




0 3 fooh fhe road less traveled by, 
2 n d  fhaf has made all fhe difhrencP. 

utside, the sun shone brightly. The scullery 
maid called Blasse remained indoors 
where no one could see her, where no one 
would ridicule her ghostly skin and pinkish 
eves. She tried to focus on her work in the 

cellar, but all day, she had suffered from a curious sense 
of anticipation, a feeling that something momentous 
was about to occur. 

Then the door creaked open, and Blasse turned to see 
who had invaded her peace. A dark stranger stepped into 
the room. At once, Blasse felt enrapt; the man was 
simply the most beautiful creature she had ever seen, 
and meeting his depthless gaze stole her breath away. 

The gentleman offered her a hand and helped Blasse 
to her feet. "Why is it," he said softly, "that when others 
look at you they do not see what I see? Why do they shun 
you, when I wish only to become lost in your beauty?" 

He ran a hand through Blasse's snowy hair; his touch 
was electric, and his voice left her spellbound. 

"Your beauty blinds me," he continued, leaning in 
closer. "And I can make it so that all the others see your 
beauty just as  brightly. I can make you the object of all 
men's desire, and the envy of all women. 

"Do you want to be what I can make you? Do you 
want to be what we can become together? All you must 
do is say .  . . yes." 

A wave of desire welled up from Blasse's heart, 
pushing the word to her lips, but before she could 
speak, a sudden draft rushed through the door, and a 
square of parchment drifted into the room. The paper 
landed before Blasse's feet. As she glanced down upon 
it, she felt a strange attraction, for the paper's magic 
affected her even more strongly than the man's. 

swirling designs. Blasse began to see images in the col- 
ored patterns: unnatural beasts, distorted figures, exotic 
and unearthly delights . . . and there was a word, too, but 
she could not read it. She knelt to pick up the paper. 

"What does this mean? she whispered, unable to 
look away from the handbill, even though she tried. 

The visitor let out a low growl. "It means the Carnival 
is coming," he replied. He chuckled darkly. "A little 
piece of hell, on wheels." 

The parchment was a handbill decorated with strange, 

-Robert Frost 
ot Taken" 

t begins with a tingle of anticipation, a 
sense of dread or hope, but nothing more. 
Out of the blue, the residents of a village 
sense that someone, or something, soon 
will enter their lives. Then the handbills 

appear-erie, teasing flyers, promising that the Carni- 
val is near. By the next mom, the painted wagons will 
be rolling into town. 

TO those who flock to its spectacle, the Carnival is a 
traveling freak show that offers a "safe" glimpse of the 
abnormal and the unnatural. For once in their lives, and 
for just a copper or two, common folk can stand in the 
light of day and examine the bogeymen that haunt their 
nightmares. But the Carnival is much more than a 
simple sideshow, and its performers are more than mere 
freaks on display. Under the protection of its mistress, 
Isolde, the Carnival offers refuge to those rejected by the 
world. Often, it comes to the aid of those who simply 
need to disappear, secreting them away into the Mists. 

Freak show or haven, monsters or allies-it's ail a 
matter of perspective. This accessory offers an in-depth 
look at the Carnival, introduces its people, and exposes a 
phenomenon called the Twisting, which can change the 
lives of those who travel with the troupe forever. 
The text is presented as a guided tour. Each chapter 
has its own narrator: a Carny barker, then a fortune- 
teller, and finally a scheming professor who manages 
the Carnival's "Hall of Horrors." Their audience is an 
Outsider-someone who comes to the Carnival seeking 
refuge. The narrators hold differing views, and each tells 
his or her own version of the truth as they liff the curtain 
on Carnival Secrets. While they may lie or mislead, 
don't despair; as the Dungeon Master (DM), you'll be 
privy to the underlying facts. In fact, the last page of 
this book reveals the greatest secret of all: who is the 
woman who leads the Carnival. The players, however, 
should be left to figure things out for themselves. 

After the heroes in your campaign have had some 
experience with the Carnival (perhaps after you've run 
the adventures in the Appendix), you may decide to let 
your players read some of this book. After all, the audi- 
ence for the narrated tour is someone just like the 
heroes. Even if you don't share this text, however, the 
format is designed with a purpose: It provides a useful 
tool for your own role-playing, showing how three 
prominent members of the Carnival would interact with 
"Georges"-newcomers to the circle of freaks. 
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A're emyty trunht oerflourithd by the devil. 
-William Shakespeare 

Twelfth Night, Act 111, Scene IV 

c?'n (nature there; no blemith but the mind 
(none can be calrd deform'd but he unhind: 
43jrtue it beauty, but he beauteous evil 

that kynd of talk bihind if you want to come with us. 
"Freak" is a very special word, my friend, and you 
haven't earned the right to use it. Yes, it's true I use it 

yself. All the Troupers do, but it's different when we 

elcome, one! Welcome, all! Welcome to 
the short, and welcome to the tall! Wel- 
come angels, welcome fiends, welcome to 
all from walks between! Welcome to the 
Carnival! 

Step riaht UP and lav your eves on our menaaerie of 
I 

the macagre, dur gathering of ;he grotesque, our collec- 
tion of the curious, our festival of freaks! For a mere 
pair of copper coins, you can behold wonders beyond 
your wildest dreams and niqhunares. Yes. that's riqht, 
folks-just two thin copperLbuys you a ticket to tlklls 
and chilling revelationsf Step riqht this way and throuqh ~. - 
the first curtain! 

But not you, Stranger. You stay here with me. I'm 
told that our aentle aiant. Hermos. sent vou mv way: , 
seems you'dyike to2isappear for a littlhwhile. Out of 
curiositv. what's your trouble? Trv to Dlant a stake in ~. 
the wrong fellow's heart, or are you just running out 
on some burgomeister's daughter? On second 
thought, just keep it to yourself. We don't care what 
you're running from, so long a s  you don't drag it here 
to our doorstep. 

I'm inside out when I say your visit could be more 
timely; I'm supposed to be running herd on all those 
new Georges, not just you. But another barker will have 
to walk the talk todav. You look Duzzled. stranaer. Quite 
right-I'll bet you're having a little trouble following my 
words Get used to it. "Inside out" lust medns -honest." 
1'11 give you that one for free. But don't expect too 
many more favors, because nothing comes free at the 
Carnival. 

of you Georges. I must be feeling generous, because 
here's another one for free: Georges. That means 
anyone who's not with the Carnival. You'll hear a lot of 
words like that one. No one's ever going to sit you down 
and teach you what they mean, but don't worry; you'll 
pick up the lingo soon enough. 

As you wander around, you'll hear some of your 
fellow Georges use words like "freak" when they're 
talkina about TrouDers. 1'11 warn vou riaht now to leave 

You see, we Troupers just love talking over the heads 

say it. When it comes from our lips, we're just saying 
we aren't like you Georges. I've never heard a George 
say "freak" who wasn't casting an insult, calling some- 
one a monster. And most Troupers have heard more 
than a lifetime's worth of that kind of bile. so if YOU 

label someone here a monster, George, you'd sure 
better mean it, because You're aoina to have to defend - -  
yourself. Are we clear? 

Tell you what, George. Let's make a game of our 
little encounter. We'll call it "How Long is Your Life?" 
Here, pick a card, any card, and put it back in the deck. 
If I can guess which card you picked, I promise we'll get 
you out of these parts, safe and sound. If I can't quess 
your card, we'll leave you here to face whatever 3end or 
foe has you running. Sound fun? Sound fair? Well, I 
think so! 

Hmm. Your card is , . . the Ace of Bones? Of course! 
You can breathe aqain, Georae: there was no chance of 
my getting it wron;. Just a &le puckery at your 
expense. Oh, don't worry; all my magic tricks are done 
with smoke and mirrors. 

Welcome to the Carnival, George. You can call me 
Tindal. I'm the main barker for our acts. at least those 
who could use a little extra drama. Oh, there's Profes- 
sor Pacali over there past that big tent. He's the barker 
for all the real freaks, but he and his cronies are bit 
skurrv. if YOU ask me. Just stick near me. and vou'll do 
ail right. . 

It's rnv iob to take the Georaes' comers and make 
sure they keep their greasy littie hands'to themselves. 
With my silvered tongue, I bring it all to life for them. I 
herd each group of Georges around the big ring, and 
generally show off about ten of our acts before I drop 
them off at the Hall of Horrors for the bia saueeze. The 

- I  

Hall of Horrors-now that's Pacali's crew. 
Tell YOU what: since it looks like vou miaht be stav- 

ing wit6 us awhile, I'll treat you to ;grand tour just f& 
one! It's a wonderful world we've made for ourselves in 
the Carnival. We have delights for all of the senses! 
Walk with me now, soak it all in; it'll do wonders for 
your spirits, George. 

Even if you ignore our performers--and I don't see 
how you could do that-we have endless colors to 
enchant the eyes. Look at our wagons, each one a work 
of art. even if we do cover them UD with our bia ban- 
ners. The wagons all belong to the Skurra, our-Vistani. 
And just behold those bombastic banners! Each canvas 
filled with amazing images to entice the imagination, 
each one a masterpiece! I mean, if I saw a portrait like 
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scent of motion and life itself! Why, I even like the smell 

d 

So, how is it that you came to this Carnival? Let me 
guess, it was a flyer, wasn’t it? I knew it! 

have no idea who it is that foresees our coming and 
nails up all those little handbills; as far as I can tell, not 
even lsolde herself knows1 But everywhere we go, at 
every single stop, at least a dozen flyers have been 
posted to announce our approach. I often ask around, 
but no one has ever seen the mysterious herald who 
acts as  our publicist. And yet sometimes a poster might 
appear in a spot that’s been left unwatched for no more 
than a heartbeat! 

Stranger still is where those flyers appear. Naturally 
we always find some in the expected spo t s -m the 
front door of a tavern, or on a post in the town square, 
for instance. But they also turn up in the most peculiar 
places. I know of one flyer that was discovered nailed to 
the wall outside a second-story bedroom window, and 

, another that mysteriously appeared inside a locked cell 
in a castle dungeon! 

Quite the eerie enigma, those sinister slips of paper. I 

I 

of those spitting, sputtering candlks that Wood‘n-Head 
makes for us. Who’s Wood‘n-Head, you ask? Patience, 
patience, you’ll meet him soon enough. 

to the alluring flavors of our exotic foods. Yes, that’s 
right; the food will cost you a few coins more, but it’s 
worth it. Every coin you spend repays you with a new 
wonderment! Everyone loves a foreign feast, and it’s so 
simple to produce. In fact, just between you and me, 
George, you’d be surprised how often whatever they sell 
as  cheap gruel in this town miaht be considered an out- 

Of course, not even Wood‘n Head‘s candles compare 

landish delicacy at the next. 
What’s that? Where’s our next stop? My, but you are 

in a hurry to leave this spot, aren’t you? As it happens, 1 
haven’t the faintest idea where we’re going. None of us  
do. Well, maybe the Skurra, or Isolde, but 1 doubt it. 
And lsolde is no more likely to tell you than the Skurra 
anyway. We Troupers talk about it quite a bit-the mys- 
tery of the road ahead-but none of us  has ever been 
able to find any rhyme or reason in where we go or 
when we go there. It seems lairly random to me, actu- 
ally. It could well be that not even the Skurra w h o  drive 
the wagons know where we’re headed next. 

