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predict what players will attempt to do, scenes 
must remain flexible. GMs should reshuffle, 
omit, or create as many scenes as they need to 
conclude the adventure in a satisfactory way. 
The most important thing is for the players to 
feel like the stars of the show. Their words must 
carry the most weight, their actions be the most 
decisive, and ultimately their efforts should be 
what drives the adventure’s conclusion.

And finally, every scene will have a “cast of 
characters” detailed within that scene. These 
are the NPCs, creatures, and other beings that 
will feature prominently in the scene. As with 
the scenes themselves, GMs should feel free to 
ignore or create as many NPCs as they need to 
conclude the scene in a satisfactory way.

Here are some tips and techniques to use 
when running a scene:

1. Every scene should contain drama and 
advance the story in some way. Even if the 
scene is intended to allow players a chance to 
get to know more about NPCs or each other, 
the scene should ultimately be dramatic and 
advance the plot in some way. If the scene 
bogs down with conversations that don’t really 
seem to be relevant to the characters or plot, 
take that time to reveal a clue or introduce a 
plot event (such as the sudden appearance of 
an NPC) in order to keep the action moving 
and maintain interest in the overall story. 
Encourage players to interact with each other, 
of course, but monitor those conversations to 
make sure they don’t devolve into kibitzing 
(unless you enjoy that sort of thing).

2. Use the technique of “cutting” to improve 
the flow of your scenarios. Screenwriters have 
an adage about scenes: get in late, get out early. 
Essentially this means that you should “cut to” 
a new scene in the middle of the action. Don’t 
waste time having characters walk into a new 
setting and exchange pleasantries if it serves no 
purpose. Cut right to a heated argument or a 
tense interrogation at a point where the players 
can naturally pick up the scene. Likewise, once 
an encounter is no longer dramatic, don’t 
bother to have the characters say their good-
byes and shuffle out of the room. Just cut 
right to the next scene that you feel is most 
appropriate, again, right in the thick of the 
drama of that new scene.

3. Use “intercutting” as another valuable 
tool. This technique helps keep all the players 
engaged in the story even when their characters 
are not present in the scene being played. Think 
of some of your favorite action movies. They 
use this technique quite effectively. Let’s say 
two of your players are engaged in an exciting 

aerial battle, while another two are engaged 
in a siege outside a castle’s walls, and a final 
player is engaged in a deadly duel deep inside 
the castle’s dungeon. Intercutting between 
all those scenes keeps the action moving for 
all the players and keeps everyone engaged 
because they want to see how their scene will 
be resolved (as opposed to waiting around for 
another player’s scene to end).

4. Don’t be afraid to cut away from a 
scene at an incredibly dramatic moment. This 
is called a “cliff hanger” and it can be quite 
effective. As a player duels his mortal enemy 
in the dungeon, cut away at the moment when 
his enemy seems to get the upper hand and 
lunges in for the killing blow! The player will 
want to throttle you, of course, but that’s a 
good thing. Cut from that scene to the scene of 
his comrades (the other players) fighting their 
way down to the dungeon to aid their friend 
before he’s skewered by his mortal enemy. 
This technique can be very effective in creating 
drama and increasing the players’ enjoyment 
of the game.

5. Think of scenes as a series of peaks 
and valleys. Although the techniques detailed 
above help create dynamic, entertaining 
scenes, GMs should be careful to give players 
a chance to “catch their breaths” from time to 
time. If the players have just had two or three 
action-filled scenes in a row, try and give them 
a scene where they have a chance to talk about 
the events they’ve experienced and wind down. 
These “quiet” scenes should still advance the 
story and feature drama, however. Drama, after 
all, can be created by conversations between 
player characters, especially if they’re star-
crossed lovers, or professional rivals, or even 
estranged family members. Scenes featuring 
such conversations can create some incredibly 
interesting roleplaying moments. GMs should 
encourage those moments.

The Pilgrimage

Act 1: The Lonely Inn
On the road between Sadahm and Tiari, a 

pilgrimage to carry a crystal singing bowl to the 
Temple of Krilárah is delayed when a downed 
bridge forces the group to deviate from their 
route, spending the night in the out-of-the-
way village of Múnkula, at the Inn of Díbra’s 
Rest. The rustic locals at first seem ill at ease. 
Could there be more than meets the eye to this 
strange and lonely place?
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The Characters:  
Héshrim (House Guard and Assassin, male 32 

year old rattlesnake, House of Sámtra, on loan to 
the House of Ayrram)- A calm, watchful snake with 
an air of casual, unsettling menace and strength, 
Héshrim proved his merits by helping to bring an 
end to a spying ring being run out of Magár on 
behalf of the Sustrümi Aminar. He saved the life 
of Sámtra during this affair. He currently acts as a 
warrior and assassin for the House of Ayrram.

