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Chapter �

EREWORN FOR 
THE CURIOUS
Introduction
‘The Elven Crystals’ is a complete campaign consist-
ing of four linked adventures for your Dragon War-
riors game. It is designed for beginning characters of 
ranks 1–2. The four adventures are as follows:

 1.  Gallows Wood; or A Goblin Grim
 2.  The Castle of Terror
 3.  Wrecker Island
 4.  Into The Spirit Realm

A brief history of the area in which these adventures 
are set follows below. Any of the ideas in this cam-
paign may, however, be used in different campaigns 
or settings.

A History Of Ereworn
Characters native to Ereworn would probably know 
this information (roll under Intelligence on 1d20), 
though they would regard it as a folktale. Any 
friendly NPC from Ereworn will be able to answer 
basic questions about it, based on the same test.

Elves have ever held themselves aloof from mankind; 
rare indeed is the elf who travels with humans, rarer 
still he who devotes his life to aiding them. Of the elven 
friends of man, none has ever shone more brightly in the 
gloom of ages than Elvaron, the archmage of Ereworn, 
comrade and sworn confidant of the King. 

 The kingdom of Ereworn knew peace and prosperity 
in its time. Elvaron worked titanic magics to seal the 
kingdom’s borders against evil, both the natural and the 
unnatural alike. The land yielded crops as if it were glad 
to offer them up; the rivers gave a seemingly endless sil-
ver harvest of fish. Children slept without fear of goblins 
and ghouls. 
  Yet all creatures born to live must some day die, and 
Elvaron knew that he, too, must perish. The thought 
of this beloved land left without his protection troubled 
him. Preparations had to be made, or Ereworn’s golden 
age would pass into darkness along with him.  
 First, he gathered together the magicians of the 
kingdom and taught them the art of preserving the 
Great Wards. These were the boundary stones marking 
the limits of the kingdom, between which stretched the 
invisible barriers keeping evil out. So long as the magi-
cians did their duty and refreshed the magic with each 
turn of the seasons, the wards would stand.
 Next, he passed down a legacy of potent charms and 
lore, teaching the rudiments of his art to select men and 
women of the villages, so that the common people could 
ward themselves against ill-luck and the petty little 
evils that came creeping in the dark hours. Those who 
learned these arts were called the Cunning Folk; a good 
deal less powerful than the grand magicians, but more 
trusted by the common people, and with a vital role to 
play.  
 As the day of his death grew nearer, Elvaron pre-
pared a final security. He ensorcelled a huge crystal and 
into it placed an image of himself, an echo that could 
remain behind and continue to pass on his knowledge to 
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the people. The strain of the magic quickened his demise 
and he died soon after. With heavy heart, the King set 
up the crystal in the grand hall of Castle Ereworn, in 
the place that Elvaron had decreed for it. 
 To his astonishment, the rays of the noonday sun 
through the crystal cast a living, moving image of a 
youthful Elvaron, who smiled and asked after the king-
dom. Thus it was that the archmage was able to give 
counsel from beyond death, in a form woven of light. 
There are those that say the rays of the full moon cast 
another image altogether, but what that was nobody 
knew, for the King was careful to lock and bar the grand 
hall at such times. Only a distant howling, like that of a 
gigantic wolf many worlds away, gave any clue to what 
the crystal called up then.  
 It only took a moment of human weakness to undo 
all of Elvaron’s careful preparation. At dawn on Mid-
summer’s Day, when magicians around the land made 
solemn procession to the Great Wards for the ritual of 
replenishment, someone failed in his duty. Whether Slorn 
the Red was moved by malice, laziness or the interfer-
ence of some outside agent, nobody knows; all that is 
known is that he failed to enact the rite that would have 
renewed the barriers. 
 The wards in the East fell, and a pent-up darkness 
came howling across the land. In the great hall of Castle 
Ereworn, the crystal shattered into three shards, as if in 
anguish at the betrayal. 
 Dawn never came on that Midsummer’s Day. The 
sky blackened with storm clouds. Thunder boomed over 
the hills and torrential rain and lightning obscured the 
face of the earth, only abating after a week. 
 When the armoured men and the courtiers of the 
King fared forth to see what had become of the land in 
this time, they found the crops blighted in the fields, the 
people wracked with plague and the woods and dark 
places infested with evil. It was as if many lifetimes of 
misfortune had come at once, flooding over a kingdom 
that had almost forgotten what evil was. Some demonic 
force, unnamed as yet, had taken root.
 A nameless fear and dread hung over the heads of 
all those who dwelt in Castle Ereworn: one by one the 
knights took their weapons and their mounts and went 
off to seek employ in other kingdoms. The sorcerers left, 
deserting bubbling vats, slipping out of postern gates at 
dead of night, never to be seen again. 
 In his shadowed hall, the King spoke to his few 
remaining knights. Though Elvaron’s image was now 
lost, he had spoken to the King before he died of what 
should be done if the wards should ever fail and the 
kingdom fall to darkness. No power on this earth could 

