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THE CLIFFTOP ADVENTURERS’ GUILD 
Eberron, of course, has its share of organizations dedicated to the 

support and employment of exceptional individuals.  Professional 

adventurers in good standing might be invited to join the Clifftop 

Adventurers’ Guild (WGtE 150, Sharn: City of Towers 52), based in 

the Clifftop district of Upper Dura, Sharn. The CAG was founded one 

hundred fifty years ago by a dwarf named Shekkal Korranor. The 

current leader is Sumara Korranor, better known among her charges 

as Summer. 

The reputation of the CAG is well earned, and members are 

expected to uphold the Guild’s virtuous principles. Their long-

standing rivals, the Deathsgate Guild, have no such inclinations. 



Our story begins in the city of Sharn, whose towers reach 

heavenwards as if to touch the moons scattered about the daytime 

sky. A network of bridges, walkways and elevators present a maze in 

every direction, each bustling with cosmopolitan citizens. Above the 

city, the shining Skyway district eclipses the sun. Below, the poor and 

needy pace the slums for their next meal. In the district of Upper 

Dura, towards the reaches of Sharn’s mile-high towers, a crowd of 

would-be heroes has gathered… 

“Welcome to a tradition as old as Sharn itself.” The elf man waves 

his cloak with practiced flair.  

“... a competition of guts and skill to test the mettle of the heroes 

of the Clifftop Adventurers’ Guild and the cowards from Deathsgate.” 

The rival crowd returns the insult with theatrical boos and hisses. 

“Challengers! Introduce yourselves!” 

“And their challengers, representing the Deathsgate Guild...” 

Three people step up to collect their tokens: A halfling in a patterned 

poncho and dinosaur feathers woven into her hair, an elf in gold and 

black robes and a skull painted onto her face, and an orc in scratched 

and beaten mail. He spits at the ground and shrugs.  

The trio shake themselves out and stretch, then after a moment's 

pause, the elven announcer picks up his commentary.  

The aim of the game is simple. The last one to activate your feather 

token wins!” He shuffles everyone up to the edge of the bridge, 

tiptoes dangling over a mile of weaving bridges, towers and sky 

coaches.  

“Now… JUMP!” 

 



Light in a full spectrum of color bursts from a fast-approaching 

bridge. The crowd screams and parts around a central figure. Before 

you can fully assess the source, the prismatic cloud engulfs you and 

your vision is overwhelmed by dancing lights. 

 

1d8 Obstacle Evasion Failure Consequences 

1 A washing line pegged with fresh 

laundry spans the gap between the 

towers. 

DC 12 Dexterity (Acrobatics) You become tangled and drag a ripped 

bedsheet with you. Suffer disadvantage on your 

next Dexterity check. 

2 A sky coach carrying a pallet of 

cabbages drifts into your path. 

DC 12 Dexterity (Acrobatics) You strike the pallet, sending a cascade of 

cabbages tumbling into everyone else. Impose 

disadvantage on the following PC’s next 

Dexterity check. 

3 A flock of dirty pigeons takes flight 

right into your path. 

DC 12 Dexterity (Acrobatics) to avoid 

or Wisdom (Animal Handling) to scare 

them off 

You enjoy a face-full of sky rat. Suffer 

disadvantage on your next Constitution check. 

4 A pair of magewrights are carefully 

levitating a pane of glass across a 

gap between two towers. 

DC 12 Dexterity (Acrobatics) to avoid 

or Constitution (Athletics) to endure 

the impact 

Breaking glass is not as easy as the bards make 

it sound. Take 1d4 points of slashing damage. 

5 You are sure there wasn't a bridge 

there before! 

DC 12 Dexterity (Acrobatics) to avoid 

or Wisdom (Perception) to notice the 

illusion 

Your heart skips a beat as you slide harmlessly 

through the illusory blueprint. Take 1d4 points 

of psychic damage. 

6 You notice unexpectedly peaceful air 

and a sudden weightlessness. 