Valnérah (Seer Sir’hibas, male 40 year old 
condor, House of Sámtra, on loan to the House 
of Ayrram)- A mature, wiry-looking bird in silk 
robes, known for his intense stare, Valnérah was 
trained under the Great Seer Arddjumal of Amnol 
before becoming one of the Line of Inuvkah. He is 
currently acting as Seer of the House of Ayrram.

Dastánah (Assistant Weapons Master, female 
27 year old mockingbird, House of Ayrram)- A 
sharp eyed, quick-moving little bird with a lot of 
weapons, Dastánah was trained with the Weapons-
masters of eastern Tishínia and the Valah Masters 
of the lord Rajtármi before being gifted to the Line 
of Sisyáh by Rajtármi himself.

Arhazbür (Honor Guard, male 28 year old 
elephant, House of Ayrram)- A seasoned fighter 
with a serious disposition and intimidating stature, 
Arhazbür pledged his life to the Line of Sisyáh after 
having been rescued from slavery in Sustrüm as a 
child. He currently serves as an Honor Guard for 
the House of Ayrram.

Gramír (Assistant Suthra Master, male 25 year 
old wolf, House of Ayrram)- A savage looking jánah 
with a commanding presence and bold speech, 
Gramír hails originally from Ishpuria, where he 
studied for two years in the Academy of Sakrsa 
in Dar-Purám before coming to Tishínia to serve 
as a chinti and kelléndu trainer in the House of 
Ayrram.

Umratáli (Mángai Healer, male 35 year old 
sea turtle, House of Ayrram)- A monkish-looking 
priest with a friendly smile and a wise disposition, 
Umratáli was trained in herbalism and medicine 
at the Academy of Nilám, this Mángai also studied 
the arts of mystic healing before returning to serve 
Ayrram’s House.

Establishing Intro Scene (The 
Setup)

Scene 1: The Maspéra Forest  

Merely a week after the Feast of the Seas 
festival in Sadahm, the priest Naímur and a 
small contingency of guards from the House of 
Ayrram, have been asked to make an over-land 
pilgrimage of supplication to the Temple of 
Krilárah in the city of Tiari. You will take with 

you a crystal singing bowl as a gift and offering 
to the temple, blessed by the priests Umratáli 
and Naímur, and held in a small, beautiful 
box of aromatic wood inscribed by Valnérah. 
As companions and friends, the rest of you are 
chosen to accompany them as Honor Guards, 
warriors, and hunters, since this will be a journey 
of several days. 

After having passed through the heart of 
the city Sadahm, you travel northeast, beyond 
its ancient city walls, and into the tattered edges 
of the maspéra forests of Jómahd. Above you 
the dappled light of the suns glitters through 
the yellow-green canopies, splashing across the 
smooth bluish bark of the very type of tree-trunks 
from which the box holding the crystal bowl is 
made. It is Díshjulum, the Rainy season, at the 
end of the first week of the month of Akuvára, 
and the recent heavy downpours have made 
the forest lush, cool, and peaceful, despite the 
noisy sounds of your armored escort’s passage. 
In the branches, multi-limbed, iridescent blue 
and auburn suthra, called bandar, leap and 
caper merrily, fighting occasionally over pith-
filled fruit pods, only to drop them into the 
thick ferns below as they scatter in terror at the 
approach of such a large group. Merely a league 
or two into the woods, the apparently irritated 
and aged priest Naímur calls a momentary halt 
to the procession.

The old priest Naímur (male great-horned 
owl, mid 70s) is annoyed by the constant clamoring 
of the attachment of House Guards, and demands 
that they fall back and out of sight behind his 
chosen companions (the players) as they continue 
on their way in a more “serene and contemplative 
state” befitting holy pilgrims. He won’t take no for 
an answer, and, as dignitary essentially “in charge” 
of the pilgrimage, he eventually bullies the retaining 
guards into complying with his wishes, insisting that 
if there is any trouble, “this great giant” (referring 
to the elephant) will certainly take matters in 
hand, not to mention the rest of his deadly friends 
(referring to the remaining players).

The old priest will continue to complain (in an 
amusing way) about how they are scaring away the 
beautiful wildlife. Besides that, once the guards are 
gone, he admits to having a taste for the meat of the 
wild bandar, and encourages those with bows or 
other missile weapons to see if they can bring down 
one or two for the stewpot at the inn he intends to 
stay the night at along the way, saying that surely 
the devah Kramah will bless their shots, since they 
will be hunting for a good and holy cause.
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Another day of travel passes, and by the 
third hour after midday prayers you reach the 
rolling, crystal-studded foothills of the Prasha 
Mountains. The amber skies seem almost alive 
with multicolor wisps of swirling vapor and 
the puffy remnants of storm-clouds that seem 
to dance on the high mountain airs.  The trees 
along the way are now a mixture of maspéra 
as well as the hardy, tall, and slender ayurbála 
trees, whose blade-shaped, dark-crimson leaves 
flutter in the breezes that scatter their delicate 
white blossoms. 