purge the land again; but there was a power in the spirit 
world, the lands beyond earth, that could cast the evil 
back beyond the boundaries. Elvaron himself had drawn 
upon this tremendous power once, when he first scoured 
the evil from Ereworn and established the Great Wards. 
Even the King did not know what form it would take. 
It was known by only one word: ALBUS. 
 The door to the spirit world was called the Moon’s 
Gate. This could only be opened by fixing the three crys-
tal shards of the block back together and allowing the 
light of the full moon to pass through it. 
 None of the King’s remaining knights came forward 
to take up the quest for ‘Albus’. Rumours had long been 
circulating that a fearsome demon-wolf roamed the 
planes beyond the Moon’s Gate, battening on the souls 
of mortal men. To die in Ereworn was at least a natu-
ral death, with the hope of paradise beyond; any knight 
could willingly face such an end; but to die far from 
home in some nightmarish elven realm, with your very 
soul devoured by a wolf-demon, was a fate too horrible 
to contemplate. None of the knights could look the King 
in the eye and one by one they slunk away as their breth-
ren-in-arms had done before them. 
 The old king died, broken-hearted that no-one dared 
to take up the challenge he had set. His son was foully 
murdered soon after. Weak regents or greedy barons have 
all ruled in the many years since, but none for long. The 
real power in the land resides with the forces of anarchy 
and lawlessness that stalk every high road of the king-
dom. Only the Cunning Folk, with their simple peasant 
magic, keep back the darkness to any degree.
 The three crystal fragments, symbol of the Elven 
magic that had kept the kingdom whole, have long ago 
disappeared from the sight and the memories of men. 
Seventy long years have passed since the fall of Ereworn. 
In that time, evil has sunk deep roots into the land.

Games Master’s Information
As in the adventure scenarios in Dragon Warriors, 
all sections of the text marked in italics may be read 
aloud to the players. 
 One of the crystal fragments lies at the end of 
each adventure scenario in this series. The play-
ers can use each of them to cast a partial image of 
Elvaron, who will help them to find the other shards 
as best he can. When combined they may be used 
to open the Moon’s Gate, beyond which the player-
characters will discover the demon wolf, Fengris, 
and possibly even find the mysterious ‘Albus’, the 
otherworldly force that alone can scorch the evil 
from the land.
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Overview
This is a scenario for 4-6 1st-rank characters, suit-
able for beginners to roleplay and newcomers to 
Dragon Warriors.
 A monster is terrorising the village of Ereworn! 
It stalks the streets at night, cursing the crops and 
the cattle. The villagers hire the player-characters to 
track the monster down to its hiding place in Gal-
lows Wood. 
 The villagers neglect to tell the characters of the 
many other dangers that lurk in the forest: magi-
cal traps; an evil sorceress; a bestial forester; Duke 
Darian’s Black Riders; and the undead monks of 
Moaning Island. The characters will have to over-
come many obstacles before they reach their goal.