But 1 have noticed this: Wherever we stop, some- 
thing always seems to happen that demands o u r  
attention. Maybe w e  offer a haven to some pathetic 
George like you, or maybe we  drop somebody off to 
make a fresh start. Sometimes we  give a needy 
Trouper a new home with us. or lsolde topples some- 
thing that needs toppling. On the other hand, some- 
times we just stop to buy fresh vegetables, so I 
wouldn’t read too much into it all. 

Hrmm? Ah, yes, the fifth sense. You want to know 
what we provide for that. Just use your imagination, 
George. Many secrets lie behind those curtains. Discov- 
ery has a price, of course, but I’ll say no more-it’s not 
exactly my end of the squeeze. 

- 
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And if you think that’s odd, you should consider 

the flyers themselves. Each is a masterpiece of the 
inker‘s art. I‘ve never seen two with identical letters or 
designs, so someone out there must be very hard at 
work. 

tions that fool the eye. Surely you’ve see one at 
some point in life. There’s one I particularly enjoy: 
Look at it one way, and it resembles a pretty maiden; 
look at it from a fresh view, and it looks just like a 
monstrous spider. The Carnival flyers seem to trick 
the eye in the same fashion, but at a much more 
powerful level. 

Everyone who looks at a particular flyer might see 
something completely different Some Georges might 
make out entire portraits of our performers, while 
others just see the word “Carnival” in weird script. 
Sometimes those phantom images fascinate the mind; 
sometimes they infect the soul with dread. But whatever 
it is the flyer shows, it always seems to pluck just the 
right heartstrings and lure the Georges to our camp. So 
I guess we should be giateful. 

However it is the flyers work, I wish I could meet the 
artist who creates them. I’m drooling to know how these 
blasted things tease at so much power without betray- 
ing the use of any magic. Hrmm? Well, of course I’m 
capable of detecting traces of sorcery! Yes, I know I told 
you all my tricks are done with mirrors. But you didn’t 
ask how those mirrors are used, did you? 

intriguing as I do. I‘ve seen her snatch them down from 
wherever she fmds them, and they never leave her look- 
ing particularly pleased. Why doesn’t she like them? 
Well, that’s just one of many things she keeps to herself. 
Try to ask her if you’d like; she won’t give you an 
answer. 

The flyers remind me of those clever little illustra- 

Anyway, I don’t think lsolde finds the flyers as 

Who’s Fanning th. Show? 
Yes, George, I heard you; you want to know more 
about Isolde, our beloved patron. How to describe 
her? Well, really, the Mistress of the Carnival is like 
one of those flyers: What you see depends on your 
point of view. 

actually know much about her-at  least not about her 
past or her true identity, assuming she’s hiding one. 
None of us do. Oh, we all have our guesses, but that’s 
all they are-little theories we’ve pieced together from 
whatever crumbs she drops. But if I were you, I wouldn’t 
trust anyone’s theories, not even mine. How about we 
just agree that lsolde is one of the most beautiful and 
generous women to ever walk these lands. And you’d 
do well to remember two things: She likes her privacy. 
And when she’s crossed, her vengeance knows no 
bounds. 

I mentioned that Isolde’s wagon is always parked in 
the center of the Carnival, but don’t think that she’ll be 
so easy to pin down. She’s rarely at home. In fact, 
lsolde is quite elusive; she tends to circle all around the 
camp, keeping a watchful eye on this and that. She 
moves around so much that sometimes I‘ve had 

Must you press the point? Very well, I confess: I don’t 
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Where do the Skurra get the wagons? It's not my 
business to ask. Frankly, the Skurra aren't my area of 

raise the Troupers above the throng, where they 
belong. Quite often we'll also install a side door in the 
wagon like the one you see there, so the Troupers can 
get "back stage" if they need to without having to get 
near the groping Georges. 

As I said, speed is a concern as  well. lsolde decides 
when it's time to hit the road, and she doesn't give 
much notice. Sometimes we need to pull stakes and go 
very quickly. In fact, with all the ropes and pivots we 
have hanging off these wagons, at a moment's notice 
we can just fold up the stage against the side of the 
wagon, wrap up the banners and canopies, throw our 
gear on top, tie it all off, and be gone in a flash! True, 
when the wagons are all packed up they do look a 
fright, but they do the job. 

needs, so we build whatever they require into their 
wagon, and that's not even including the,lock-boxes. 
Lock-boxes? Those are the caged wagons we use to 
contain particularly vicious exhibits. I have yet to see 
the creature that can bend the bars on a lock-box! 

But let me show you something special, George. 
This is my favorite feature, one we build into all our 

words, George. Most of them arrive 
ing one by one. That by itself is stra 
Vistani are typically a social bunch. 

that hideous paste. 
And they've all got uncanny powers-powers you 

might earn from a trip to the graveyard, if you catch 
my drift. For instance, I've noticed the Skurra seem to 
have a knack for knowing when lsolde wants to pull up 
stakes even before she's announced it. They also 
seem to have a way of knowing things about people 
that no other mortal could even guess, not even other 
Vistani. Watch out, because the Skurra exploit their 
knowledge of your dark little secrets whenever they 
feel it's necessary. What's more, all of them seem to 
share some sort of mental bond. If one of them spots a 
George who's trying to run from camp with a pilfered 
trinket from one of the booths, they all zero in on him 
as if they share the same thoughts. And all this with- 
out uttering a word1 

They never do utter a word, in fact. They're mute. 
I've never heard one make the slightest sound other 

And that's not all! Some of our Troupers have special 

So where are the ghosts? They are the ghosts! Oh, 
sure, some might disagree with me, but I know it's true. 
After all, at least one of their women came here after 
"escaping" the death squads in Invidia. Not likely is it? 
She made it out, all right, but I doubt she escaped those 

Try looking at the faces under those painted masks. 
It's not easy. That's because there are no faces, George! 
The Skurra, our faithful drivers, those harmless enter- 
tainers strolling through the Carnival while juggling 
knives and balls, are the restless spirits of Vistani who 
were murdered while apart from their tribes, and now 
they're unable to find their way home. Like so many 
other lost souls, they have come to lsolde and the Car- 
nival to find peace. And the wagons they bring and 
drive for us? Obviously, they are the very vardos these 
Vistani once lived in. 

Oh, so you think you know a ghost when you see 
one, do you? We'll see about that when I introduce you 
to the performers! At any rate, George, it's just a notion 
I cooked up. If you stick around long enough to come 
up with another one, I'd love to hear it. 

talking about the wagons. . . . 

to explain. Some of our Troupers like to wander 

Anyway, I've become rather sidetracked. We were 

Our main concerns are utility and speed. Allow me 





8 Even if you just do something stupid to some 
Georae, and that stuniditv comes back around and 

experience it firsthand later, let me assure you that this 
compartment is big enough to hold you. It’s no roomier 
than a coffin, but if it came to a choice, I think you’d 
rather we put you here than in a bone-box. No, we don’t 
build the secret compartments just for you Georges; 
they’re useful for all sorts of smuggling. . . . 

Yes, I did say “smuggling.” Don’t look so shocked, my 
little contraband. Might I remind you that one of the 
many goods we illegally smuggle around the Domains 
is you? Or I suppose you’d like me to believe that you 
sought refuge with us by sheer coincidence, notwith- 
standing we’re the only people who can fulfill your des- 
perate need to cross the border and escape this land. 
But of course. 

band of brigands! You still have so much to learn. 
The Georges don’t want us in their world, and for 
once we share their opinion. Their law is not our law. 
If lsolde approves of a profitable venture-rather, 
unless lsolde specifically forbids a venture-then it’s 
all right by us. lsolde has declared only two laws, and 
if you want to last long around here, you’ll take them 
both to heart. 
Law Number One: Do Your Part. We aren’t your ser- 

vants, George, and we aren’t here to pamper you. 
Every man in the Carnival carries his own weight, and 
every woman does the same. Remember, there are no 
free rides. 

There’s a lot of work around here, and we’re the only 
ones who are going to do it. If you’re a Trouper, you 
perform. That brings in money, and money buys sup- 
plies from the Georges. Even Troupers need to eat1 
Well, except for a few acts who can’t eat, so maybe 
that’s not the best choice of words, but you get my 
point, right? 

If you can’t perform, or if performing isn’t your 
only talent, then you do some other kind of work. 
You paint wagons. You cook up food at  one of our 
booths. You mend banners. Even if you don’t think 
you’re good at  anything, even if you happen to be 
the most useless waste of good meat that ever 
walked on two feet, we’ll find something you can 
do and put you to it. 

Of course, if you’re a tag-along with a fat purse, you 
might be able to cut a deal and just pay us for the privi- 
lege of our presence. That’s what many Georges like 
you end up doing if they want our help to escape a 
place. But one way or another, you’ll pay for the ride. 
Understood? Good. That brings us to . . . 
Law Number Two: Do No Harm. Now listen very, 

very closely, George, because if you ever choose to 
ignore this rule you’ll live to regret it, and I do truly 
mean that. lsolde has made this law very plain, so 1’11 
spell it out for you just as clearly: 
‘8 If you hurt a Trouper, you break the rule. 
8 If you bring harm to anyone under the protection of 

the Carnival-which includes Mongrels like yourself, 
by the way-you break the rule. 

Do we break the law? Clutch my heart, we’re all a 

That’s right, George. We all have to do our fair share. 

puts ihe Carnival in danger, you break the rule. 
And, yes, this rule even extends to the creeplings. As 
ugly and annoying as they might be, lsolde extends the 
same protection to those little beasts that she has 
extended to you and me. 

So what’s the penalty for breaking the rule? That 
depends. If all you do is lose your temper and strike 
someone in anger, you might not be harmed, but 
vou‘ll be outcast. and vou’ll never be able to come 

-r- 



from that point on, you’ll always be just another 
George. 

there’s nothing that can help you. Most of our Troupers 
had been beaten down from the day they were born, 
and the home they have here at the Carnival is the one 
good thing in their whole lives. If you sully their home 
with death, then every Trouper here has a lifetime of 
resentment and anger to unleash on you. 

well-rehearsed in performing a little act we call the 
Death of the Thousand Knives. Of course, that’s if 
you’re lucky. If lsolde catches you first, you’ll pray for 
the easy out we would have given you. Don‘t get me 
wrong. I’m not some bastard looking to bring you pain; 
that might have been me once, but not for a long time, 
thanks to the Carnival. But I don’t know you, George, 
and you must understand that this is not a game. In the 
last ten years, six people have brought death to the 
Carnival, and each time lsolde caught them before we 
could. If you want to know what she did to them, then 
maybe you should visit the Hall of Horrors sometime, 
and then think twice before you complain about the 
Twisting. 

I thought you’d ask. But you’ll leam about the Twist- 
ing soon enough, I promise you. In the meantime, just 
make sure you understand and obey our two rules, and 
you can pretty much do anything you want. So long as 
no one really gets hurt, lsolde doesn’t really care what 
we do to support ourselves. And yes, that does include 
the Georges. Not everyone here hates them, after all; we 
just like to keep them where we can see them. And the 
sad truth is that, if you hurt a George that hasn’t hurt 
you first, then you‘re no better than he is. 

We’ve got all kinds of rackets going; a little gambling 
here, a little smuggling there, a little . . . like I said, use 
your imagination, George. If no one gets hurt, then you 
can find it at the Carnival. 

But let’s say you kill someone--even a George. Then 

You should know that some of us in the Carnival are 

h, the sun is going down, and the last of 
the Georges are scurrying home to hide in 
their hovels. This is my favorite time of 
day; we set up the torches and the long 
tables and prepare for our nightly repast. 