DC 12 Intelligence (Arcana) or 

Wisdom (Acrobatics) to adjust for the 

manifest zone’s magic 

You lose control of your trajectory and skip 

across the side of a tower. Lose one item worth 

less than 5 gp. 

7 A Talenta halfling mounted on a 

glidewing swoops across your path, 

heedless to your fall. 

DC 12 Dexterity (Acrobatics) to avoid 

or Wisdom (Animal Handling) to 

predict the glidewing’s behavior 

You collide with the beast, sending you 

tumbling. Suffer disadvantage on your next 

Dexterity check. 

8 A lottery ticket drifts on the 

currents, crossing your trajectory. 

DC 12 Dexterity (Sleight of Hand) to 

catch it! 

None. Though if you do catch it, you can cash it 

in at your nearest House Kundarak branch for 

2d10gp. 



As the elevator returns you to the scene of the disturbance, you find 

the conflict is far from over. A human woman is being pushed against 

the edge of the bridge, and she struggles against the grip of a Sharn 

watchman. She spills a satchel of books and loses her tricorn hat to 

the wind. The back of the woman’s left hand is emblazoned with an 

angry, red dragonmark, still scintillating with colorful bursts.  

“She's marked! Drop her!” a voice bellows from the gathered 

crowd.  

“She's too dangerous!”  

The watchman holds her fast, but seems unsure of his duty. 

• 

• 

• 

I know it’s not much for my life, but...it’s all I can afford to lose. I’m 

sorry.” 

A common street rat scampers in front of your path, then rears up on 

its hind legs and peers up at you. After a moment, it opens its mouth 

and begins to speak Common. 

“Your aid of Chandra Thane was appreciated. If you need a favor 

from her new family, whisper it to the wind. We will find you.” 

And just like that, the rat scampers away. 

ABERRANT DRAGONMARKS 
Dragonmarks are hereditary patterns that appear on the skin of 

Khorvaire’s diverse people, granting them innate magical abilities 

which have allowed them to dominate trade and industry as the 

thirteen Dragonmarked Houses. However, the true marks have a 

dangerous counterpart. Aberrant marks can appear on anyone, and 

each is unique. Their powers are unpredictable and often destructive. 

Bearers of aberrant marks are often pushed to the fringes of society, 

forced out by fear and hate.  

Fifteen hundred years ago, the conflict known as the War of the 

Mark came to a definitive end in the City of Towers. The forces of the 

Dragonmarked Houses laid siege to the city, while the aberrants 

made their final stand. When it became clear that they would fall, 

aberrant-marked legends Halas Tarkanan and the Lady of the Plague 

laid waste to the towers of Sharn. Some whisper that aberrant magics 

still stir in the city’s Depths. 



A shifter woman pushes through the crowd, clapping slowly. Her hair 

is white and striped with black and her skin is unusually pale. Her 

right eye is striking blue. The left is hidden behind an eyepatch. She 

wears a mantle of command for the Clifftop Guild. 

“Well, well, well….impressive show for new blood.” 

She holds out a clawed hand to shake with any who will accept it. 

“Name’s Lhara. I’ll be taking care of your first steps in the Guild. 

And now that you've officially joined our little family, it's time to put 

you straight to work. I need you to collect an order for a client—a 

bespoke piece, courtesy of an old friend and artificer called Tresca 

Teesbeak. She works at a workshop called Drummond Independents 

way down in the Cogs. Blackbones District. Ask her for the Burning 

Idol and give her this…” 

She hands over an envelope sealed with the crest of the Banking 

Guild of House Kundarak. 

“That credit note is properly notarized so don't bother getting funny 

with me. You couldn’t keep up anyway.” 

“Bring the Idol to my office in Clifftop. And hey, newbloods… be 

careful, yeah? The Cogs ain’t always friendly.” She winks, pulls up her 

hood, ready to disappear into the bustling crowd. 

“Any questions, ask ‘em quick...I got a schedule to keep.” 