‘Time Passed’ Table
As the players progress in this adventure, so, natu-
rally, time passes. Strike through the ‘time elapsed’ 
since they set out on the box to the right: every time 
they get to a new section in the adventure, cross off 
a half-hour; if they leave the path for the forest, this 
will cost them a whole hour. Occasionally you will 
see that in the GM’s overview to each section we 
have overridden this half-hour rule and asked you 
to strike off more or less time. As a general rule, it 
might be helpful if you told the players that dark-
ness has fallen (whatever the table says) once they 
have reached the disused carriage road (sections 18 
and 19).

Chapter �

GALLOWS WOOD
or A Goblin Grim

Time Passed and Random Encounters

For each hour that the party is in the woods, roll for a 
random encounter on the table below. Every time the 
party leaves the paths for the forest itself, roll for an 
encounter. When the check-boxes indicate that night 
has fallen over Gallows Wood, start using the night-
time encounter table instead.

Type of   Hours since the party  Roll for
daylight  entered the woods  encounter

Pre-dawn    ½  __
Dawn     1  __   •
Daytime    1½  __
      2  __   •
      2½  __
      3  __   •
      3½  __
      4  __   •
Noon     4½  __
      5  __   •
      5½  __
      6  __   •
      6½  __
      7  __   •
Twilight    7½  __
Dusk     8  __   •
Dark     8½  __
      9  __   •
      9½  __
      10     •
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Random Encounter Table
Many of the creatures listed below will be found in 
the Creatures section of the Dragon Warriors rule-
book (pp 237-253). A few, however, are unique to 
this book, and you will find their stats and descrip-
tions given in the encounter itself. Additional notes 
on some of the creatures are given below.

d100   Daytime encounter

01–30   No encounter
31–35  1 Bear (see the Bestiary, p. 26), rangy and ill-

fed, looking for something to eat.
36–40  2 Elves armed with short swords (d8, 3) and 

bows (d6, 4) (see the Bestiary, p. 19). They are 
scouting cautiously and will keep well back 
from the player characters, thinking them to 
be Darius’s men.

41–45  1 Giant Spider (see the Bestiary, p. 35). This 
monstrosity will try to ambush the party from 
the trees if possible.

46–50  2 Gnomes (see the Bestiary, p. 19). The player-
characters have unwittingly stumbled into 
their territory.

51–55  2 Goblins (see the Bestiary, p. 19), gathering 
wood bark to brew into wine. If overcome, 
they promise to lead the party to Ned the 
Hobgoblin, but they take the most circuitous, 
hazardous route they can; they never promised 
to lead safely.

56–60  1 Ogre (see the Bestiary, p. 23). It is convinced 
it buried a barrel of mead somewhere nearby 
and is trying to dig it up.

61–65  2 Wild Boars (see the Bestiary, p. 28).
66–70  4 Wolves (see the Bestiary, p. 28).
71–75  2 Black Riders (see below, or the Bestiary, p. 

63). They are patrolling the forest, making 
sure that no potential threats have entered. If 
outfought, they will try to ride away and warn 
Duke Darian rather than fight to the death.

76–80  Werewolf (see the Bestiary, p. 56), in human 
form. This is the aged Sir Augron, a 2nd-rank 
Knight, who served many years ago under the 
King of Ereworn and now lives a cursed life.

81–85  6 Centaurs (see the Bestiary, p. 30), stamping 
their hooves and waiting impatiently for the 
next wine delivery from the goblins.

86–90  The Bestial Forester (see p. 30; if the party 
has already slain him then roll again on the 
random encounter table).

91–00  Death’s Head (see the Bestiary, p. 77: this 
one is in its day-time incarnation, with a host 
human body). If the body is not too badly 
decomposed, the creature pretends to be a 
beggar; it will trail the party from a distance, 
hoping to take one of their bodies after 
nightfall.