The road here, though fairly well maintained, 
is patched with muddy washes from the rains 
that recently cascaded down the rocky slopes, 
and is freshly rutted and scattered with debris 

The players may attempt to take shots at the 
bandar as they travel along, either using the Survival 
Skill (to determine the outcome of hunting), or 
simply attempting to shoot them out of the trees 
with various ranged weapons. The old priest will 
testily stop anyone attempting to use firearms, 
complaining that the noise of the clanking guards 
was bad enough, and that he doesn’t want them 
coming to investigate. This is due, apparently, to 
the fact that he ALSO enjoys the vices of drinking 
wine and smoking a pipe, something else that he 
doesn’t appreciate the guards observing.

Bandar (BAN-dahr) - About shoulder high to a 
mouse jánah, this playful suthra lives in many of 
the forested areas of northern Dárdünah.  Arboreal 
by nature, they generally live in small groups (from 
five to twenty) where they forage for native fruits 
and occasional  small prey.  Prized for their colorful 
bodies and fearlessly inquisitive natures, they are 
sometimes trained and raised as pets.  They are 
considered uncommonly intelligent for suthra 
and have gained a certain amount of popularity 
amongst the southern nobles.

STAMINA:     3-9 levels
ARMOR:     2 points

NORMAL ACTION DICE:
Standard Movement, Great 
Leap, Bite, Night Vision, 
Clinging, Climb, Standard 
Sensory Rolls, etc. : 3 
SPECIAL ACTIONS:     

None

Once the hunting 
is done, and relaxed by 
his vices, the old owl will 
settle into fairly pleasant 
conversation and religious 
philosophy as the party 
continues on their way, 
the distant, jewel-like peaks 
of the amethyst Prasha 
Mountains slowly looming 
closer in the northeast as 
the suns make their way 
across the sky.

That night the party 
stays at a pleasant inn and 
roadside teahouse at the 
intersection of a secondary 
merchant road leading 
southeast to the land of 
Gilárhi. As promised, any 
bandar from the hunt are 
cooked up and served with 

delicate spices to the pilgrims and their entourage, 
and arrangements are made for the many rooms 
needed for them all. Another heavy rain falls that 
night as they sleep. The next morning, after the 
prayers of False Dawn at the rise of the tiny sapphire 
sun Edü, the party will continue past an old crystal 
“guide-stone” obelisk at the muddy intersection 
that indicates the road northward to Tiari.  

   Scene 2: The Fallen Bridge
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sternly if they hesitate to make their own offerings.
 After they pass the bend in the road the 

players will come upon an awful sight. Across a 
fairly deep gorge of muddy earth and spiky crystal 
nearly a hundred feet, lay what remains of a once 
large wooden bridge, nearly washed away by the 
raging torrent of water still flowing down from the 
nearby mountains that tower near them. Only a few 
pilings and crossbeams remain amidst the flying 
foam and deadly current below. As if in testament 
to the dangerous conditions, the lone corpse of 
an insectoid riding-beast hangs impaled upon one 
of the upstream-facing crossbeams, its chitinous 
limbs flailing lifelessly in the roaring stream. 
Knowledge rolls of Suthra Lore will identify it as 
a wild mountain chinti, as opposed to any tamed 
suthra that once bore a rider of any kind, since it’s 
mouth chitin has not been carved to accept a bit 
and harness.

Chinti (CHIN-tee) - The riding and draft beasts 
of Dárdünah,  chinti come in many sizes 
and varieties. From the lighter swifter beasts 
of Amnol to the larger sturdier steeds bred 
in Dar-Purám, chinti all tend to be sociable 
creatures and sometimes form close bonds 
with their owners. Chinti mate for life and 
will reproduce every 3 years. Throughout the 

wide world, jánah and chinti 
have been together since 
the dawn of time. From the 
barbarous Hardazi hordes 
to the lone traveler crossing 
the plains of Háthiyar, the 
chinti is beast of burden, 
companion, friend, and 
sometimes even savior.  

STAMINA:     10-20 levels
ARMOR:     3 points
NORMAL ACTION DICE:

Standard Movement, Bite, 
Standard Sensory Rolls, 
etc. : 5 

SPECIAL ACTIONS:
Rearing kick : 7
Gore attack (horns) : 6

Here the party must 
decide how they are to 
continue as a group. Of 
course the flyers could 
cross easily, but that would 
leave the majority behind; 
unacceptable to the old 
priest. Flyers wishing to seek 
an alternate route from the 

Players with Knowledge Skills pertaining to 
religious lore can roll to see who recognizes the statue 
as the devah Yatnaríti, the god of wise endeavors, in 
his form venerating good labors and architecture. 
Such shrines are often made to commemorate the 
sites of important public buildings and other such 
structures.