Tell you what; before the Troupers call it a day, 1’11 
take you around and introduce you to some of our per- 
formers. Just like the wagons are the Carnival’s meat 
and bones, the Troupers are its heart and soul. Just 
step back and allow me to do what I do best. 

ate, to turn every little blemish into a grotesque 
extravaganza! The trick is remembering it’s all a 
matter of perspective; oddity lies in the eye of the 
beholder. Take the other Wisps, for example. They 
could walk past you on the street and you’d never 
glance at them twice, but put them up on a stage and 
allow to me to elucidate their most extraordinary 

The art of barking is to emphasize and exagger- 

chills down your spine. Bouncing wildly between 
extremes- that’s how you pull in the Georges! You 
use whatever act you showed them last to build on 
the shock of the next. 

You have to know your audience, too. Long before I 
joined the Carnival, in the very beginning, there was a 
wee little Trouper who stood no higher than a tabletop. 
His stage name was The World‘s Smallest Boy, and he 
was one of the originals, a survivor of the Puppet 
Show-may the Puppetmaster hang from his own 
strings. His whole career was built upon being the tiniest 
fellow you’d ever seen, and then one day the Carnival 
stopped at Mayvin, in Darkon. What do you know, but 
all of a sudden everyone in sight is his height! Those 
gnomes ruined his act! 

Sad ending to that story: The fellow retired from the 
Carnival on the spot, and as far as I know, he still lives 
up in Mayvin. It’s always sad when we lose a good 
Trouper to the Georges. Ten Georges strung together 
will never be worth a single Trouper. 

Now I’d like to introduce you to a few of my 
favorite acts. Troupers come in every size and shape 
imaginable, and as you’ll see, some of us veer precar- 
iously close to the unimaginable. One thing unites us, 
though, and that’s Isolde. One way or another, she’s 
saved each and every one of us from lives of misery. 
In some cases, the Georges imposed that misery. In a 
lot of others, lsolde pulled someone away from the 
dark path they’d been treading. 1’11 let you judge 
which of those two descriptions applies to our first 
performer. 

Every Trouper has a special stage name-something 
lurid to burn his description into a George’s minuscule 
mind-and this Trouper’s name is so fitting, you’ll guess 
it a s  won as you see him. So, without further ado, feast 
your eyes on . . . 

Behold this handsome young man: so tall and well- 
shaped, and with such a pleasing profile. Surely he has 
broken the hearts of many damsels! Ah, but I hear you 
gasp as he changes his pose. Don‘t be embarrassed 
everyone does when they see his flaw. 

That wriggling tumor growing along the left side of 
his face, that loathsome creature clinging to his neck 
and shoulder, well, it’s enough to turn a weak man’s 
stomach. And yet, we can’t help but look at it, can 
we? So go ahead and stare! Behold that singular lump 
of flesh with its limp, half-formed limbs, that drooling 
slash of a mouth, those wavering, mismatched eyes, 
and be glad you do not suffer the same companion! 
For that, my friend, is the Imp that the curious and the 
morbid pay to see! 

How did a young man of such pleasing demeanor 
come to be shackled to such a horror? Simple. It’s his 
brother. 

George, meet Claude. He’s the handsome one. 
You’ll find him a fast friend and an excellent listener, 
and when the Twisting gets its hooks in you, he’ll talk 

the worst of it. That semi-formed 





tun. Otherwise, they'llappear~useless -since.&ey 
can 0n.y affect C la~de 's  already powerless mind. 

The Imp's greatest weaknesses are alcohol and 
'other seddtives. His  tiny body simply cannot handle 
these substances. and for each exposure. the Imp 

penalty or pass out. At these times, Claude regains 
control, and until the Imp revives. Claude's insane 
rage is frped once more. Naturally. the Imp tries to 

. must make a saving throw vs. poison with a -6 

ill not hesitate t 

i. from thet day gn; t 
control Claude's body, pteten 
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This mountain of a man, with his mass of mammoth 
muscles, astounds the Georges daily with inhuman 
feats of strength. You’re probably thinking the Brute 
could crush your skull with his bare hands, and you’re 
entirely correct. In fact, for just five measly coppers you 
can buy a horseshoe that he’s twisted into a knot! A 
little squeeze for us, and for you a little sodething spe- 
cial to show the folks at home! 

Let me guess; you’re eyeing his mottled, warty 
skin, that bristly hair on the back of his hands, and 
you‘re wondering what lies beneath the executioner’s 
hood that covers his head. You’re wondering whether 
his face could be any more gruesome than his hulk- 
ing body. One word, George: tusks. You can see them 
poking out when he turns to the side. I keep telling 
him that his looks are an act all by themselves, but h- 
refuses to put his snout in the show! I kid you not, thf 
Brute’s face looks like the worst parts of a human, ar 
ape, and a boar all tied in a knot. But he insists that 
he’s considered ruggedly handsome back home, 
wherever that is. I shudder at the thought.‘Assuming 
he’s telling the truth, his homeland must be a long, 
long way from here, because I’ve traveled far, and I’ve 
never seen the likes of him before! 

The Brute’s real name is Tosk, by the way, but only 
the Imp calls him that. It just doesn’t seem to fit. He. 
wandered into the Carnival’s camp one foggy night 
about five years ago. He was pretty tough then too, 
but he wasn’t willing to go back out into those dark 
woods, so when we offered him asylum, he grudg- 
ingly accepted. Well, whatever strange place spawned 
him, apparently his people wander about in tribes, 
like the Vistani, and his tribe had a peckinb order tha 
I’d place second only to a pack of cur dogs. The 
Brute, delightful chap that he is, decided to carry this 
pecking order over to his new “tribe.” He had no 
problems taking orders from Hermos, or from anyone 
else he considered his equal in raw physicid power. 
But he was unapologetically cruel to anyone weaker 
than himself, and he absolutely refused to follow the 
commands of a “mere female“ such as  lsolde. His 
words, not mine. 

Of course that situation wasn’t going to llast long, 
and we all knew it. We were just waiting for lsolde to 
make her move. After a few weeks, the Brute was 
starting to make quite a nuisance of himself. Then at 
dinner one night, someone said something the wrong 
way, and before we knew it the Brute had his big ax out 
and was challenging someone-anyone-to fight him 
to the death. 

Naturally, it was lsolde who stepped forward. But 
she didn’t fight him, luckily for the Brute, No, she just 
clamped a hand down on one of his ample ears and 
hauled him off squealing into the night, far enough so 
we couldn’t see what happened next. We all thought 
the Brute was done for, and good riddance. But an 
hour later when lsolde strode back into camp, the 
Brute was tromping along behind her like a love- 
struck pup. I don’t know what she did to him out there, 
but he’s become so respectful of her, I might go so far 
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One last thing. Travel with us long enough, and you’ll 
hear two rumors about Silessa. The first is that she can 
spit venom, and the second is that she sheds her skin 
every spring. Well, I don’t care to learn about the 
former, and the latter is entirely none of my business. 
And it’s none of yours either, Stranger. Some things a 
lady is allowed to keep to herself. 

From draped in scales to imbedded with nails, I 
now present‘you with one of our most peculiar per- 
formers, better known a s .  . .  
No, he’s not dull-witted, my friends, but he likes this 
name just the same. Take a good look at this gangly 
young gent and see if you can guess his talent. Does his 
exotic garb provide a clue? His shaven head? Or per- 
haps those rings in his nose and ears? Ah, you’re get- 
ting warm . . . 

Wood‘n-Head is an peculiar sort, but he‘s hard to 
dislike. He truly has the Carnival spirit, and he revels 
in his own oddities. Some Troupers came to the Carni- 
val because they had nowhere else to go. Wood’n- 
Head stays with us because there’s nowhere else he’d 
rather be! 

Still haven’t guessed his act? Watch carefully. Yes, 
he’s about to tap that nail into his head. In fact, for just 

1 a single shining silver coin, you can tap a nail into his 
~ noggin yourself! 

Yeesh. Now he’s moving on to the truly grotesque. I 
hate it when he puts that pike in his eye. And I still 
get squeamish every time he throws himself on that 

1 bed of nails! You can imagine how the Reelers react. 
I Sometimes another Trouper steps in and helps with ’ the grand finale, strapping Wood‘n-Head into some 
torture device-the iron maiden is always a crowd- 
pleaser. No matter what, Wood’n-Head just keeps on 
grinning. He never winces, he never bleeds, and after 
the show is over, he never has any marks or scars at 
all! I must say, that’s just about all that separates his 
act from the torture sessions held daily in Falkovnia’s 
dungeons. 

What’s the trick? Excellent question, but it takes 
some explaining. Wood‘n-Head sought out the Carni- 
val back in 743. A few years before that, he was 
apprenticed to a reclusive alchemist in Valachan. Two 
things were true of this alchemist: H e  had devoted 
years to the creation of a potion meant to regenerate 
damaged tissue, and when he thought he had it right, 
he didn’t hesitate to force his unwilling young appren- 
tice to test it. 

So, the alchemist strapped Wood‘n-Head into a 
chair-of course, Wood’n-Head had another name 
then, but he never tells anyone what it was. Anyway, 
then his master forced this vile, greenish concoction 
down his throat. The result was a bizarre transforma- 
tion: Thanks to the potion, Wood’n-Head’s flesh could 
instantly and painlessly seal around any sharp object 
that broke through the skin, and he would heal the 
moment the obiect was withdrawn. Trernendousiv 
pleased with thkse results, the villain brewed up I 
another dose of his concoction and downe4it 

n 



and Wood‘n-Head no longer had a master. 
Lucky for us, he sought out the Carnival, and he 

loves to show off his special “talent.” It works out well 
for him too, because, between you and me, he didn’t 
have much of a future as an alchemist. True, he does 
brew up quite a few weak little elixirs-he likes to 
squeeze the Georges with a little medicine show after 
his body-piercing act. But I suspect that the truly com- 
plex formulas are simply beyond him. 

He won’t like my telling you this, but Wood’n-Head 
does still possess his master’s notes, including the for- 
mula for the miracle potion. Wood‘n-Head tries to 
keep that a secret. Still, word has gotten out, and over 
the years a few Georges have even managed to steal 
Wood’n-Head‘s notes long enough to brew themselves 
a dose. Naturally, they all died a bad death. Rumor 
has it that at least one of those brigands started to 
morph into some sort of gangly, green monstrosity 
before he met his end. 

Now, from the man who cannot die to the twin sister of 
Death himself, I invite you now to meet. . . 

I‘d better warn you, George, we always lose a lot of 
Reelers with this next Trouper, even the o 
didn’t flinch watching Wood‘n-Head im 
every sharp implement known,t 
our very own Living Skdeton, q 
foot-six-inches while weighing 
pounds. The low-cut g 
more of her bones withou 
you think? Shocking and 
way I like it1 You see that 
watching her heart beating against the inside of her 
ribs. Now, I’ll admit I have seen a few charamers wa 
ing about in worse shape than our Mola, but their 
hearts were no longer beating. 

ago, in Harlan. She wasn’t alone, though. She and her 
brother Rasulid were a couple of Mongrels from 
Rasherni- pair of pick-pock& tagging along with us, 
l i R i  coins from the Georges and running a few 
crooked games. As 
Georges too badly a 
Carnies, lsolde look 
didn’t care. 