Encounters vary between daylight and night-time 
hours, so keep a tally of the time that has elapsed 
in the games day on the chart on the previous page. 
Assume all encounters to be hostile.

d100   Night encounter

01–20   No encounter
21–25   A flight of Bats (see the Bestiary, p. 26).
26–30   Death’s Head (see the Bestiary, p. 77), 

searching for a host body.
31–35   2 Elves (armed as in the daytime encounter 

chart; see the Bestiary, p. 19).
36–40   1 Giant Spider (see the Bestiary, p. 35).
41–50   A White Lady (see the Bestiary, p. 73), 

searching for souls.
51–55   An Ignis Fatuus (see the Bestiary, p. 39), trying 

to lure travellers from the path.
56–65   6 Wolves (see the Bestiary, p. 28).
66–70   Werewolf (see the Bestiary, p. 56), as above, in 

wolf form.
71–80   2 Gallows Ghouls (see p. 32).
80–85   1 Vampire (see the Bestiary, p. 84).
86–90   1 Spectre (see the Bestiary, p. 83).
91–00   1 Hellrot (see the Bestiary, p. 70).

If you use the stats of a creature in a fixed location 
in a scenario, alter its scores in pencil, so when the 
party encounters the creature again you can erase 
any marks you may have made and use it again.

Lighting
It will be murky daylight for most of the first part 
of the party’s adventure. However, whenever they 
go into places where the daylight does not pene-
trate, they will have to light torches or lanterns to 
see (Dragon Warriors rulebook, p. 60). This includes 
all subterranean places like dungeons, crypts and so 
on. Lanterns and torches will be obligatory when 
the time elapsed table indicates that darkness has 
fallen.

Local History
At the centre of the Vale of Shadows stands the vil-
lage of Ereworn, hard by a river of the same name. 
To its east, as far as the eye can see, forests roll away 
over the aptly named Grey Hills. The village is a 
ramshackle affair, fallen from prosperity into adver-
sity along with the rest of the kingdom. At one time 
it was a sprawling town, with its outlying suburbs 
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and farms extending to the east almost as far as the 
castle of the same name. Ruined remnants of the 
town, from randomly strewn hunks of worked stone 
to the occasional foundations or roofless cottage, 
can be seen throughout the forest. 
 Duke Darian governs the whole region and 
allows no one to enter the forests on pain of death. 
This he does because he is afraid that the peasants 
of the village may appeal to the forest-dwelling 
elves for help in overthrowing him; he can execute 
his subjects for practising magic, but he has no such 
authority over the elves, who are known to be pow-
erful magicians. In addition, he fears that someone 
may stumble across the graves of his elder brother 
and his family whom he had murdered one night in 
a fearful area of the woods known as Hellglade. On 
the death of his own father, Darian seized the reins 
of power and now his Black Riders scour the realm 
extorting taxes, murdering and torturing.
 When the forests were closed off to the people, 
they soon became infested with vagabonds, bandits 
and evil monsters. One particularly spiteful Hob-
goblin has chosen the village as the object of his 
malice and on many a dark night his shadowy form 
can be seen cursing the crops in the field, shrivelling 

the udders of cows and poisoning the wells. Most of 
the villagers, after two years of this, are on the point 
of starvation; others have moved away for good, 
leaving their houses derelict. The villagers are them-
selves too timorous to enter the forest to track down 
the monster in the daylight hours, and the corpses 
swinging on the village gibbet attest to the fact that 
those who are caught trespassing there by the Black 
Riders are dealt with summarily. Entering the wood 
at night-time is known to be the equivalent of sui-
cide. The villagers have now made a pact between 
themselves to hire the next strangers who enter the 
village and send them after the monster; without, 
of course, mentioning the other fearful dangers that 
entering the forest entails. 

The first leaves of autumn are swirling down as your 
party enter the village of Ereworn, in the Vale of Shad-
ows. To the west you can see a river meandering from 
some distant, wood-covered hills. The margins of the 
forest come right up to the boundaries of the village. It 
is obvious to you that all is not well with the land: fields 
that should be ripe with harvest stand untended and 
wild, emaciated cattle huddle forlornly on a windswept 
hill and many of the doors to the huts in the village 

