the
district’s skyline is dominated by the massive and baroque
Opera House, and the severe solidity of the Courts of Law.
The majority of the buildings in the Guards District are
made of stone or brick, giving this district a very solid
appearance.

THE CITY GUARD

ORGANIZATION Of THE GUARD

The City Guard fulfills a variety of roles in the city. They
are its peacekeepers, its military defenders and its enforc-
ers of the law. In it pursuit of these divergent goals, the
Guard is divided into three main branches: Civic Guard,
Wall Guard and Mirror Guard.
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-~ The Civic Guard is charged with keeping order within
the city. They maintain the peace within and between
communities, quell public disturbances, arrest criminals
and lawbreakers, and guard the prisoners and the Court
of Law. An officer with the rank of captain (or colonel, if
it’s a particularly important district) oversees operations
in each of the eleven districts in which it has a substantial
presence. The Palace Guard takes care of the Government
District and Sir Milton Derek's private army assumes
responsibility for the Lamplighters District. The Dwarven
and Elven Districts have their own racial militias, and the
Guard has never established much of a presence in the
Humanoid District. Some districts also have a dedi-
cated office and barracks to serve as the local Civic
Guard headquarters. A branch of the Civic Guard,
the City’s Eyes (known colloquially as the “Cats”),
investigates crimes when investigation is called for.

The Wall Guard defends the city from external
threats and maintains the city walls and gates. It is,
in effect, the city’s army. Its primary mission is to
defend the city and its people against foreign foes,
and it was the Wall Guard that bore the brunt of the
fighting against the humanoid invaders. Wall Guard
detachments are sometimes sent out to hunt brigands
plaguing the city’s trade routes. And if public disorder
were to exceed the Civic Guard’s ability to handle it, the
Wall Guard would be mobilized and sent in to restore
order (known as “Calling the Wall").

The Palace Guard is officially a division of the Wall
Guard, though it is so prestigious on its own that it
sometimes seems like a separate branch of the service. In

every report filled by the Civic Guard. The Mirror Guard
has no official uniform, as they work undercover.

The Guard senior command consists of twenty officers
who hold the rank of general. The overall commander
of the City Guard holds the rank of Lord Protector,
and he must personally approve all appointments and
promotions above the rank of colonel. In recognition
of the recognition of the role that the Guard plays in
keeping the city safe and running smoothly, the Lord
Protector, by tradition, also represents the Guards District
on the City Council. Beneath the Lord Protector are the
three commanders of the branches of the service: the
Commander of the City, who leads the Civic Guard; the

Commander of the Walls, who leads the Wall Guard;
and the Commander of Masks, who commands the

Mirror Guard. The identity of the Commander of

Masks is kept secret from the public (as well as any-

one below the rank of colonel who is not a member

of the Mirror Guard. In public, the Commander of
Masks always wears heavy robes and a full mask.
The current Lord Protector is General Lady Jennas
Ironside, a former mercenary captain who joined
the Guard as a mere private soldier after a Wall
Guard expedition arrested her entire company on
the suspicion that they were brigands. The case
against them was weak,
but she accepted a
plea bargain rather
than risk a trial
and  internal

exile in the

fact, service in the Palace Guard is the most prestigious
appointment for a Guardsman of any rank. They are an
elite unit charged with guarding the Council Palace (loca-
tion I1), the Treasury (location I3) and other important
government facilities in the Government District. Their
duty is limited to the Government District except in time
of emergency. Because of their elite status and their rel-
ative isolation from the rest of the Guard, the Palace
Guard are perceived within the high command as
snobs and potential renegades, and this has often
been a sore spot between the Lord Protector and
the unit’s commander, the Colonel of the Palace.
For more about the Palace Guard, see location
I2;

The Mirror Guard is more talked about than
seen. They are the shadowy secret police root-
ing out sedition, treason, doomsday cults and
other potential threats to civil order. The Mirror
Guard is sometimes said to have agents everywhere,
spies on every street corner and moles in every organiza-
tion. But not everyone believes this, and in fact their actu-
al reach is limited by their lack of numbers. However, it
would serve their purpose well enough if everyone were
to believe that they are everywhere. Without a doubt they
make great use of paid informers and they have access to

Humanoid
District for her
and her men.




Under the deal, her company would disband and the rank
and file would leave the city, never again to set foot within
100 miles, while she herself was bound to serve the city
until such a time as the court would release her. Once in
the Guard, however, she worked her way up through the
ranks with lightning speed, proving her worth beyond a
doubt at every step. Her appointment as Lord Protector
and subsequent ennoblement by the City Council caps
one of the most extraordinary (certainly one of the most
meteoric) careers in the history of the City Guard. She is
known throughout the Guard as an ingenious and thor-
oughly practical leader who is concerned with results
much more than process. Lady Jennas does not tolerate
disorder or inefficiency in the ranks of her command, and
she also makes it a point to keep herself well informed on
what is going on in the city.