Mola joined up with the Carnival 

you again, haven’t I? Wet), bhat’s what 

She was a ravewhaired beauty then, and Rasul 

that changed everything. The Twisting h a s  been a 
long, slow process for Mob a d h e r  brother: it took 
months for us to even r e a k e  it had set in. You see, 
Mola s 
lighter 
losing about six pounds a year. That’s where it gets 
a little skursy; she eats like a Wse! Still, she keeps 
losing weight, while her lazy brother never touches a 
bite and yet. . . . You know, 
cover Rasulid on your own. 
crew in the Hall of Horrors. 
miss him. 

MQla’S beauty has feded w a y  with the pounds, I’m 
afraid, but I think it’s for thebe6ter. She>didn’t deserve 
to be reduced to a p r w  in her bcothe 
lately he tends to ignore her. ORB o f t  
might even start to grow into her ow 
tively, of course. hut h r  now %he still goes running 
whenever her ta&master b 
a pity. 

courage, hold your loved-ones, and clutch your children 
tight, forour next Trouper is a vicious killer! Look i 
fear upon. . . 

ing weight. She’s about sExty pounds 
was when she arrived. And she’s still 

And now, from Beauty to 
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thoughts, too. The particularly peculiar part is that he 
fully believes that he's actually the person he's imitat- 
ing, completely forgetting who and what he really is. 
More than once, that has led to some very sticky 
situations! 

Fortunately, he doesn't truly steal people's identi- 
ties- he just borrows them for a time. No matter 
what he does or tries, those memories always trickle 
back to the true owner. And as the owner slowly 
regains his identity-or as  she regains hers, as  the 
case may be-poor Mister ? slowly returns to his own 
unsatisfying and featureless self. The process is diffi- 
cult for both of them. 

Well, it's always great fun to shock you Georges, but 
I know a certain question has been pinching your 
tongue since we met. Am I right? You want to know 
about me, and whether I'm Twisted like the others. 

Fair enough. Step right this way, and let me lead 
you to my miraculous mirrors. Yes, the quaint collec- 
tion of standing mirrors I keep leaning against my 
wagon here. Let your keen eyes study their distorted 
reflections, and tell me what you see. Tall and thin? 
Short and squat? Wriggling like a worm? Yes, my mir- 
rors can show you all of that. But look closely, George. 
Studv the Carnival in mv silvered alass. and tell me the - 
one king you don't see: 

That's right. You don't see me. That's why I'm called . . . 

My secret is revealed, as  if I ever kept it hidden. I am 
not just a mere barker, singing the Carnival's praises. I 
too am a Trouper, through and through, although in my 
subtle way you could call me a Wisp. My mirrors never 
lie, they just distort the truth, and as  they clearly indi- 
cate, I have no reflection. Lost my shadow as well when 
I came to the Carnival. 

Don't look so pale, George-I've already told you the 
Carnival has no undead. But do you know why vam- 
pires have no reflection? No? Sigh. I stilt have so much 
to teach. 

Some people believe that mirrors show not a reflec- 
tion of the real world, but rather offer a window into the 
realm of the spirits. Their theory is quite correct. Folks 
from Mordent are particularly detailed in their tales of 
the "Other Side," as  they call it, and they claim that 
everything has its equivalent in the spirit realm. Except 
for vampires, of course. No soul, no reflection, you see. 
That's because your reflection is actually a "fetch," your 
spirit double. Does the thought of every mirror, every 
reflective surface peering into an unearthly netherworld 
disturb you? Yes, I thought it might, but never fear. Your 
fetch won't cause you any problems . . . provided it 
likes sDendina a lifetime mimicking your every move, of - _ .  
course. 

You still look pervlexed, so 1'11 go back to the 
beginning of my'tale. It all started-with the mirrors. I 
created the warped reflections in the mirrors you now 
see here on display, using the simple trick of distort- 
ing the glass. But I wanted to do more-that's always 
been my weakness. I wanted to create mirrors that 

would show me wonders I'd never seen before. That's 
when 1 started to study the secrets of sorcery. You 
wouldn't know it from the simple little card tricks and 
handkerchief puckery I perform for the Georges now. 
but in my prime I was a masker of the occult art of 
illusion. I've since sworn off my true magic; it led me 
down a dark Dath. 











0, you're still wondering who lsolde really 
is. She has never come right out and con- 
fessed, and none of us risk asking. One 
should never pry into the privateaffairs of 
a lady, I like to say. Still, a man can't help 

but wonder. 

allthe rest of us and making their best guess. 
As a human possessing magical power, I like to 

frame lsolde along similar lines. Don't get me wrong. 
She's not just some mercenary with an enchanted 
sword-she's much more than that! But I'd wager my 
last two coppers she's flesh and blood, just like us. Well, 
iust like me, at any rate. I don't know YOU too well. 

hadn't simply "come." She'd been-"wiilingly sent." 
Never again has she been as  candid or as  talkative as  
she was that day. 

Hermos has always been fond of spouting little 
sDiritual lessons. and he has soun Isolde's simole 

her life to keep the Puppetmaster from pursuing the 
fugitives. 

Hermos told me, as he teiis everyone eventually, 
that he believes his old friend Marie sent Isolde. After 
Marie died, he claims, she found lsolde in the land of 
the dead and sent her back to watch over Hermos and 
his friends. So now we have lsolde as a ghostly 
guardian sent by the dearly departed. Gets you right 
here, doesn't it? 

Of course, I know there's more to lsoide then piay- 
ing shepherd to our flock. I've already mentioned the 
bit about how we travel-following a random yet 
highly fortuitous path-and how at any moment 
lsolde miaht tell evervone it's time to oull stakes and 

val is on the run. But I'ye also s e e i t h e  glint of a 
Dredator in her eves, and sometimes when lsolde 

keeps posting those fiyers; beyond that, I don't dare 
to guess. 

sent" here. it wasn't iust to Drotect a bunch of freaks. 

Without a doubt, she's our guardian angel, but don't 
make a fool of yourself by taking this notion too literally. 
The Skurra may hold precisely that opinion, but I don't 
buy into it. They're just picking at the same crumbs as 

. 
I will concede chis: The story I wait to be true, even 

if I can't entirely surrender to it, is the version Hermos 
tells his friends. Apparently, not long after lsolde first 
joined the Carnival, Hermos walked right up to her and 
directly asked why she'd come to protect the Troupers. 
Her response was quite fascinating: She said she 

siatement into quite the poignant fable, bless his ox- 
sized heart. According to the original Troupers of the 
Carnival 1' Morai, Hermos once had a friend named 
Marie. She was also part of the Puppet Show. In fact, 
it was she who told Hermos to lead the other Troupers 
to freedom, and then she stayed behind, surrendering 

feels as  if she's avoidina somethina. as  if the Carni- 

heclares it's timeto go, I think she's on the hunt. But 
hunting who? And why? Maybe whoever it is that 

Forgive my amusement over Hermos's fable, but I'm 
confident that, no matter why lsolde was "willingly 

Nonetheless, she does seem to find that task as 
worthy as  whatever she's really here to do, and we 
bless her for it! 

Some of Pacali's crew seem to blame lsolde for 
Twistina. i don't quite aaree with their thinkina. but it is 
strangethat she herselfkn't affected. At leasc'if she is 
affected in some way, nobodv can auess what it is. 
Once you see her, ybu'li know whail mean, she's that 
beautiful. But if the Twisting affects everything, even 
animals, even flowers, why would it leave lsolde 
untouched? 

It's a question we Troupers ask each other all the 
time. Most of us agree that the Twisting manifests 
one's inner flaws and foibles physically, so more than 
a few Troupers believe that lsolde simply has no inner 
flaws! They believe her heart is so pure that the Twist- 
ing can't get its hooks into her: she offers it no fail- 
ings to warp. 

Some of the others think lsolde herself is actually the 
source of the Twisting. As they put it, this is her form of 
justice. You might think that the Twisting is a horror, 
that it turns men into monsters; most of us don't see it 
that way. Men are already the very worst kind of mon- 
sters, George. Out there, in your world, true evils lurk in 
innocent guises, hiding their blackened and venomous 
hearts behind pretty faces and pleasing smiles. Here in 
the Carnival, lsolde has made everyone equal, and 
made everyone honest. If you have evil in your heart, it 
will show in your face. Be a monster on the inside, be 
made a monster on the outside. 

exolanation. We've never tested it. but it does seem 
Hrmm? That's right, Hermos's ghost story is another 

likkly that lsolde would be immune to the Twisting if she 
were a spirit. and thus had no flesh to twist. The same 
theory goes for the Skurra, if you believe it. 

What do I think? That's clever, George. You're right, I 
don't believe any of those stories. My best guess? I'd 
wager that lsolde has been affected by the Twisting, but 
she's hidden it somehow. Honestly, have you ever seen 
anyone as perfect as  she? Perhaps, just perhaps, the 
lsolde everyone knows so well isn't the real her-just 
some powerful illusion. . . 

. _IIL. 
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reetings, giorgio. Sit here, before me. 
There is no time to find somewhere else 
to stay. The Carnival must move on, and 
if you leave this vardo you surely will be 
left behind. Even now, the Mists arise to 

hide our passing; do you not see them licking at the 
windowpane3 

Of course I know why you have come to me. I am 
called Madame Fortuna, am I not? I am Vistani, am I 
not? It is not the giorgios’ truth that we gypsies all tell 
fortunes? Pah. Do not embarrass us both with your 
feeble attempts to understand my people. Just sit, and 
listen. You may remain here with me while we travel 
through the Mists. You can feel the vardo’s motion 
already, can you not? 

I suppose you would like me to pass the time by 
reading your palm or telling you the secrets of your 
fate. Pah. Do not fool yourself. Indeed, I can see 
beyond sight, but such power is wasted on your kind. 
You giorgios are so easily fooled; it is your face I read, 
as  much as your fortune. I tell those who come to me 
what they want to hear, or what they need to hear if I 
deem them worthv. But the whole truth is wasted on 
giorgios. 

The deck of cards before me? Simole tricks and 
props to fool your credulous eyes. Puckery, the 
Troupers call it. Yes, I do possess a true tarokka deck, 
but its powers are draining, and 1’11 not waste them on 
frivolous questions. 

So no, I will not read your fortune. But I sense such 
is not your true desire. You do not wish to learn about 
the future, for your eyes are filled with the glint of 
other questions. You are seeking knowledge of your 
present, and of the Carnival’s past. You wish to know 
about the Twisting, and about Isolde. And you wish to 
know more about the Skurra-why their faces, unlike 
my own, are painted white, and why their lips never 
utter a sound. 

But all these questions pale before the mystery of 
me. You wish to know how I read palms, and how I can 
meet your gaze when all I have for eyes are fathomless 
pits that admit no light. Pah. Do not fear offending me, 
giorgio; you are not capable of it. I will tell you all the 
truths you need to know. Or only those you wish to 
hear. if vou orefer it. 

-William Congreve 
The Double Dealer 

skurra-vera, the mask of paint that protects my kin 
against the Twisting. But it also separates them. The 
Vistani are not truly accepted by your so-called 
Troupers, as they call themselves. In their hearts of 
hearts, the Carnival’s folk are still just giorgios. Like 
all of your kind, they neither understand nor embrace 
my people. 

It became plain that one of us  would have to forgo 
our protective enchantments. One of u s  would have 
to suffer the  effects of the Twisting so that we could 
have a voice that all could hear. I was chosen to be 
that voice, and the  Twisting claimed my eyes, yet it 
granted me the ability to see what others cannot. Now 
I am the voice of the Skurra. The Troupers have 
accepted me, and they gave me the name 1 offer to 
you now. Yet 1 am alone, no longer truly Skurra, and 
yet not one with the Troupers. 1 am simply Madame 
Fortuna, teller of fortunes, truth.speaker for my 
people, and a Mongrel, lik- vnu. 