Gallows wood

Sa
m

pl
e 

file



�0

The elven CrysTals

swing open and shut to the vagaries of the wind. On the 
skyline, blackly silhouetted, three figures clank in chains 
on a gibbet, black crows feeding on their eyes.
 You notice the few inhabitants who are outside scur-
rying into their huts as you approach, and soon the cen-
tral street is utterly deserted apart from the fallen leaves 
that dance madly in the blustering wind. You approach 
the only tavern, where a blistered sign creaks on rusty 
hinges. You can just make out the name of the inn: ‘The 
Horned Satyr’. It seems that the place was at one time 
more prosperous than it is now; trailing woodbine hangs 
over a broken trellis that once must have shaded sum-
mertime drinkers, stools lie broken and lichen-covered 
in a backyard where a fierce dog howls and leaps at you 
from the extremity of its chain. 

Once the player-characters have entered:

You find yourself in a cold, dust-filled parlour. Your eyes 
meet those of four taciturn, grim-featured men who are 
sat around a table. They gesture for you to seat yourself 
next to them.

The player-characters may now socialise, introduce 
themselves and otherwise settle into the tavern. 
Sooner or later, the subject of beer will come up. 
Any player-character accepting the offer of a drink 
can be told the following:

The ale you have been served tastes bitter, as if it had 
been brewed with sun-withered weeds instead of good 
hops. One of the drinkers, seeing you grimace at the 
beer’s harsh taste, addresses you: 
 “Aye, it has not always been so with the ale of Ere-
worn: once it was the sweetest drink in all the Vale of 
Shadows. But now it is tainted by the curse of an evil 
hobgoblin that dwells in yonder forest.” He begins to 
make a gesture to ward off evil, then checks himself. 
 “All our meat and drink is befouled. Hens drop shells 
full of muck, and the cows yield black matter. The very 
well is cursed by this creature’s breath. Two children 
we’ve had born to us this past year. One had six fingers 
on his left hand. The other had no eyes. Just webs of skin 
over the sockets.”

If the adventurers sympathise or enquire further, the 
speaker introduces himself:

“My name is Eldron, chief of this village. There sits 
Gond, keeper of this inn, and there Smilch and there 
Garfas, my advisers. Together we have decided to pay 

the sum of twenty gold pieces to any heroes that dare 
enter the forest and return with the head of Old Ned the 
hobgoblin. We can pay you five crowns in advance and 
a further fifteen crowns if you return having success-
fully completed your mission.” He throws five gold coins 
down on the table. “Please, accept our money and our 
good wishes. Rest here tonight at our expense. Tomor-
row you will be able to pick up the creature’s tracks in 
the morning dew.”

If the player-characters try to haggle, Eldron will 
insist that they cannot afford more. Such money as 
they have has been scraped together from the pitiful 
bequests of the recently dead, and from what little 
has been hidden away from the tax collectors. The 
whole village has given what it can and that will 
have to be enough. Eldron is clearly reluctant to say 
more about who the tax collectors are or why he is 
so afraid of them.
 The PCs may wish to lie in wait for Ned, so 
that they can attack when he comes to curse the 
village instead of setting off after him in the morn-
ing. Eldron tries to dissuade them from this. A fight 
with a powerful hobgoblin here in the village might 
lead to hovels being smashed and bystanders being 
killed. Besides, if the party failed, Ned would surely 
turn on the villagers to punish them for their defi-
ance, whereas if they confront him in the woods, the 
villagers will be safe many miles away….