The old owl Naímur will comment that they 
must be approaching a bridge that he recalls from his 
travels, and will shake his head in disappointment 
at the ill state of the shrine, noting that wise 
travelers would do well to remember their offerings 
at such sites. He will stop momentarily to clear out 
the offering bowl at the base of the statue, placing 
in it several small grain-cakes from his pack, as well 
as a few crystal dalán coins, and eyeing the players 

from last night’s storm. Ahead the road turns 
sharply, and at its bend a timeworn statue seems 
to stare from the edge of the forest, depicting an 
old, burly tortoise in simple artisan’s clothes who 
leans upon a great stone hammer. An offering 
bowl at its feet, carved into the statue itself by 
ancient hands, lay cracked and empty, save for 
fallen leaves and rainwater. Ahead, beyond the 
bend in the road, can be heard the deep roar of 
rushing water.  
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sky may make the attempt, and with both successful 
Flight and Search rolls will succeed in noticing 
a neglected-looking road whose intersection they 
must have missed less than a league back (perhaps 
a mile and a half). Likewise, players making a Wit 
Roll will recall seeing what looked like a mossy, 
fallen guide-stone laying by the side of the road 
beneath the ferny undergrowth where the forest 
seemed to thin in that same location back down the 
road. Those with a skill for land-based Navigation 
would recognize that an overgrown side-road like 
that, leading due north towards the low-lands 
and the distant sea, would have been an older 
route forged before the bridge was built, meant to 
circumvent the streambed during such weather, 
and would most likely lead to another shallower 
crossing further downstream. Characters making a 
successful Regional Knowledge skill of the Sadahm 
area at a –2 difficulty modifier will have some vague 
memory of a map they’ve seen showing there being 
another actual bridge built downstream from this 
one, with a small road leading right to it.

Backtracking to that spot will give the players 
a chance to make Search rolls once again to 
find the fallen guide-stone, and to discover that 
indeed, an old road leads down a gentle slope 
deeper into the forest through patches of fern 
and occasional bramble. Close inspection of the 
stone reveals a barely discernible sigil indicating 
some sort of settlement in that direction as well. 
At this old intersection they will meet back up with 
the following guards, and the journey will soon 
continue once again with the characters and the 
stubborn old priest taking a distant lead through 
the old and quiet wood as the retainer guards sit 
to rest.      

Scene 3: In Sight of the Village

Players with the Animal Ability Far Sight may 
roll to see where the distant road meets the river. 
There they’ll see a promising sight! The tell-tale 
shape of a large wooden bridge spans the wide 
stream there, and just beyond it can be seen the 
peaked roofs of a small village jutting up from the 
treetops. There is a good chance that the party 
may find a small inn that might suit them and 
their following company of guards, though they 
will surely arrive there well after the last sun has 
set beyond the mountains. Though both priests 
would be somewhat upset by being forced to travel 
through evening prayers, the spirits of the old owl 
will be well improved by this the thought of a warm 
bed and hot tea served at an inn.

A good hour after the larger amber sun has 
set, and the prayers of the evening have been 
mumbled by all as they continued to make time 
on the road, the party will finally arrive at a 
break in the woods near the edge of the stream. 
Here the gorge is much wider, but shallower, and 
the huge old wooden bridge casts deep shadows 
beneath the light of the moons which have risen 
(crystalline green Máynatah, purple Kamádi, 
and iridescent aqua-blue Rrísi). The sky is now 
dimly luminescent in various hues of deep blue, 
purple, and green, as of mimicking the light of the 
moons with glowing celestial veils. The chirring of 
strange suthra hum in the night airs, and a mist 
has risen in the woods, obscuring the far end of 
the bridge and the apparently dark village beyond. 
The surrounding forest is a confusing tapestry of 
shifting silhouettes.

As the party crosses the bridge, characters with 
either Keen Hearing or Night Vision as Animal 
Abilities may make a roll, while all others may 
roll their Perception at a –2 penalty due to the 
cloying mist. All who succeed will notice that their 
movement on the bridge seems to have startled two 
small creatures beneath it on the far bank of the 
stream. Whatever they are, the creatures flee out 
of sight downstream, and vanish into the forest 
beyond. Only those using Night Vision can tell 
that the two fleeing forms ran on two legs, surely 
homeless beggars or village outcasts.