No, child, 1 will not tell 
truth you do not need to k 

i v  true nam at is a 

, .  
Even without eyes, I can see all that I need to see. 

When I came to the Carnival, I was not as  I appear 



also reputed tohave the ability to open gates h t ,  
w:ll allow their caravans to travel from world to . . 
world. Within Ravenloft. the Vistani are reputed to  be. 
the only people who can predict where the Mists will 

Before Maaame Fortuna came to the C 
she was a member of the Corvara tribe of 

possible for her to see some forms of magic as 
well; she has hinted in the past that she can see  
the pearly sword lsolde carries. However, Madame 
Fortuna i s  completely b.ind to nonllvcng items and 
creatures. including the undead and magical con- 
s t r u c t ~  such as Mister ?, 

When interacling with Gorges, Madame F 
is often cryptic and deceptlve. 

Madame Fortune, human female, 9th-level thi 
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Ko'se can be dangerous' companion, h9 
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%with now was born in rmorai, the one city it will never 
visit amain. 

J 

.... - 
You know that Hermos, the giant, led his people into 

the Mists, seeking freedom. Perhaps you also know that 
these Troupers found themselves in Darkon, the land now 
called Necropolis. They had hoped to find a new home, 
and to live among the giorgios. Pah. Yes, many came to 
see the performers. And yes, they dropped their coins in 
the hat, and they laughed at the Troupers’ antics. It did 
the Troupers’ hearts good to hear laughter. But that 
laughter faded as soon as Hermos asked whether he and 
his friends could stay in the giorgios’ city. 

Then Hermos and his friends were no longer called 
entertainers. Suddenly, they were “freaks” and “mon- 
sters” who had to be driven away from “normal, 
decent” men and women. Hermos and his friends had 
fled the torment of I’Morai only to find themselves 
despised and treated like dogs. But I choose m y  words 
badly, for dogs would have been treated much better. 

And then the very land shook, and giorgio and 
Trouper alike thought that the end of the world had 
come. Angry clouds filled the skies, and when they 
cleared, the stars had changed. It was the Great 
Upheaval, and it struck terror into the hearts of 
Hermos and his band. They fled Darkon, hoping to 
escape the hatred and the tremors in a new land. 

They chose their new home very poorly. ARer the 
Upheaval had ended, they fled into Falkovnia, and there 
they would have been enslaved or killed, had lsolde not 
rescued them and decided to remain as their patron. A 
new Carnival formed under the banner of she who 
offered her protection and accepted nothing in return. 
But this was still not the Carnival as it is today. 

It was soon after lsolde arrived that the Twisting 
began, and not long after that came the first of my 
people-the first of the Vistani. Her name was Ara- 
bela. and she had abandoned her tribe. Perhaps she 
crossed paths with the Carnival by chance; perhaps it 
was fate. But in the instant Arabela first saw Isolde. 
she recognized Isolde’s true power. and offered her 
allegiance. It was Arabela who created the Skurra 
paints to protect herself from the Twisting, and i t  was 
Arabela who first sought out other mortu. to bring 
them into the Tribe of None. 

who should be speaker for her people is instead ten 
years dead, struck down by an assassin who came to 
the Carnival asKing to join as a Trouper. Why did he 
do this? I cannot say, but do not worry, giorgio. The 
assassin did not escape, and he was judged by the 
Law of the Carnival-by the Law of Isolde. Even 
though we Vistani shook our fists and tore at our 
clothes, demanding vengeance, lsolde herself deliv- 
ered the punishment. 

We could not have inflicted a more deserving fate 
upon him. That black-blooded villain is still here, you 
understand. He was the first of-pah. It is an ugly 
matter. I need not tell you of it, not when the Trouper 
called Pacali can simply show you. But know this truth: 
Killing Arabela did not kill the Skurra. One by one, 
more of my mortu kin arrived, and when there were 
enough to guide the wagons, the Carnival became as 

And then it was Arabela who died. Yes, giorgio. she 

today. 
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Now you have the knowledge you need to under- 
stand the true nature of Carnival, or at least to begin. 
It is time for you to learn why the Carnival is not 
merely a traveling collection of the unwanted. What is 
your next card? Ah, the Mists, of course. Then that is 
where I shall begin . . . 

For many years now, the Carnival has traveled, wan- 
dering down a road which has no end. When we make 
camp, we stay only a day or two, and never more 
than a week, lest the Twisting begin to seep into the 
soil. Then lsolde declares it time to move on, and we 
Skurra lead the wagons into the Mists, as we have 
done this night. lsolde never directs our path, and we 
never set it; we simply follow the unseen currents. In 
our many years of travel the Carnival has visited all 
four corners of the world, and many lands thought 
lost in the Mists. 

Isolde has vast power, but there are things in the 
night even she has cause to fear. When she senses one 
of these terrible dangers is near, she can order the 
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Isolde’s power stretches further than ev 
haps you have been told that lsolde is the 
the Twisting. This is true, and yet she doe o is about to stop, and the 

is time for us to part as well. 
my revelations. You do not believe 

vera, of course. lsolde causes this reactio 
fights it too, seeking to protect us. It is th 
that creates the Twisting. If lsolde were to 
protection, everything around her would w 

understand &e justice of Isolde. And you may find your 
own truth about her, different from mine. This does not 
surprise me; we all see what we choose to see. 

You doubt my tale? Perhaps you do not believe that 
an angel would freely come to our land of Mists. Ah, 
you are quite correct. No celestial being would ever 
willingly enter this existence of pain and suffering, but 
lsolde did not come here willingly. She allows the 
Troupers to keep their pretty view of her to assuage 
their fears, while in truth, she has fallen from grace. 

What must lsolde have done to be cast down fro 
her lofty heights? It must have been terrible indeed, 
but it is not our place to demand answers from a 
being of such power. lsolde has been cast out by her 
kind, and she has been claimed by the Mists, but that 
does not mean the embers of her virtue have died out 
entirely. The flames of goodness are not easily 
drowned in one such as she. She has sinned in the 
past, yes, but she is not like the other masters and 
lords in this realm. She does not wallow in her own 
depravity as they do. 

of her path to redemption. Just as she was cast out 
from her kind, she now offers a haven to others like 
herself. She offers protection for those who have 
nowhere else to go. She seeks out those who have 
fallen into shadow, those who have lost their way, and 
sees that they do not wander down the path of evil as 
she must have done. By saving these mortals, by 
saving us all, she hopes to redeem her virtue. And 
when she does, this existence will be able to hold her 
no longer. When she is freed, those who have served 

No, lsolde is not damned, for she has not lost sight 
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Rornw has latched on to PacalYkqlie'sC 
destroy Isolde. He desperately bdieves tha 
helping the Professor destroy a "demon," h 

lo his ancestral home and once again liYe a life of 
petty self-gratification 

The Geek is immune to all ingested poisons, and 
he can identify such poisons oy taste. The Twisting 
has given him a aangerous bite, a11 the betkr  to 
gnaw on his inedible meals. When he sinks his <e&h 
into something, or sorneonc, he inflict3 d4 points of 
dqnage. Because of the rancid meals he ingests. his 

poison or suffer a debilitating disease, as detai 
under the 3rd-level priest spell cure disease. 

Roman Olzanlk, human male. 0-level: AC 10: 
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dius. This blo 
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I i r s  in the mjrror world, and now h r  must 

nd with his reflection is severed, and the 
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When these fetches break [ h e  bund between 
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andard Ravenloft fetches are visible as 

nately t hey  only c a n  emerge only to attack 
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rhat speciflc individual. (Tindafalus does pos 

e . )  While the fetch is outside the mirror world 
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i th a successful attack, the fetch drains one 

s place in  the real world. For all practical 
the characler doesn't change, except that 
takes on a Chaotic Evil alignment. Unlike 
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airon strings, and if lsolde becomes award that 
Tindafalus is here, she may well have the power to 
destrov him even while he is traDDed the soirit world. To 
save kmself, Tindafulus must rdmove lsolhe from the 
eauation. I think vou can see how his interests intersect 
wi’th ours. 

Tindafulus is an invaluable SOY for the cause. Not 
even lsolde can detect him, for’t6e simple reason 
that he doesn’t reallv exist: he’s iust a trick of the 
light. I’ve learned a host of illuminating truths about 
the Carnies through his assistance. Sadly, we’ve 
never been able to closely watch lsolde herself. 
Tindafalus can only see those parts of our world 
reflected in mirrors. There no reflective surfaces 
within Isolde’s wagon, and she never tarries before a 
mirror anvwhere else. Because Tindafulus can see 

ack into the world of LLlc dving, he must face Tmdal 
aain. His dilemma is that Tindal now clings to Isolde’s 

through virtually any uncloaked mirror, he acts as my 
undetectable messenger, the liaison who carries mes- 
sages shared by me and my special ally outside the 
Carnival. 

So now you’ve met my allies. Not quite a ten-in- 
one, but still respectable, I should think. Now it is 
time for you to learn that this quest to destroy lsolde 
is no game. We run a terrible risk by opposing Isolde. 
Those who harm her servants, and those who dare 
betray lsolde herself, are subject to Isolde’s stygian 
justice; they are transformed. The Twisting warps and 
wrenches their bodies beyond all recognition, and 
they become. . . 

adies? Gentlemen? It’s time our new 
friend saw the creatures behind our ring 
of curtains. It is time to behold the 
squirming flesh which weeps at the 
bottom of the pit. 

Tindal calls these wretched creatures the “freaks of 
the freaks, the monsters of the monsters.” Don’t worry, 
Stranger, these aberrations of nature are quite secure in 
their lock-boxes. The Abominations can’t escape unless 
some poor fool opens their cages. For now, try to tear 
your eyes away from the horrors surrounding you and 
observe the mass of roiling, noisome flesh filling the 
bottom of this dank pit. This creature is a true horror, is 
it not? So malformed. so shapeless, one would never 
even know that it was originally human. 

Oh, yes, Stranger, these Abominations displayed in 
the cages around you were also once all as human as 
you or 1. That abhorrent mound of living despair at 
the bottom of this pit was the first of their kind to 
change; the first of Isolde’s most horrid victims. I 
knew him. indirectlv. for he was once a friend of mv 

I. 

anonymous ally. 
Allow me to explain how he attained this dreadful 

state. It was shortiy after the Grand Conjunction-you 
miaht know it better as the Great Upheaval-that my 

outcast Vistani to serve her wicked ends. He souaht to 
sever this unholy compact before it made lsolde i n  
even more formidible menace. Mv allv recruited a 
champion, and this champion slew Aiabela, the first of 
the Skurra. Sadlv. the champion failed to accomDlish 
his task before habe la  hadcreated the masks dr 
creeping paint that Isolde’s minions have used ever 
since to recruit more of their fallen kind. 

Even more deplorable, my ally’s champion was cap- 
tured by lsolde and suffered her wrath. Death would 
have been far too kind a punishment for her to mete 
out. This horror incarnate you see below, this flesh gone 
mad, is the price that the champion paid for his valor. 
He became the first of the Abominations, but as you will 
scan see, he was hardly the last. 