• 

• 

• 

• 

FERNIA, THE SEA OF FIRE 
Fernia is one of Eberron’s thirteen outer planes, embodying elemental 

fire. Within its continually-burning landscape, ash, smoke and lava 

dominate. It is home to fiends, efreet, elementals, and others that 

have learned to resist the heat. When Fernia is coterminous with 

Eberron, or where it bleeds into the material plane within a “manifest 

zone,” fires burn hotter and it can become difficult to breathe 

comfortably. 

More information about Fernia can be found in the Eberron 

Campaign Setting (page 96) and Eberron Campaign Guide (page 

263). 



From the lower wards of the City of Towers, you find an elevator to 

carry you deeper still. The human attendant double-checks the 

condition of the lift’s ropes and pulleys, and having satisfied himself, 

he calls out your destination. 

“Welcome aboard for Blackbones. Please keep your arms inside the 

cabin, and for your own safety and sanity, try not to stare too deeply 

into the darkness.” 

He pulls a lever at his control point, and the cage begins to 

descend. 

Soon the throngs of people thin out, and the light of everbright 

lanterns becomes increasingly rare. Within minutes, the lantern 

aboard the elevator is your only sanctuary against the darkness. 

Beyond the cabin, the lowest Depths of the towers of Sharn are 

stacked with broken floors, collapsed bridges and abandoned 

streets—a ghost of an ancient city, now merely a foundation. It is 

silent save for the labored breathing of the attendant. 

Then, even the ruins are swallowed by natural rock, and the silence 

gives way to the rumbles of industry: rhythmic hammering, the hiss 

of stream and the roar of forge fire. 

The lift attendant opens the cage to reveal the cavernous expanse 

of the Blackbones central square, lit in the deep orange glow of 

molten metal and everburning torches. At its focus is an oasis of 

sparkling water surrounded by a pool of blazing lava. At its fringes, 

shadowed and smoke-filled tunnels promise an endless network of 

foundries and mines. 

Untroubled by the smoke and sulfur, warforged are common—

hauling machinery, pushing carts of ore and pumping the bellows. As 

in much of Sharn’s underbelly, goblinoids share the space, making 

their living as best they can from the shadows. 
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The warforged employed by the Drummond workshop are on 
strike. Led by a towering warforged named Stoke, they have 
ceased maintaining and working Drummond's forge to demand 
fair wages, fair treatment, and proper acknowledgement of their 
toil.  

The artificer employed by Drummond's workshop, a gnome 
named Tresca, is ready to explain the situation to the 
characters. 

Tresca is firmly on the side of Stoke's crew. Their years of 
working together have led to a much stronger friendship 
between the gnome and the warforged than with their mutual 
employer Drummond. She won't tolerate breaking their strike 
with violence, extortion or Intimidation. If the characters want 
Tresca to deliver their commission, they'll have to find a way to 
help Stoke's crew achieve their demands.  

The employer, Drummond, is also on the scene, jeering at them. 
Allow the characters some interaction with Tresca and a chance 
to survey the environment before introducing him. 

“

Drummond is the owner of the eponymous workshop, and has 
been for many years. Since the Treaty of Thronehold 
recognized warforged as people, he has enjoyed the fruits of 
their labor. However, he barely considers Stoke's crew to be 
people. On discovering how much House Cannith's forges in the 
Cogs pay their workers, Stoke brought his grievance to his boss. 
When he was refused, he and his crew walked out.  

The characters can help Stoke's crew in the following ways: 

 The characters join the protest, improving morale. See
Scene 3A.

 The characters secure the allegiance of local influencers.
See Scene 3B.

 The characters help Stoke's crew with their lives outside
work, ensuring they can maintain the picket. See Scene 3C.

If the characters achieve two of three, Drummond will finally 
cave to Stoke's demands and the forge will reopen. If they fail 
two, Stoke's crew will still return to work, but remain under the 
exploitative conditions they had previously labored under.  

Once the strike resolves, whether in Stoke’s favor or in 
Drummond’s, progress to Scene 4. 