The Commander of the City is General Gessian Vaivoid.
An extended relative of a family ennobled for distin-
guished Guard service and a staff officer for most of his
career, General Vaivoid rose to his current position on the
strength of his personal connections and political skill.
He places great emphasis on keeping the Guard’s public
image polished, using his charm to make sure that mem-
bers of the community are happy with the Civic Guard as
a provider of public services, and his political connections
to keep the city officials who control the City Guard’s
budget in a friendly humor. Lady Jennas holds General
Vaivoid in some contempt because he lacks much of a
record as a field leader, but she grudgingly respects the
value of his personal network and his knowledge of the
city’s neighborhoods.

The Commander of the Walls is General Kothrad
Granite, a dwarf and a military engineer by training. For
General Granite, Guard service is his entire reason for
being and unlike the current Commander of the City, he
has no interest in politics or personal connections outside
of the organization. He inspects the city walls almost
obsessively, keen to insure that they are always in superb
repair. As a leader of soldiers, he believes that constant
drill and adherence to strict routine are the best ways to
maintain discipline and combat readiness, and because of
that he is seen as something of a martinet by his soldiers.

The Commander of Masks goes by the title of Lord
Quicksilver, as have all recent Commanders of the Masks.
The current officeholder is a half-elf, General Drake
Elshore. General Elshore has spent his entire career in
the Mirror Guard and understands quite well that the
effectiveness of his branch of the service depends on
anonymity. Those who know him view him as a dry and
emotionless fellow who hates any sort of attention. He
reserves his wrath for any of his agents who seem more
fond of being noticed than is good for them, and upsets
himself over very little else.

GUARDS DIST

PATROLS :

Civic Guard patrols fan out through the city’s districts a
neighborhoods. They try to be everywhere they might be
needed, but in practice, the Civic Guard concentrates its
efforts in commercial areas, where they are most likely to
be needed. All Civic Guardsmen wear brass whistles on a
chain around their neck, and when they are in trouble or
need reinforcement, they blow the whistle. Patrols hear-
ing this distress call blow their own whistles and converge
on the sound of the first whistle. By this method, a large
number of Guardsmen can be gathered very quickly. They
also carry brass discs engraved with the Guard coat of
arms on the front and the name and identification num-
ber of the Guardsman on the back to show their rank.

Civic Guard patrols is traditionally consist of four
Guardsmen, including at least one each of dwarf, elf and
human. Usually it is made up of two younger Guardsmen
(Ftr1), one slightly more experienced member of the rank
and file (Ftr2-3), and led by a corporal (Ftr3-5, or multi-
class with at least three levels of fighter). Two patrols may
be joined into a squad under the command of a sergeant
(Ftr4-7, or multiclass with at least four levels of fighter)
for certain missions or in times of trouble.

Standard equipment for the Civic Guard is studded
leather armor, chain shirts for corporals and higher ranks,
and a small wood shield, baton (treat as a quarterstaff),
short sword, and a light crossbow or short bow for at least
one member of the squad. In times of war or riots, they
put on chainmail and draw longswords and heavy shields
from the Armory (location F5).

The City’s Eyes investigative squads are also usually
organized into four-person teams, but their equipment,
weapons and armor is very personalized. There is a vague
attempt to insure that all three major races are repre-
sented on each team, but it is not mandated or forced. The
Cats come from all professions and many, if not most, are
former adventurers. They often equip themselves with a
variety of magical items to allow them to use such spell
effects as detect magic, detect poison, locate object and speak
with dead as investigative tools.

The Wall Guard does not patrol; their job involves
guarding important buildings and fixed points along the
city wall. They usually operate in larger units than the
Civic Guard, and make little attempt at racial balancing
within them. See individual garrison locations along the
city walls for details.

As standard equipment, Wall Guardsman carry a long-
sword, longbow or crossbow as their primary weapon,
wear chainmail and carry a small metal shield. In times
of war, they put on plates to upgrade their mail to half-
plate and draw polearms from their garrison armories.
Sergeants and higher ranks wear a breastplate for day-to-
day activities and have full plate for times of war.
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~ The Guard uses runners and occasionally mounted
messengers to communicate between posts. These mes-
sengers wear custom-fitted studded leather and carry
only a baton and shortsword. Many also carry a bag or
two of caltrops and a hand crossbow to discourage spies or
pursuers. The messages are stored in leather covered iron
tubes typically sealed in wax or lead with the seal of the
officer who sent it.

LOCATIONS

fI. THE LORD PROTECTOR’S RESIDENCE

ENLISTING IN THE GUARD

Any PC wit