The Hall of Horrors is now home to six Abomina- 
tions, each one more hideous and inhuman than the 
other. The remaining five are secured in the lock- 
boxes now, behind the ring of curtains all around you. 
I can only pray that their minds have been destroyed; I 
cannot bear to contemplate the suffering these poor 
souls must endure if they remain aware that they are 
forever trapped within such repulsive, inhuman flesh. 
Sadly, I fear that if any shred of thought does remain, 
it is the memory of what they once were, and the 
knowledge of what they are now. Undoubtedly Isolde 
would consider that torture far too exquisite to forgo. 

Over the years, six individuals have betrayed the 
Carnival and suffered Isolde’s wrath. I knew two of 
them before their fall, and I do not vouch for their 
character. Take that hunched monstrosity there-the 
one with the three interlocking jaws and the boneless 
legs. I found him to be a particularly objectionable 
individual, and perhaps when he passes to his eternal 
judgment, he might even deserve damnation. But he’s 
not dead, and that’s the point. lsolde has chosen to 
bring the damnation of the afterlife to the mortal 
realm. She i s  creating a living hell, and you are stand- 
ing in its blackened heart. 

For now, lsolde has restrained herself to completely 
ruining the bodies only of those who have offended 
her. Naturally. If she were to simply start dissolving 
people a t  her whim, she would risk losing her throng 
of faithful, more than sixty seryants strong. But the 
desire is there, I assure you. We are slowly being 
Twisted by the same force which created these 
hideous monsters. Look closely at the Abominations, 
Stranger; observe their seeping flesh. As you examine 
them, let this thought play in your mind. Unless Isolde 
is destroyed, unless some hero steps forward to do 
what must be done, then when you look upon the 
Abominations, you look upon your own future. 

Your education is now complete. The lecture is 
over, and it:$ time for a test. I take grave risk in 
broaching this topic with you, Stranger, but I believe I 
can trust you. It’s time for us  to reveal 

ameless ally first learned of Isolde‘s foul presence. To 
is horror, he also discovered that she was recruiting 
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his section outlines five adventures. The 
scenarios represent a series of intermit- 
tent meetings with the Carnival, which 
you can weave into an existing campaign. 
Together, these little tales create a “sub- 

Dlot” that unfolds over time. buildina a relationshio 
between the heroes and the Troupe&, and perha& even 
with lsolde herself. 

By the time these scenarios have been played out, 
many of Isolde’s deepest secrets will be laid bare. (See 
the summary on page 64.) However, lsolde never 
reveals all her secrets, and as DM, should you avoid 
giving away every mystery concerning the Carnival’s 
mistress and her followers. For best effect, the Carni- 
val should always retain some of its dark mystique 
and inherent contradictions. Heroes who come to the 
Carnival seeking monsters will surely find them, but 
those seeking allies will find them too. Often it can be 
hard to tell the difference. The preceding chapters 
have presented several viewpoints on the Carnival, but 
ultimately, you are the only legitimate source of the 
“real truth”: the Carnival is whatever you wish it to be. 

Recommended for leueis 1 to 3. This aduenture intm- 
duces heroes to the Carniual and kicks offa campaign. 

Background: The plot takes place in a small vil- 
lage-preferably a hero’s “home.” Every year for the 
last few decades, a tribe of very pale little bandits has 
pestered this place. They strike at night, stealing ani- 
mals from outlying farms for a week or two, and then 
move on. Locals call these creatures the Night People. 

This year, something’s new: The bandits are nastier, 
and they’re not leaving. Moreover, Carnival flyers have 
mysteriously appeared, posted on some homes and 
businesses. Paranoia is growing. Some villagers believe 
the flyers mark those who are secretly in league with 
the Night People. The worst target of their suspicion is 
Blasse, a 16-year-old albino girl who works at the inn. 

Blasse was abandoned at the inn as an infant. The 
innkeep and his wife let her stay, raising her to be a 
good maid. She is very shy and withdrawn, even a little 
“touched,” perhaps. Village boys tease her, while others 
simply keep their distance: no one truly understands the 
condition that makes her hair white, her skin ghostly, 

-Edgar Allen Poe I The Conqueror Worm (1843) 

and her eyes pink. The girl rarely leaves her home. 
For years, some folk who’ve glimpsed the little white 

Night People have suggested that Blasse is one of their 
kind (though decidedly taller). When the innkeep’s wife 
found a flyer in Blasse’s room, even she grew fearful. 

Revelations: The “Night People” are bakhna rakhna, 
a race of thieving albino goblins. What they lack in 
courage, they make up for with steath and basic cun- 
ning. Blasse has no connection to them, but she is the 
cause of their angry raids. A goblin spied her this year, 
and now all of them believe that one of their own kind 
has been enslaved. 

The phantom flyers have no direct link to the Night 
People; the goblins don’t even know they exist. The 
flyers simply herald the coming of the Camival. 

Complications: On the day Blasse‘s flyer is discov- 
ered, heroes awake to fmd a flyer in their roan  too. 
Blasse cannot explain how she got the flyer. Fear grips 
the town. 

The heroes overhear some villagers planning to 
lynch Blasse at dawn (they fear  her “power” is stronger 
at night). If the heroes urge Blasse to flee, she refuses, 
whispering that “her suitor” will rescue her. She won‘t 
describe him, though. (During her life, only me person 
has made Blasse feel wanted she secretly met a myste- 
rious gentleman caller.) If the heroes try to “kidnap” the 
girl, they meet the goblins, who have plans of their own. 

Quick-minded heroes may try to capture some Night 
People, intending to use them to prove Blasse’s inno- 
cence. Unfortunately, the goblins do consider Blasse to 
be one of them, mistaking her height for greatness. They 
want Blasse as their queen, and intend to “rescue” her. 
Moreover, capturing a goblin is challenging; Night 
People flee from conflict and hide very well. To solve this 
problem, a female hero could act as bait, disguising her- 
self as Blasse: a douse of flour would do. Crafty heroes 
also might use Carnival flyers to entrance the creatures. 

Resolution: When dawn comes, a mob of thirty- 
some villagers moves into action, determined to lynch 
Blasse. If she’s home, her guardians hand her over with- 
out a struggle. The villagers are beyond reason and 
drag the girl to a tree, where they slip a rope around her 
neck. (If the heroes have spent the night hunting, they 
arrive just in time to see this.) Saving Blasse is not 
easy: the heroes should be hard-pressed to deal with an 
entire mob (some of whom mav be friends or familv). 
The likely outcome: some hemes will be overwhelmed, 
while the best fighters manage to reach Blasse just as 
the rope goes taut and she jerks into the air, twisting 
and writhing. A hero might be able to get under her feet 
to support her. 



Just then, a single blade spins out of nowhere and 
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slices cleanly through the rope. Blasse drops to the 
ground, coughing and gasping. A frightened murmuring 
begins as  people turn to peer in the direction from 
which the blade was thrown. All eyes fall on a new trio 
of strangers, who arrive with the dawning sun. 

lsolde stands flanked by two men, her eyes seething 
with rage. A glowing sword hangs at her side, and the 
two men (the Blade Brothers) twirl throwing knives in 
their hands. Their faces are white with skull-like 
designs. 

lsolde draws her sword and strides forward. When 
she reaches Blassse, she holds out her hand, simply 
saying, "This is no longer your home. I can give you a 
new one." 

Blasse looks frightened, but remarkably, she takes 
Isolde's hand and the pair begins to leave. Passing the 
heroes, lsolde pauses. If it's appropriate, she gives the 
heroes a nod of appreciation and a Blade Brother 
motions for them to follow (assuming you wish it). If the 
heroes do not follow immediately, or if they failed to 
help Blasse, they will not find the Carnival this time. 
lsolde and her companions slip into the woods, and 
when the heroes track them, the Carnival already will 
have moved on. 

Bakhna rakhna (20): AC 7; MV 6; HD 1; hp 5 THACO 19; 
#AT 1; Dmg ld4  (stick); SA poison; SD stealth, immune 
to poison; SW sunlight; SZ S (3' tall); ML average (10); 
Int low (6); AL N E  XP 175. 

Notes: Each bakhna rakhna carries ld6  sharpened, 
poison-coated sticks that can be wielded like daggers or 
fired from small bows. Struck targets must save vs. 
poison with a -3 penalty or be paralyzed for Id4 turns. 
When exposed to light, a bakhna rakhna must make a 
successful saving throw vs. spell or fall into fits for ld4 
turns. Bakhna rakhna can Hide in Shadows and Move 
Silently as thieves with 70% ability. Each can also cast 
passwall four times a day, and can cast silence, 15' 
radius twice a day. 

Aftermath Blasse is a useful character; if the heroes 
have a series of encounters with the Carnival, they can 
observe how she slowly and subtly becomes a Trouper. 

The Vampiress, Amelia, takes Blasse under her wing 
and invents a persona: "The Ghost Girl." Dressed in 
veils of whisper-thin black silk to emphasize her spec- 
tral appearance, Blasse shares the stage with Amelia for 
a time, and they become friends. Blasse never speaks 
of the gentleman caller, though she still yearns for him 
and hopes that one day he will find her. 

When the Twisting first takes hold, blotches appear 
on Blasse's skin. Blasse is horrified and Professor Pacali 
reveals the "truth"; he makes her believe that she and 
all the other Troupers are cursed by Isolde. 

theories surrounding the "fiend" Isolde, but she begins 
to trust him, and follows wherever he leads. She hopes 
to reoain the amearance her "suitor" had found so 

Blasse doesn't understand Pacali's complex mystical 

adventure), she will have a 90% chance of going unde- 
tected, provided she remains perfectly still. 

Blasse, 0-level human female: AC 10; MV 12; hp 3; 
THACO 20; #AT 1; Dmg by weapon; S A  surprise; 
SD camouflage; SZ M ML steady (1 1); Str 9, Dex 11, 
Con 10, Int 11, Wis 12, Cha 7; AL N. 

Notes: Because she's albino, Blasse suffers a -1 
penalty to all die rolls while exposed to bright lights. 
She remains a timid character, unlikely to behave 
aggressively. 

Recommended for levels I to 3. Features "Wood'n-Head"; 
see Chapter One for story details. 

Background In a village surrounded by deep, wild 
forest, the heroes meet Garmen, a trapper with a 
bizarre story. Early that mornidg, he discovered a 
green, gangly forearm in one of his bear traps. The 
arm ended in a clawed hand. When the bizarre 
appendage began to writhe and twitch, he fled. When 
he mustered the courage to look again, the trap stood 
open, and it was empty. 

alchemist called Dyak announces thar a gangly green 
cteature killed his partner, Munter, in the woods. Dyak 
asks the heroes to track and kill "the lurker." offerina 

The villagers laugh at this crazy tale-until an 
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them 100 gp each. 
Revelations: Dvak is Ivina. His Dartner isn't dead- 

thanks to a magical exphriment. hk has become the 
creature that lost its arm. And that creature still lives. 

The Trouper called Woodn'-Head owns some 
alchemy notes describing a regenerative potion. Only 
he has the complete notes, but Dyak and Munter 
managed to purchase a partial copy from a third 
party and started brewing. Neither man would drink 
the results themselves; then Dyak secretly "spiked" 
Munter's food. 

When nothing terrible seemed to happen, Dyak con- 
fessed his actions. Shocked but curious, Munter tested his 
condition: He cut his palm. The wound swiftly healed, but 
the flesh became mottled and rubbery. Munter watched 
helplessly as this new, alien flesh began to spread up his 
arm. A s  he fled into the woods, half mad with fear, his 
entire arm changed, becoming long, green, and spindly. 
Munter tried to tear off the arm in a bear trap, but the sev- 
ered limb pursued him and reattached itself. 