“Welcome, folk from the Towers.” The warforged leading the 

protest offers you a soot-stained gauntlet to shake.  “The name's 

Stoke. This here's our crew. Are you with us?” 

• 

• 

• 

• 

• 

• 

•

• 



“I don’t pay my hammer, and I don't pay my kiln. I'm already more 

generous than I ought to be. Treaty or not, they got a long way to go 

to prove themselves to me.” 

•

• 



• 

• 

• 

• 

• 

The Red Hammer is easily found by the gathering of warforged 

outside its meager storefront. The patrons outside eye you with 

suspicion, but do not challenge you. Inside, the air is thick with 

smoke from a small forge burning low in the common room, and a 

single wall-mounted brazier provides dim, flickering lighting.  A 

dozen warforged are scattered about the floor, speaking in rumbling 

voices and working personnel repairs with the varied tools of artifice. 

The clientele are as diverse as Khorvaire’s battlefields: an eclectic 

Cyran siege smith mixes with a slight Karrnathi scout and a heavy 

Thranish knight. The cobalt-plated warforged at the bar breaks 

conversation to greet you. Her voice is like a song. 

“Welcome to the Red Hammer, friends. The name's Blue. What can 

we help you with?” 

• 

• 

•

• 



On mingling with Stoke's crew, you find one anxious warforged 

staring off across the square at a clock face. They are shuffling 

nervously, and struggling to keep time with the crew's chants. 

Constructed haphazardly between a scrapyard and a slagheap is the 

Troll's Nose tavern, signposted only with the eponymous severed 

proboscis nailed to the door. A menagerie of gnolls, hobgoblins, 

humans, and warforged drift in and out, and each time the door 

opens, the tunnel floods with cheers and the sounds of crashing 

metal. A gaunt hobgoblin is leaning against the entrance, questioning 

each new arrival. 

A circular ring has been laid into the center of this ramshackle tavern. 

A crowd cheers and jeers from the edge. Many are waving around 

handfuls of copper coins, calling out bets on competitors. In the ring, 

a dwarf trades blows with his human opponent. From the sidelines, a 

giggling gnoll passes the dwarf a stool, who cracks it over the head of 

his adversary. The human hits the ground to a roar from the crowd, 

and when the dwarf holds his pin, copper coins start flying between 

the tavern's clientele. 
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A chorus of steel and stone echoes across Blackbones as Stoke's 

warforged proclaim, with one voice, their right to be treated as 

people, not tools or weapons. Having retreated from the growing 

display, Drummond returns with a sack of sovereign coins and 

paperwork promising more. 

“Fine, fine.” He speaks through gritted teeth. “Take your money. 

And you'd best be worth it.” 

As his crew cheer on, Stoke finds a moment with you. “We won't 

forget your part in this. I don't think any warforged in the Cogs will. 

I'll make sure of it. You'll have friends here, if you need ‘em. Now 

come on, let's get your artifact finished.” 

With local support dwindling, morale among Stoke's crew begins to 

fall. Before long, defeated warforged drift away from the picket. Some 

head out in search of employment elsewhere in the Cogs. Others 

return to a gleeful Drummond, accepting the meager reward he is 

prepared to offer. 

Stoke finds a moment with you by the entrance of Drummond's 

forge. 

“Thank you for your help, my friends. It seems today was not meant 

for us. Now don't you worry about old Stoke, I'll be here with my 

crew the next time opportunity strikes.” 

He sighs—a rattling imitation of a living human's breath. “Come 

on, let's get you your artifact.” 

Stoke hefts a wrench as Tresca rolls up her sleeves. She whispers a 

word of power to her snow globe, which bursts into a shower of ice. 

“Listen, that forge has been unattended for too long.” She hands a 

stone crucible to Clifftop's finest. “I can handle the planar instability, 

but I need you to help me lock it down. You might want to cover 

yourselves. Come on…” 

She skips off into murky tunnels beside Drummond's workshop. 

The heat soon becomes nearly unbearable, stinging skin, singeing 

hair and drying wood. Protected by her snow globe, Tresca doesn't 

seem to mind. 