Though the village at first appears to be dark, as 
the mists part while they cross the bridge the warm 
lights of oil lamps and candles become evident 
in some of the nearest dwellings, and smoke can 
be seen curling from the chimney of a two-story 
building beyond the bridge on the right. An old 
sign, showing a small gray bear-like jánah of some 
kind curled upon a sleeping palette, is inscribed 
with the name “Díbra’s Rest”. The smell of hot 
tea and mulled wine floats lightly in the air. Old 
Naímur will seem overjoyed.      

 Eventually emerging from the forest near a 
promontory overlook at the edge of a waterfall, 
you see the lowlands below spread out like a 
rolling blanket covered with more forest as it 
begins its slow decent toward your first glimpse 
of the distant Sea of Vigára. The old road 
continues to wind it way through the forest like 
a rough thread, now bending to the east as it 
heads toward the glittering ribbon of the swift 
stream far away. The suns are less than an hour 
from False Dusk, when bluish Edü begins to set, 
with the second sun, amber Lokáynü, following 
merely an hour after. This alternate route has 
taken more time than any of you would have 
hoped, and the old owl has grown obviously 
weary from the trek. It would be unwise to 
continue traveling in the forest after dark.
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A high-peaked roof with corner ornaments 
to ward away evil spirits rises above the rustic 
wooden structure of the inn, and its simple 
curtain doorway of woven river-reeds opens 
as a small jánah, a white rat, emerges, eyeing 
you all with a momentarily startled expression 
before becoming sullen and traipsing off into 
the misty night down the village’s main road.

The interior of the inn is comfortably lit 
with various hanging paper lanterns as well 
as clay tabletop oil lamps, and on either side 
of a bead-curtained doorway leading into the 
kitchen, two small jugánu worm cages hold 
luminescent occupants that cast a cool green 
glow on the hanging crystal beads. At the far 
end of the room a merry fire burns in a huge 
stone hearth where hangs a fat amber cooking 
pot in which you can discern, through its 
translucent sides, a thick and simmering 
stew.

The room is a large one, with ample 
table-space for the twenty guards who will 
soon be joining you, and around the room sit 

Jugánu Worm (joo-GAH-noo) - Grub-like, 
bioluminescent creatures that are kept in decorative 
wicker cages and used as light sources throughout 
the world. When kept well fed, they give off a gentle 
glow that varies wildly in color depending upon the 
species. These creatures glow brightest when they 
are occasionally petted and stroked, emitting a soft 
purring sound when given such treatment. Tended to 

in this manner, they can glow 
brightly for hours until they 
eventually begin to dim and 
go dark as they fall asleep. 
Their cages can be covered to 
hide their glow when desired. 
If harmed, they will emit a 
shrill, keening wail that will 
not subside until they are 
either soothed or slain. 
STAMINA:     1-9 levels
ARMOR:     0 points
NORMAL ACTION DICE:

Standard Movement, 
Standard Sensory Rolls, 
etc.: 3 

SPECIAL ACTIONS:
When harmed, emits a 
keening wail that can be 
heard at great distances, 
and can awaken sleeping 
jánah within several 
hundred feet: 6

The innkeeper, in 
a heavy Nilámi accent, 
will ask the players why 
they have come, and 
regardless of the answer 

Scene 4: The Quaint Inn of 
Díbra’s Rest

several locals of various jenu who eye you all 
uncertainly as you make your entrance. A male 
kangaroo dressed in the colorful, flowing silks 
of an entertainer sits in a cushioned chair near 
the large hearth and absently strums a sitar as 
he watches you, a look of bemusement quite 
evident.

Emerging from the kitchens through 
the beaded curtain come a male koala and 
a female meerkat, apparently the proprietors 
of the place, carrying in their hands ceramic 
platters filled with sliced bread and fruit. 
The meerkat nearly drops her dish when she 
notices you, and with wide and uncertain 
eyes full of trepidation they both regard your 
group.
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him far away, and of his desire to meet her at 
the Edge of Heaven when the devah choose to 
judge his heart and soul. He mourns the days 
he spends without her, but he knows his life 
is not his own to take, and that only the devah 
can release him from this worldly prison.

He will introduce himself as Bákuman the 
musician, hailing originally from Ishpüria. If 
asked about this beautifully sad song, he will 
admit that it is his own story to some extent, 
and that the lady he loved was killed in a nearby 
region by marauders that came to take the town’s 
children into slavery. He will mention that such 
banditry and roguishness has become more 
common in recent days, and that the innkeeper 
does not exaggerate when he speaks of the 
dangerous local band of brigands, cutthroats 
and thieves that have fled into Tishínia from 
the border skirmishes with Gilárhi, and that 
hard times that have fallen upon this village 
as of late. He hopes that the players will not 
run afoul of these brigands, but prays that 
the scoundrels will soon feel Kramah’s heavy 
justice.