Now Munter's transformation is nearly complete; he's 
becoming a troll. His sanity is fading. With each day, his 
thoughts become more limited, focusing only on matters 
of hunger and revenge. Meanwhile, Dyak hopes the 
heroes will kill Munter before Munter kills him 

Complications: ARer a day or two on the hunt, the 
heroes have discovered animal carcasses, but no 
"lurker." In the village, the phantom flyers appear, and 
then the Carnival itself arrives. Dyak lies, claiming that 
he has seen the lurker in a flyer, beside a man with a 
spike through his head. He urges the heroes to help him 
investigate the Carnival. (In truth, he has heard of the 
leaendarv Wood'n-Head. and he haves to steal the 

- .. 
alluring. 

As time Dasses. Blasse's bodv slowlv becomes trans- 

original &xir formula.) 
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Naturally, the heroes catch Wood'n-Head's act. 
Tinda! is the barker, and the Brute assists. When Tindal 
asks for a "volunteer" who can handle a sword, Dyak 
urges a hero to answer (offering money or making a 
"friendly wager" if necessary. Don't force the action, but 

needs adjustment.) 

the heroes do find the lurker's trail, they discover it 
leads to the Carnival! 

The party catches up with Munter just as Munter 
finds Dyak. If the heroes protect Dyak, lsolde arrives 
just moments after they have slain or subdued the 
"troll." 

If the heroes do nothing, the Trouper guarding 
Dyak turns a blind eye to Munter's attack. After that, 
Munter runs amok in the camp until lsolde puts him in 
a lock-box. 

Freshly dead or still alive, Munter holds the key to 
saving Wood'n Head (a mere drop of his blood). As for 

if a hero doesn't step forward, the story is either over or 

When the hero is onstage, Tindal explains that he or 

Dyak, human male, W5 (eremite): AC 1 0  MV 12; 
hp 16; THACO 1 9  #AT 1; Dmg by weapon; SA spells; 
SD spells; SZ M (5'10"); ML steady (12); Str 10, Dex 
12, Con 13, Int 16, Wis 9, Cha 11; AL NE. 

Spells (prepared potions) (4EW): armor. burning 
hands, spider climb, unseen servant: strength, locate 
object; wraithform. 

Munter (troll): AC 4; MV IL; HD 6+6 hp 45; THACO 1.3; 
#AT 3 or 1; Dmg ld4+4/ld4+4/ld8+4 or by weapon 
+8; SA potions; SD regeneration; SZ L (9'); ML steady 
(1 1); Int average (1 0); AL CN; XP 1,400. 

Munter regenerates 3 hp per round until healed. Only 
damage inflicted by fire or acid damage does not regen- 
erate. An attacker can sever Munter's limbs with a natu- 
ral20 attack roll when using an edged weapon; severed 

But it is not part of the show. As Tindal hustles the 
other Georges away, the Brute grabs the volunteer, and 
other Troupers swarm the heroes with daggers drawn. 
lsolde steps in, halting them with a simple "Wait" as she 
eyes the adventure party. If the heroes faced the Night 
People, she curtly adds, "I remember you." 

lsolde picks up the decapitated head and asks it 
what happened. Shockingly, it answers, the lips silently 
working to form words. lsolde understands; Wood'n-Head 
exonerates the volunteer, but there's still a problem: he 
fears he cannot survive this injury. His body lies twitch- 
ing and quivering, and the wound has sealed shut. 

A Carny member suggests they cut him again and 
attempt a rejoining, but lsolde says this may kill him. 
Wood'n-Head reluctanty describes his notes to Isolde, 

Notes: Starting three rounds after suffering damage, 

study (perhaps with help from a heroic mage), a poten- 
tial remedy is deciphered. There's a hitch the formula 
requires the blood of a regenerating creature, and 
Wood'n-Head's own plasma won't do. (Of course, no 
Trouper would ever suggest using the Abominations.) 

missing. Troupers blame the heroes, but lsolde declares 
them innocent and says the heroes can g o o r  they can 
help track the wizard behind the unseen seruant. 

While searching the woods, the heroes find Dyak in 
hiding. H e  has Wood'n-Head's notes, and the slightest 
intimidation prompts him to confess all. He offers to 
pay the heroes to help him just before lsolde appears. 
If the heroes do not volunteer the right information, a 
fear-filled Dyak proclaims that Munter could provide 
the blood needed to save Wood'n-Head. Dyak is 
taken captive. lsolde promises judgment at the end 

Recommended for leuels 3 to 5. Features Mister ?; see 
Chapter One for details. 

Background This adventure works best if the heroes 
know the Troupers. The Carnival sets up camp near a 
city, and after a successful day of business, moves on,::, 
At the next stop, a problem becomes evident: Mister 2 
is gone, and a naked male amnesiac is tied up in his 
vardo. 

Troupers ask the heroes to go back to the city with, 
the amnesiac and set things right, sending a Skurra or 
two along as  drivers and assistants. (If the heroes aren't 
with the Carnival, they may simply encounter the 
Skurra in the city, who hope to switch the amnesiac f& 
Mister ?.) 

Revelations: Discovering the identity of the amne- 
siac won't be hard; back in the city, everyone recog- 
nizes him as  Reinold Ardezie, captain of the guard! 

everyone, including Ardezie's wife and children, and 
Mister ? himse/f. He finds the notion that he is not 
Ardezie utter insanity. Kidnapping the false Reinold 
would be difficult: Ardezie is always accompanied by 
3d4 city militia, and the number doubles if Mister ? has 

To complicate matters, Woodn'Head's notes turn up 

Complications: Mister ? has replaced Acdezie, fooling 
Resolution: The heroes have 48  hours to capture 

Munter before Wood'n-Head dies (according to a 
Skurra's proclamation). The heroes have had no luck 



reason to rear. 
Ultimately, this scenario comes down to diplomacy 

and timing. The heroes must prove to Mister 7 that he i, 
not Ardezie-before the golem starts to lose his grip on 
Reinold‘s memories and becomes paranoid. In that 
state, he’ll set the guard against the heroes and try to 
capture the real Ardenzie to steal his memories again. 

Resolution: This adventure could be resolved without 
], combat, or the heroes could find themselves hunted by 

Ardezie’s guardsmen. Note that a well-timed burning 
hands spell may reveal who the false Reinhold is. 

Reinhold Ardezie, human male, F 6  AC 7 (studded 
leather); MV 12; hp 4 5  THACO 15; #AT 1; Dmg ld8 
(long sword); SZ M (6’); ML elite (14); Str 14, Dex 14, 
Con 15,lnt 12,Wis 11,Cha 13;ALLN. 

Recommended for leuels 4 to 6. Features “The Snake 
Mistress”; see Chapter One. 

Background In Sithicus, the heroes meet a desper- 
ate elven mage called Sarlandril. The mage describes 
lsolde, “a dangerous and evil entity” who rules a wan- 
dering carnival. He claims that he was foolish enough to 
oppose her, and as punishment, lsolde abducted his 
only daughter, the “beautiful and innocent” Silessa. Now 
lsolde and her minions keep the elfmaid prisoner, forc- 
ing this “poor, sweet child” to exhibit herself as a freak. 

Sarlandril is desperate to recover his daughter, and 
offers the heroes up to 500 gp each to perform a 
rescue. He tried once himself: he failed miserably, but 
learned his daughter has been brainwashed and may 
resist a rescue. He gives the heroes a dispel magic 
scroll and this instruction: if Silessa refuses to go with 
them, they can use the scroll to shatter any mind-twist- 
ing in effect. (Note: If the heroes know Silessa, see 
“Alternate Setup” below.”) 

Revelations: Sarlandril is lying. As revealed in Chapter 
One, Silessa is the mage’s polymorphed pseudo-familiar. 
Sarlandril has never stopped lusting after her. He keeps 
tabs on Silessa with the aid of the spy Tindafalus (see 
Chapter Three), who has warned Sarlandril that directly 
opposing lsolde would be suicidal. 

The dispel magic scroll is exactly that. After sending 
many hapless teams to attempt a “rescue,” Sarlandril‘s 
patience is worn. If he cannot recover the Snake Mis- 
tress this time, he’ll satisfy himself with preventing 
everyone else from enjoying her. The simple scroll 
cannot break the bond between the pair, but it will shat- 
ter the polymorph that keeps beautiful Silessa from 
becoming a lowly asp. 

Thanks to Tindafulus, Sarlandril knows where the 
Carnival stopped last. Whether it’s still there is up to 
the Dungeon Master. 

Complications: Devising a rescue plan is filled with 
challenges-not the least of which Silessa’s total lack of 
cooperation. If she has been brainwashed, it was thor- 
ough no one who watches her perform sees an “inno- h, cent child.” ~~~~~ ~~~~~~ 

Silessa is cagey; she suspects the heroes’ true 
master. If thev kidnao her, they risk the fury of the 
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Carnival, particularly if they use the dispel magic scroll. 
Through sleuthing and guile, the heroes can learn the 
truth of the situation from Silessa, or from a Trouper, 4. 
and may find themselves hunting Sarlandril along wi@ 
the Carnv. 

Altemate Setup: If the heroes are travelin 
Carnival, Sarlandril hires a 
Silessa. At some poi 
Silessa is an asp, all 
rescuers flee. The he 
cessful, they learn th 
est crime was stupid 
heroes find themsel 
val to hunt down the mage. Tindal knows that killin 
Sarlandril would destroy Silessa: perhaps the heroe 
discover this before it’s too late. 

cus, where Sarlandril 
destroy the heroes. If 
battle with Sarlandril 
her form, Silessa has 
below). If the heroes can conjure up a cre 
remove Sarlandril a 
them play it out. But if the heroes are scratching the 
heads or plan to massacre the mage, the Carnival 
catches up. 

lsolde handles Sarlandril personally-and in priva 
He survives, but lacks arms and legs when she has f 
ished. Any NPCs who did his bidding suffer this fate: 
Illuminated Man saddles them with unbound night 

Resolution: The fin 

terrors. 
Even if Silessa has been turned into an asp, lsolde 

can eventually set matters right. She takes the serpent 
into her vardo. An hour later, Silessa is back with the 
troupe as the Snake Mistress. From this point on, whe 
ever she is angered, her pupils become slits likp those 
of a snake. 

-- , .  
SA spells; SD spells, 90% immunity tosleep& charm, 
spells; SZ M (5‘3); ML steady (11); Str 12, Dex 14, i 
Con 12, Int 17, Wis 11, Cha 14; ALLE. 

Memorized Spells (4/3/3/): detect magic, magic 
missile (X Z), shield; bind, inuisibility, whispering wind; 
haste, flame arrow, nondetectlon; polymorph other, ~. . 
stoneskin. 

Silessa (pseudo-familiar): AC 5; MV 1 5  HD 3+ 
hp 1 8  THACO 1 8  #AT 1; Dmg ld3; SA Type E 
SD +2 to hit, vampiric regeneration; S Z  T (2’ lo 
ML steadv (11): Int hioh (13): AL NE. , \ - \ ,. 