“Who knows what the fires of Fernia have brought with them,” the 

gnome mutters as she scribbles notes into her book. “But keep them 

off me and wait for my signals. It's important we do this together.” 

Stoke peels off to the right of the forge’s central chamber, readying 

his wrench to open a valve on a vat of molten metal. Tresca takes her 

place in the centre of a circle of arcane glyphs only ten feet from a 

roaring fire. 

The crucible Tresca has given to the characters is an important part 

of the process to stabilize the forge. Stoke will fill it with molten 

orichalcum, but using the metal to activate the glyphs and complete 

the ritual will require precision and timing. 

• 

• 

•



As the molten metal flows into the glyphs, they spark to life with a 

hum and an orange glow. Tresca slams her rod into the focus of the 

circle and roars a command in an arcane tongue. A net of ethereal 

tendrils gathers at the gnome's feet and then erupt towards the forge 

fire, caging its otherworldly fury. Tresca takes a deep breath as the 

fires calm. 

“Great work, everyone!” Tresca scribbles down some notes, then 

starts rummaging through a chest of materials.  “It should be safe to 

finish your client’s order now…” She retrieves a mold and starts 

cleaning out the soot. 

“You're right to come to us. Only Stoke and I can get the magic 

worked into the metal as it's being cast. And you know you can trust 

the word of a Zil. But it'll take even us a couple of hours to finish up.” 



“If you'd like to keep yourselves busy while I finish up, I know just 

the thing. Right, Stoke?” Tresca doesn't look up from her 

enchantments. 

“While I'm shoring up the Idol's connection to the Sea of Fire, I can 

recycle the excess magic into a little alchemy project I've been toying 

with. Something to protect against the heat or, if you prefer, to 

harness it instead.” 

Tresca holds out a hand expectantly. Stoke throws her a wand from 

across the room.  

“The concoction needs a live fire fungus hood. LIVE, understand? 

Just the one, but it best still be wiggling. Follow the lava veins down 

Khyber's Gate and I'm sure you'll find some.” 

The twisted tunnels of Khyber's Gate give way to blackened caves of 

cooled lava and shining obsidian. The orange glow of superheated 

rock still emanates from cracks beneath your feet, drawing a network 

like the roots of a magical tree. Where the heat and light are 

strongest, four red mushrooms sprout from the solidified lava. Each 

is the size of a halfling, and caresses the broken rock with a forest of 

writhing tendrils. 
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“Now for the grand finale! Brace yourselves!” Tresca retrieves a blue 

crystal sliver from her belt pouch, sets it into a crucible, and gently 

slides it into the stabilized fire with a pair of tongs. It rests atop a 

glowing stone mold. 

 A moment later a wave of heat washes over you. It is infused with 

malevolent intent and an insatiable hunger to burn.  

 With one practiced motion, Tresca pulls out the mold with her 

tongs, and Stoke smashes it with an oversized iron maul. 

 All that remains is a shimmering, metallic statue, cast in brass-

colored orichalcum. The figure sits in meditation, the blue crystal set 

atop its crown. 

“It'll be warm, but it's safe to touch. Mostly. Do not remove the 

crystal stopper. It contains the endless fires of Fernia.” 
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“Drummond, you worm, we've come to collect.” 

Their twin voices, in unison, shake the pebbles scattered about the 

floor. She is twelve feet tall, built like a lightning rail car, and sports 

two heads—each as angry and each as dishevelled. Her tangled 

braids trail behind her, blackened by soot, and she thumps a club 

against the ground with her one remaining arm. 

 “Money or blood, Drummond, ” her left head roars. “Blood or 

money,” the right echoes. 

• 

• 

• 

• 

DAASK 
An aggressive criminal organisation, Daask (Sharn: City of Towers, 

page 151) is led by monstrous immigrants from the land of Droaam. 