The mángai Priests will be approached 
hesitantly by a sullen jánah, a stout, middle-
aged badger who calls himself Áhuli, the stone 
carver of the village. His hands have both 
appear to have been wrapped in cloth bandages 
quite recently. He will humbly request that the 
mángai do the village a great favor and perform 
a blessing at the temple. He claims that the 
brigands the innkeeper spoke of recently 
desecrated their temple by fire and murdered 
their priest, and they have not yet alerted the 
magistrate of either Sadahm or Tiari. If asked 
about his hands, he will tell them that he burned 
them trying to pull the priest’s body from the 
flames. The innkeeper will try to hush the 
badger while he speaks, saying that he doesn’t 
want his honored guests troubled by these 
matters. But the stone carver will be insistent, 
saying that it is their only hope, and that none 
of the villagers wishes to go there anymore. 
He is sure that new blessings placed upon the 
temple ruins will bring peace to the villagers. 
He will be most grateful if players attempt to 
heal his hands with either medicine or magic, 
saying their kindness has “blessed” him.

Throughout the evening, little by little, most 
of the villagers in the tearoom will depart for the 
night and say their farewells while wishing the 
pilgrims good fortune and luck, making their 
way out of the inn and into the mist to wander 
toward the darker center of town. Eventually, 
only the musician and the two innkeepers will 
remain as they continue to entertain the new 
guests of the inn.            

will tell them they must leave; that there is 
no place for them here, and that they should 
move on to the next village. Old Naímur will 
declare this “nonsense” and will proceed to sit, 
telling them that he and his companions are 
on a holy pilgrimage in the name of the Aryah 
Ayrram, and that both deference to the devah, 
as well as respect for noble Sunborn, should 
inspire them to make the group feel welcome. 
The innkeeper will seem pained, and his wife 
will further explain that their village is poor, 
but has recently attracted the attention of local 
brigands who seek to violently liberate the 
wealth of occasional travelers. She fears that the 
presence of such higher caste individuals might 
inspire their aggression.

If none of the other players speak to reassure 
her, the priest Naímur will openly scoff at the 
idea of a band of brigands in light of the fact 
that within mere minutes their twenty armored 
guards will be arriving looking for a night’s rest 
as well. At the sound of this it seems as if a great 
sigh of relief passes through all in the tearoom, 
and trepidation turns to glee and excitement. 
The players will then be welcomed to sit, and 
will be served a hearty meal. The innkeeper and 
his wife will then introduce themselves.

Díbra the Innkeeper (male koala, early 
40’s, originally from Nilám), and his wife 
Chirüh (female meerkat, late 30’s, also from 
Nilám).

Several other villagers of various species 
will be willing to speak with the group as well. 
The players will be told that this is the village 
of Múnkula. Many of the villagers, though 
obviously relieved by the conversation, seem 
sullen and tired, but others speak excitedly with 
them concerning the recent Feast of the Seas 
festival, asking where they are from, and eagerly 
seek to hear recent news. Players should roll 
appropriate Knowledge Skills when providing 
such answers.

Within minutes the rest of the retainer 
guards arrive, and a pleasant din of eating, 
conversation, and laughter fills the room as the 
innkeeper and his wife gladly lay out a veritable 
banquet for them. Characters with Performance 
Skills pertaining to music or singing will notice 
the kangaroo playing a delightful but sad song on 
his sitar, accompanied by his liltingly beautiful, 
soft voice, and will recognize it as a song of lost 
love and tragedy.  If the kangaroo notices he is 
being watched, he will wink and smile at the 
character, inviting them to sit nearer to him 
and listen, and to sing an adjoining melody 
if they wish. The song he sings tells the story 
of a man who loved a woman who was lost to 
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The guards’ first actions will be to draw 
their weapons and rush from the abandoned 
inn to deal with the brigands face to face. The 
first one to exit will cry out as an arrow pierces 
his chitin breastplate. Allow the players to have 
the chance to fight at least one opponent if 
they wish, and feel free to menace even those 
who attempt to avoid combat. Players choosing 
to stay inside the inn should suddenly find a 
brigand or two crashing through the shuttered 
windows or forced through the front door 
after being accidentally thrown or pushed by 
the guards outside, forcing them to engage in 
order to protect the old priest’s life or their 
own. Characters f leeing through the kitchen 
door and out the back of the inn will find that 
at least one brigand has attempted to sneak 
into the building from the rear to attempt a 
surprise attack. Use the statistics below to play 
any brigand fought 1-on-1, or for any guards 
the players cooperate with side-by-side. 

Typical Brigands (15 total) - (various 
jenu, though most are apes and simians, lean 
and hungry, late teens to mid 20’s) Thieves 
and cutthroats from the Gilárhi borders. Use 
somewhat cheap amber swords and crystal 
knives as primary weapons.