Notes: In her master’s immediate presence, Silessa 
can regenerate any damage she or Sarlandril s 
Starting in the round this power is activated, al .,:, 
wounded beings within 30’ lose 2 hp. Lost hp a W  
divided evenly between Sarlandril and Silessa until bot 
are restored to full health. Her eyes glow red while this 
occurs. In elven form, Silessa uses her vampiric talent 
subconsciously. 



traded, the Squid Woman will steal her sword. Then the 
heroes will run interference so the Sauid Woman can 

Recommended for heroes of levels 6 to 9 who are well 
acquainted with the Carniual. Features Fmfessor Pacali 
and his Pickled Punks; see Chapter Three for details. 

Background While traveling independently, the 
heroes receive a written invitation to visit Pacali at his 
humble home in Darkon’s Boglands. The heroes should 
have met the professor, but they should not know of his 
secret scheme aaainst Isolde: that’s a matter for this  - 
adventure.  Revelations: Pacali has fiiallv comDleted the 
Mystick Cage. Now he needs c6ampi&s to wage the 
final battle. 

Complications in Darkon: Pacali’s Boglands home is 
a neglected, ramshackle wooden house. In the foyer, a 
freshly “born” Pickled Punk floats in a jar. Pacali claims 
he has just purchased this new Punk, and that he must 
return to the Carnival tomorrow: a Skurra waaon will ... 
escort him. 

The Drofessor exdains his theories on fiends and 
uses every manipulative trick he knows to get the 
heroes to join his crusade. (He might even show Van 
Richten’s Guide to Fiends to them.) If the heroes like 
Blasse. Pacali tells how the Twisting has affected her in 
the worst possible terms. Ultimately, Pacali insists. if the 
heroes want the Carny folk to survive,  they must help 
him defeat Isolde. 

seems to accept this, but still offers to let the K s  stay 
overnight. He intends to let his “newborn” in the foyer 
take care of the heroes. An hour before dawn, while the 
heroes are still sleeping in a guestroom, Pacali pulls the 
alcohol-soaked Punk from its jar and leaves it slumped 
against the party’s door. As the Punk revives. Pacali 
packs his bags and steps outside to wait for his Skurra 
escort. 

The Pickled Punk swiftly tries to reach the guests. If 
the door is unlocked and no one stands watch, it simply 
pushes the door open and slithers in. then clambers up  
and stares into 2d4 sleeping faces before dawn. If the 
heroes took precautions, the Punk must crawl up  into the 
attic and lift a floorboard to peer down at Id4 victims. 

The heroes wake to find Pacali gone: a quick look 
outside shows a vardo vanishing into a fogbank. While 
the party deals with the unnatural behavior of some 
heroes (the Punk effect), they should discover the 
empty Punk bottle. They then hear the Punk skittering 
in the house’s dark corners, and can track it down to 
conquer it. 

If the heroes don’t head for the Carnival to thwart 
Pacali, a Trouper they know shows up and asks for 
help, saying that no one believes his or her warnings 
that Pacali intends to destroy them all. Reward any rea- 
sonable plan to track the Carnival; heroes could hire 
Vistani guides, or look for flyers. It takes several days to 
reach the trouDe. and bv this time, Pacali’s plan is 

If t h e  heroes refuse to play into Pacali’s paranoia, he 

coming to a head. 
Back at the Carnival: If the heroes have joined 

Pacali, he introduces them to his allies (assuming they 
haven’t already met) and outlines his plan: The heroes 
will help sow chaos in the Carnival. While lsolde is dis- 

get back to the Mystick Cage, so Pac‘ali can place the 
sword, which he believes is Isolde’s phylactary, at its 
heart. He promises his anonymous benefactor will be in 
personal attendance. 

Pacali enhances the initial diversion by unleashing 
Pickled Punks. The heroes catch sight of them while 
attempting to keep lsolde from the Human Squid after 
the sword is stolen. lsolde tries to win the heroes to her 
side. If she fails, she allows the Twisting to seize them at 
a painfully rapid pace, then goes after the Squid Woman 
and stumbles into the Mystick Cage. 

If the heroes are not part of Pacali’s scheme, they 
arrive at this point. From a distance, the Carnival 
looks normal. The Vampires is flying to and fro above 
the camp. As the heroes draw near, they hear screams 
and shouts, and a phantom flyer driRing across the 
ground mysteriously bursts into flame. The Vampires 
lands before the heroes, weeping hysterically, and 
says Pacali and his friends have attacked Isolde. 
“Everyone is going madl” she sobs, begging the 
heroes to help Isolde. 

Since lsolde is not a fiend, as  Pacali believes, the 
Mystick Cage “backfires.” It causes the Twisting to run 
amok around Isolde, mutating people at random and 
driving them insane. Only heroes who make a success- 
ful saving throw save vs. death ray with a -5 penalty are 
immune to this effect. The heroes can hear Isolde’s 
enraged shrieks from the Hall of Horrors. They will have 
to fight their way through insane Carnies and George . 
. . and ld20+10 Pickled Punks. 

The Stranger: After madness has reigned for a time, 
a dark stranger calmly walks through the frenzied 
crowd, causing men and women to fall over dead with 
the merest touch. Blasse appears, fleeing a rampaging 
Abomination, but she stops when she sees the man. He 
beckons to her, holding out his lethal hands and flash- 
ing an evil smile. Blasse is lost in rapturous joy. “Yes!” 
cries the stranger. “When we embrace, Isolde’s defeat 
will be complete!” 

If the heroes don’t stop the girl, she goes to her lover 
and dies as they kiss. The stranger flees if attacked or if 
lsolde is rescued. This is her nemesis, the incubus. 

Resolution: The heroes must free lsolde from the 
Mystick Cage or everyone around them will be 
destroyed by the uncontrolled Twisting (not to mention 
the rampaging Abominations and Pickled Punks). 
During the battle, Pacali’s crew begins to turn against 
him, seeing the truth at last-that he is mad, mad, mad. 

When the battle has ended and the dark stranger has 
fled, lsolde calls the Troupers together at the center of 
the ruined camp. With sorrow, she says that she will 
leave the Carnival, as her very presence has endangered 
her friends. She reveals her true nature (see page 64) 
and says she must hunt her foe alone. But as  she walks 
toward the edge of the Carnival, the Troupers (and per- 
haps the heroes) move to block her, refusing to let her 
go. ”We’re family,” Hermos says. “Everyone gets a 
second chance at the Carnival, Isolde. Especially you.” 

And so the Carnival continues to wander the 
domains, giving shelter to those who need it and deliv- 
ering punishment to those who deserve it. 
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r;sol+ 
MisfFess Opthe C w i ~ s l  
GPWbr Flstln’n (c;hwls), Cholic Gooil 
Armor Class -5 Str 19 
Movement 18 Dex 18 
Level/Hit Dice 10+15 Con 19 
Hit Points 75 Int 20 
THACO 11 Wis 16 
No. of Attacks 1 Cha 18 
DamageIAttack By weapon +7 
Special Attacks Positive energy, gaze 
Special Defenses 

Magic Resistance 40% 

Beyond the reality of mortals, other realms exist- 
places where philosophical concepts such as  good and 
evil are manifested physically in beings of great power. 
The woman known as lsolde is one such being. Her 
people call themselves the Ghaele, but sages from other 
worlds would refer to her as a greater eladrin. Poets, on 
the other hand, might describe her as  an angel-a 
guardian angel, perhaps, or an angel of vengeance. 

Appearance: lsolde is a stunning beauty with pale 
skin, flowing black hair, and a dark, penetrating gaze. 
She looks like a human woman in her late twenties, but 
there is a slight hint of something alien her chiseled fea- 
tures, suggesting a touch of elf blood. 

lsolde always wears dark clothing, favoring black 
and deep blues. Although she might don a gown when 
the Carnival does a command performance for a lord, 
she typically wears more masculine attire. Regardless, 
lslode always carries herself like a lady. She would 
never be mistaken for a noblewoman, however; when- 
ever she is seen, a sword hangs on hip. The sword has 
an ornate, bejeweled hilt. Unsheathed, the blade glows 
brightly. 

Background In the boundless realm from which she 
hails. the beina called lsolde was once known far and 

Struck only by cold iron or weapon 
of +3 or better enchantment 

wide‘as a cru&der. She often traveled into terrestrial 
worlds to bring freedom to the oppressed, hiding her 
identity behind a human or elven guise. At home, she 
was a favored and prized advisor to the lords of her 
people. 

of wits against an incubus. The eladrin was trying to 
inspire a baroness to do good for her subjects; mean- 
while the fiend was tempting the mortal toward foul and 
despicable acts in the name of lust. He bested lsolde 
and escaped before she could exact her revenge. 

Since then, the eldarin has devoted herself to track- 
ina this nameless incubus. She manaaed to corner him 

lsolde eventually found herself embroiled in a battle 

once, but fled, escaping to a plane of;xistence that had 
been declared off-limits to Isolde. The eladrin asked her 

masters to let her follow the fiend, and they agreed, 
knowing she might otherwise disobey. Her masters set 
forth two conditions, however: lsolde would be forever 
forced to remain in a human body, and she would spend 
the rest of her existence within that forbidden realm. 
lsolde agreed to their terms. And so, Isolde, an angel, 
came to be trapped within the dark confmes of the 
Domains of Dread. 

evil, both petty and great. Although the incubus 
remains her main quarry, she now does what she can to 
alleviate the suffering of innocents and punish evil- 
doers throughout Ravenloft She picks her battles care- 
fully, though, having gleaned much about the darklords 
who rule here and how they came into being. Nonethe- 
less, the dark powers have come to taunt lsolde the 
same way taunt the evil lords; they are the ones behind 
the phantom flyers that herald the Carnival’s arrival, 
allowing her fiendish quarry to flee whenever she draws 
near. 

Personality: lsolde is a kind, compassionate being. 
She deeply cares for innocent mortals who suffer at the 
hands of evil beings and $etty tyrants. Her compassion, 
however, lies buried beneath a stern exterior, and her 
kind-hearted nature never sways her from her quest to 
destroy the incubus that brought her to Ravenloft. 
Combat: lsolde wields a longsword +4 that is 

charged with positive energy, causing it to intlict an 
extra ldlO points of damage to any evil foe struck. 

Eladrins normally have the ability to assume energy 
form, but lsolde has lost that and most other powers 
that are innate to her kind. Yet she has gained others in 
turn. Within her burns a soul that is pure chaotic good 
given substance. It grants her all the basic ab 
10th-level paladin, except she cannot cast spells and 
detects law or chaos instead of good or evil. Her pal- 
adinlike nature is also a drawback. In Ravenloft, dark- 
lords can sense when she has entered their land (see 
the guidelines for paladins in the Domains of Dread rule- 
book). 

Among Isoldes’ more mysterious and astounding 
new characteristics is the 300-foot nimbus that sur- 
rounds her. Within this sphere, she can cause almost 
any change or effect she wills-given the will, and 
enough time and focus. (The dark powers add ironic 
twists and limits in keeping with the flavor of Ravenloft. 
She cannot kill the incubus with a glance, for example, 
but she can supercede the powers of darklords in her 
presence.) Once willed, the changes are permanent 
unless she undoes them. 

a side effect: All living beings inside the sphere slowly 
change, their inner natures gradually becoming mani- 
fest in their outer appearances and abilities. This is the 
Twisting. lsolde cannot control the changes and does 
not mind them; the Twisting is a something she has 
always thought should be the case. 

In effect, the Carnival functions as a Floating Pocket 
domain, according to the classifications in Domains of 
Dread. lsolde is its demilord. Within its confines, it 
subtly superimposes its own “natural law” over the 
domains through which it passes. 

Nowhere in all the realities had lsolde seen so much 

One nimbus phenomenon occurs automatically, like 
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