Active principally within the Cogs and the district Malleon’s Gate, 

Daask appear to most to be a violent gang keen on selling narcotics 

and expanding their influence. However, the leadership are careful 

to ensure that their growth is sustainable. The leader of the Sharn 

chapter, Cavallah, is an oni scholar who may end up an unlikely ally if 

her goals align with the characters’. 
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Guild Handler Lhara, the pale shifter who had given you your mission, 

is waiting for you beneath the arches of the Clifftop guildhall. Leaning 

casually against the stone walls, she flicks away a toothpick and 

saunters over to meet you. 

“I hope you have our client’s Idol?” She grins, baring her fangs. 

“Speaking of which, there’s someone you should meet.” 

Lhara beckons you into the guild hall and leads you through a maze 

of stone corridors. The walkways are flanked by statues of previous 

guild heroes: Shekkal Korranor, the Guild’s Founder, plus the likes of 

Kallon ir'Harwent, Rayla of Farcove, Mira Dread, and more. Before 

long, your Guild Handler has led you to a well-appointed sitting room 

decorated in oak. 

A middle-aged human man is seated in one of the plush chairs. He 

appears well-to-do, with a well-maintained mustache and academic 

robes. He is scratching away in a notebook with an ink pen at an 

almost feverish pace. Lhara clears her throat when the man doesn't 

immediately notice your group enter. She makes introductions when 

his attention is finally drawn from his writing. 

“This is Provost Nigel Faurious, our client for your little endeavor. 

It’s my hope the group of us will have a very fruitful relationship.” 

THE CONVERGENCE MANIFESTO 
For too long, my theories have been dismissed… 

There are no barriers. No limits! 

I will prove my thesis, once and for all… 

The Sea of Fire can be channeled for the betterment of all nations… 

20 



Medium humanoid (goblinoid), lawful neutral 

Armor Class 12 (leather armor) 
Hit Points 11 (2d8 + 2) 
Speed 30 ft. 

   STR     DEX     CON     INT    WIS  CHA 

 14 (+2)   12 (+1)  12 (+1)  10 (+0)  10 (+0) 
9 (–1) 

Skills Athletics +4, Acrobatics +3 
Senses darkvision 60 ft., passive Perception 10 
Languages Common, Goblin 
Challenge 1/8 (25 XP) 

Actions 
Unarmed Strike. Melee Weapon Attack: +4 to hit, reach 5 ft., one 
target. Hit: 4 (1d4 + 2) bludgeoning damage. 

Small plant, unaligned 

Armor Class 5 
Hit Points 14 (4d6) 
Speed 5 ft. 

   STR     DEX     CON     INT    WIS  CHA 

 3 (–4)   1 (–5)  10 (+0)  1 (–5)  3 (–4) 
1 (–5) 

Damage Resistances fire 
Condition Immunities blinded, deafened, frightened 
Senses blindsight 30 ft. (blind beyond this radius), passive 
Perception 6 
Languages — 
Challenge 1/8 (25 XP) 

Heat Death. The fire fungus dies if it takes any amount of cold 
damage. 

Hibernation. If the fire fungus comes into contact with at least half a 
gallon of water within one round, it must succeed on a DC 15 
Constitution saving throw or become incapacitated for 1 hour. 

Actions 
Burning Tendril. Melee Weapon Attack: +2 to hit, reach 10 ft., one 
target. Hit: 3 (1d6) fire damage. 

Smoke Spore (Recharges on a Short Rest). The fire fungus releases a 
cloud of noxious smoke. Creatures within 10 feet of it must 
succeed on a DC 10 Constitution saving throw, taking 2 (1d4) 
points of poison damage on a failed save, or half as much on a 
successful one.  

Small humanoid (goblinoid), neutral evil 

Armor Class 15 (leather armor, shield) 
Hit Points 7 (2d6) 
Speed 30 ft. 

   STR     DEX     CON     INT    WIS  CHA 

 8 (–1)   14 (+2)  10 (+0)  10 (+0)  8 (–1) 
8 (–1) 

Skills Stealth +6 
Senses darkvision 60 ft., passive Perception 9 
Languages Common, Goblin 
Challenge 1/4 (50 XP) 

Nimble Escape. The goblin can take the Disengage or Hide action as 
a bonus action on each of its turns. 