Action Dice: 5
Stamina Levels: 18

Brigand Leader (Dalmékur) - (large male 
gorilla, muscular and cocksure, mid 20’s) Self-
proclaimed “boss” of these petty, murderous 
criminals. Uses a crimson crystal sword and a 
bow.

Action Dice: 6
Stamina Levels: 22

Typical Guards (20 total) - (various jenu, 
strong, agile, and well-trained, mid to late 20’s) 
Warriors of the House of Ayrram. Use crystal 
swords and chitin spears as primary weapons.

Action Dice: 6
Stamina Levels: 24 

The brigands are generally outclassed and 
outnumbered, and you may assume that the 
group of pilgrims and their guards will win, 
though you should certainly allow the players 
to battle at least one each, and as many as they 
wish. A good way to randomly determine how 
many of the retainer guards are wounded or 
dead would be to roll a single d6. Consider 

Whether the players choose to participate or 
not, whether they choose to rush outside to meet 
their adversaries or not, Combat will now begin for 
everyone, and the rules of Initiative will apply. Have 
each player roll for Initiative as well as for their 
number of Actions that round, and roll for the 
old owl also (assume he has 6 Action Dice and 20 
Stamina), though he will attempt to avoid combat, 
allowing his Honor Guard to protect him.

 Two hours before midnight prayers a loud 
commotion can suddenly be heard outside 
as the approaching sound of many keening 
chinti and their riders shatters the peaceful 
night’s calm. The innkeeper and his wife seem 
transfixed in horror, and the musician turns 
grim eyes toward the door. Suddenly, a deep, 
bellowing cry, thick and guttural, rings like a 
cracked gong from outside, and as it does the 
very air around you seems to change.

Like awakening from a dream, the pleasant 
glow of the candles and lamps in the tearoom is 
snuffed all at once, as if by dozens of hands, all 
save for the traveling lanterns of your guards. 
The sultry air, warmed by the hearth’s fire, 
and rich with the scents of smoke and food 
suddenly crackles and grows threadbare, thin, 
and cold in an instant. The very furniture upon 
which you sit suddenly becomes dusty, and 
upon the tables lay empty ceramic mugs and 
cracked dishes long abandoned. The hearth is 
barren and cold, littered with old ashes, and 
the cushioned seat, upon which had rested 
the musician, lay empty and broken upon the 
dirty floor. Harsh firelight from torches held 
by the jánah outside dances across the floor 
and walls. There is no one in the tearoom 
except yourselves and the retainer guards.

Again the deep voice bellows, thick with 
the accent of Gilárhi; “Come out of there! 
We know you have hidden inside, we can see 
the light of your lanterns! You are few and 
we are many… My scouts saw you cross the 
bridge! Come out, give us what we want, and 
perhaps we will let you and your friends live 
old man!”

A moment or so of stunned silence passes 
inside the dark tearoom as the guards look 
at you all and at one another in amazement. 
Haunted, shocked expressions slowly turn to 
rage as a strange truth begins to dawn on them. 
Smiles full of bared teeth spread across the 
grim faces of the guards. One of them finally 
manages to growl; “Few eh? Let us introduce 
them to our few…”     

Scene 5: Unwelcome Visitors
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half the rolled number (rounded down) to 
have been killed, and the other half to have 
been wounded. For example, a roll of 5 would 
mean 2 guards were killed in the fight, and 
three were wounded. A roll of 1 would only 
mean that only one guard was wounded. Make 
a similar roll to randomly determine how 
many of the brigands could be captured alive, 
and which were able to escape. Combat should 
continue long enough to allow the players to 
fight or encounter at least one brigand each, 
at which point all the brigands will have either 
f led, are captured, or are dead. Any brigands 
captured alive will beg for mercy, and can 
be taken as prisoners to be presented to the 
magistrate of Tiari, or killed on the spot for 
their heinous crimes.

Conclusions   
With the battle at an end, there will no 

doubt be a moment where the players will want 
to discuss what has just happened, and what they 
truly experienced in the inn before the brigands 
arrived. Likewise, the guards may wish to roughly 
interrogate any prisoners concerning what 
exactly they have done to this town, and where 
the villagers actually are. Any living brigands will 
babble in barely understandable broken Tishíni, 
indicating that it was their “boss’s” fault, and 
that they didn’t want to burn the temple, and 
will mostly just continue crying out in Gilárhi 
gibberish. Regardless of how these conversations 
may go, the old owl Naímur will insist that now 
is not the time to see what the ruined temple may 
hold, though he is sure it will be grim. Instead he 
will insist that they set a watch and get some sleep 
within the abandoned inn, and deal with the rest 
after False Dawn in the morning.

At False Dawn the old priest will gather the 
entire party and the retaining guards to sing in 
the new day with prayers before the ruined, stone 
walls of the burned and gutted temple at the 
center of the village. It is a terrible sight to see. 
Little is left of the elaborate wooden upper floors, 
most of which have collapsed in upon themselves 
in the fire that must have been many weeks ago. 
The lower level’s carved walls of stone, and the 
wide-open, singed, wooden main doors are all 
that remain. The seasonal rains have turned the 
ground to ashy mud. 

In the doorway itself lay two bodies festering 
with rot, one wearing the soiled saffron robes of 
a Satyan priest, and the other a badger that had 
been carrying him in his burned arms when he 
fell. An arrow is sunken deeply in his decomposing 
chest. Within the ruined temple are even more 
horrors. It appears as if the villagers, having been 

attacked by the brigands, fled to these relatively 
fortified walls in an attempt to hold them off. 
Whatever happened, the temple began to burn, 
and the villagers all died within, perhaps by heat 
or smoke, as the burning upper floors fell around 
them. They lay huddled, as a group, clinging to 
one another against the scorched inner walls, their 
bodies twisted in their agonizing last moments. 
Not far from the door one jánah lay caught in 
the light of the rising suns. Grasped tightly in the 
corpse’s arms is the charred remnant of a multi-
stringed sitar. Apparently, the only escapee from 
the inferno (the badger) was shot dead before he 
could even get beyond the door.

After a moment of contemplative silence the 
old priest will tell the players that he and the priest 
Umratáli hold the divine laws of the Partakám 
(the holiest of texts) in their hearts and on their 
tongues, and he will ask Umratáli if he believes 
that their prisoners (if any) are responsible for 
these crimes.  If the player says “yes” then the old 
owl will agree, and will then call upon the rest of 
the players, as noble sunborn and warrior caste, 
to decide if the prisoners should die now, perhaps 
appeasing the tortured spirits of their victims, or 
stand for judgment before the magistrate and the 
Lawspeakers of Tiari in a public forum many days 
from now. The choice is theirs, and the retainer 
guards will gladly carry out the decision one way 
or another.

The matter of the temple is a different issue 
entirely, and Naímur will ask those with ritual 
magic to perform a blessing upon the temple and 
the poor villagers within, to help send them on 
their way through the Dream to dance at the Edge 
of Heaven; to release them from the torment 
that has trapped them here after their deaths. 
Umratáli should prepare and begin such a ritual, 
and aided by Valnérah can bring the rest of the 
companions into the Dream. As always, circles 
and sigils must be inscribed upon the ground and 
the area purified with prayer.

Here they can witness, and with their own 
prayers potentially help in, setting the duhámas 
of the villagers free from their tortured haunting. 
Ask the sir’hibas players to make their Magic 
Ritual Skill rolls, and allow the rest of the party to 
make Essence Rolls as collaborators according to 
the rules of Assistance as they desire to help. Once 
the ritual has begun, assuming the players initially 
roll successfully, they will part the veils of Dream, 
revealing the colorful and nebulous Dream Realm 
beyond. As it envelops them they will watch the 
real world seem to vanish around them, and in 
place of the ruined temple they will see a circle of 
floating, glowing spheres of golden light that bob 
and sway as if alive. Those succeeding in Essence 
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Rolls once again will see the vague forms of jánah 
transposed with the glowing spheres, and will see 
their own bodies, and those of their companions 
as ghostly images of themselves. If either sir’hibasi 
wish to speak to these spirits, then they must each 
make another successful Magic Ritual Skill roll. 
Once again the other players may assist.   

At this point both the sir’hibasi characters 
should roll their Magic Ritual Skill dice to 
determine if they can open the path to the Edge of 
Heaven for the lost spirits of the villagers. If they 
succeed, then feel free to describe some amazing 
and glorious effect into which the villagers’ 
duhámas will rise or merge, and perhaps tease the 
players by describing elusive and tantalizing god-
like forms that seem to dance and writhe mightily 
across some celestial back-drop. If they fail, of 

course, then the tone of the Dream will become 
sinister, and perhaps there will be some indication 
that the spirits of the villagers will remain forever 
trapped, descending eventually into the ranks 
of “khaujíva” (hungry ghosts) who may one day 
begin preying upon the living. Either way, once 
this description is through, the ritual should come 
to an end, and the players will know that they have 
done what they can. 

With solemn hearts, the pilgrims and their 
retainers must travel on to Tiari to inform the 
Magistrate of what has transpired so that he may 
send soldiers back to the village to secure the 
region from further villainy and to bring life back 
to the area. There are still many days travel ahead, 
but now wise old Naímur seems content to let the 
guard retainers travel close at hand.