Actions 
Scimitar. Melee Weapon Attack: +4 to hit, reach 5 ft., one target. 
Hit: 5 (1d6 + 2) slashing damage. 

Shortbow. Ranged Weapon Attack: +4 to hit, range 80/320 ft., one 
target. Hit: 5 (1d6 + 2) slashing damage. 

Medium humanoid (any race), any alignment 

Armor Class 16 (chain shirt, shield) 
Hit Points 11 (2d8 + 2) 
Speed 30 ft. 

   STR    DEX     CON     INT    WIS  CHA 

13 (+1)   12 (+1)  12 (+1)  10 (+0)  11 (+0) 
10 (+0) 

Skills Perception +2 
Senses passive Perception 12 
Languages any one language (usually Common) 
Challenge 1/8 (25 XP) 

Actions 
Spear. Melee or Ranged Weapon Attack: +3 to hit, reach 5 ft. or 
range 20/60 ft., one target. Hit: 4 (1d6 + 1) piercing damage. 



Small elemental, neutral evil 

Armor Class 11 
Hit Points 22 (5d6 + 5) 
Speed 30 ft., fly 30 ft. 

   STR  DEX     CON     INT    WIS  CHA 

 8 (–1)   12 (+1)  12 (+1)  7 (–2)  10 (+0) 
10 (+0) 

Skills Stealth +3 
Vulnerabilities Cold 
Damage Immunities fire, poison 
Condition Immunities poisoned 
Senses darkvision 60 ft., passive Perception 10 
Languages Ignan, Terran 
Challenge 1/2 (100 XP) 

Death Burst. When the mephit dies, it explodes in a burst of lava. 
Each creature within 5 feet of it must make a DC 11 Dexterity 
saving throw, taking 7 (2d6) fire damage on a failed save, or half as 
much damage on a successful one. 

False Appearance. While the mephit remains motionless, it is 
indistinguishable from an ordinary mound of magma. 

Innate Spellcasting (1/Day). The mephit can innately cast heat metal 
(spell save DC 10), requiring no material components. Its innate 
spellcasting ability is Charisma. 

Actions 
Claws. Melee Weapon Attack: +3 to hit, reach 5 ft., one target. Hit: 3 
(1d4 + 1) slashing damage plus 2 (1d4) fire damage. 

Fire Breath (Recharge 6). The mephit exhales a 15-foot cone of fire. 
Each creature in that area must make a DC 11 Dexterity saving 
throw, taking 7 (2d6) fire damage on a failed save, or half as much 
damage on a successful one. 

Large giant, neutral evil 

Armor Class 12 (natural armor) 
Hit Points 67 (9d10 + 18) 
Speed 40 ft. 

   STR     DEX     CON     INT    WIS  CHA 

17 (+3)   8 (–1)  15 (+2)  11 (+0)  12 (+1) 
9 (–1) 

Skills Athletics +7, Intimidation +3, Perception +3 
Senses darkvision 60 ft., passive Perception 18 
Languages Common, Giant 
Challenge 1 (200 XP) 

Two Heads. Yadha-Ro has advantage on Wisdom (Perception) 
checks and on saving throws against being blinded, charmed, 
deafened, frightened, stunned, and knocked unconscious. 

Wakeful. When one of Yadha-Ro's heads is asleep, their other head 
is awake. 

Actions 
Yadha’s Cudgel. Melee Weapon Attack: +5 to hit, reach 5 ft., one 
target. Hit: 10 (2d6 + 3) bludgeoning damage. 

Reactions 
Ro's Shoulder Check. When they are hit by a melee attack, Yadha-Ro 
can counter with a forceful shove. Yadha-Ro makes a contested 
Strength (Athletics) check against the triggering attacker. If Yadha-
Ro wins the check, the attacker is pushed 20 feet and knocked 
prone.  
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