The inn-keeper’s skinny daughter, Clothilda, serves you 
a sorry meal of soup that is mostly cabbage-water and 
bread that tastes of mildew. When you are finished, she 
shows you to some rather cheerless, draughty rooms, with 
thin straw matresses on bare wood boards. 
 The banging and thumping of Clothilda, preparing 
for another day’s trade, wakes you. No light comes from 
the window. It is early morning, the sky still dark but 
for a bright moon. The back door opens as Clothilda goes 
out to fetch some water. Suddenly there is a scream, and 
looking out of the window you see a bizarre sight in 
the moonlight: Clothilda’s thin legs are sticking out of a 
beer barrel and waving frantically! A spindly hobgoblin 
with a tasselled cap is rolling her away up the hill and 
into the forest. 
 Before you can react, the door flies open and the inn-
keeper rushes in. His face is chalk white and his hands 
are trembling as he blurts out: “The devil! Ned has taken 
my daughter!” Although there is still an hour left till 
dawn, you can see the hobgoblin’s trail snaking through 
the moonlit frost on the ground. 
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If the player-characters ask the locals what a hob-
goblin could possibly want with a human girl, the 
innkeeper will explain that Ned no doubt plans to 
malform her body and mind with his magic until 
she is no longer human but a hobgoblin herself, at 
which point she will forget her former life. Hob-
goblins like nothing more than to disfigure what is 
fair. Casting warts at a pretty face is good; deform-
ing unborn children is better; but changing a whole-
some lad or lass into a hobgoblin is best of all. For-
tunately, such magics take a day and a night to work. 
If Clothilda is not rescued before tomorrow’s dawn, 
there will be two hobgoblins in the forest!
 The innkeeper urges the player-characters to set 
out on their quest immediately, as it has become 
suddenly more urgent than before. He gives them 
one final warning:

“Duke Darian, who rules these lands, sends a ghostly 
carriage into the woods every day. It’s said that anyone 
bold enough to seek an audience with the Duke has only 
to step inside, and they’ll be borne off to the castle, fast 
as lightning! If you see that carriage, then for the love of 
God, stay well away from it!”

1. The Beggar in the Wood
The party encounters a leprous beggar in the first 
clearing of the forest. He emerges from the mists 
suddenly, and will almost certainly surprise them. 
He is essentially harmless apart from the terrible 
disease he’s carrying, and will exchange a valuable 
riddle written on a parchment for any alms he’s 
given.

You are soon deep in the forest. Ancient oak trees soar 
above your heads into the grey pre-dawn sky. Huge 
black crows caw at you mournfully from the boughs. A 
thick ground mist steams about you, but when it clears 
you can see the marks of the barrel in a trail through the 
morning dew on the grass. Two miles to the south you 
can see a slender black tower rising up from the forest. 
 After half a mile the path you’re following enters a 
clearing. Mist hangs here like a blanket and your vis-
ibility is reduced to torchlight range. 

Unless the player-characters have an advance scout 
or are otherwise forewarned somehow, read or para-
phrase the following text:

Without warning, a figure swathed in bandages and 
moaning lowly stumbles towards you through the mists. 
You have a few moments to react before it closes with 
you. You cannot, as yet, see any exits from the clearing 
through the mist.

Beggar
attack Not applicable    Armour: None
defence Not applicable   evasion 3 
magical defence 3    Health Points 3
Equipment: An old parchment (see below)  
Cash: None

As the old man will explain if the players give him 
a chance, he once served the magician Fabian who 
lived in a tower in the forest (see p. 20) and tried to 
keep back the evil after many other magicians had 
fled when the great wards fell. This was long ago, in 
his youth. He now presents a hideous sight, swathed 
in grey, stained bandages and extending fingerless 
hands towards the players, moaning for alms in a 
low voice which becomes louder and louder the 
more the party hold out from doing so. Anyone 
actually placing money in the leper’s hands stands a 
10% chance of contracting the disease himself. (For 
the effects of leprosy, see p. 126 of the Dragon War-
riors rulebook.)

If they ignore the beggar
He follows them to the end of the clearing, moan-
ing louder and louder. Suddenly there is a loud flap-
ping sound and two Forest Harpies who have been 
attracted by the noise drop out of the sky towards 
the party. They have one round before they close 
with them. Observant adventurers will notice that 
the harpies do not attack the beggar.

Forest Harpies
attack 9       Armour Factor 2 (thick 
        feathers/leathery skin)
Weapons: Grapple with claws (see below). 
defence 6      evasion 5
magical defence 4   stealth 9
Equipment: None (all the   perception 9 (elfsight)
Harpies’ treasure is in their  Rank equivalent: 3rd
 nest in section 12).
Health Points: 
 Forest Harpy 1: 12   Forest Harpy 2: 11

Grapple with claws: A successful strike attempt means that 
the Harpy has grappled successfully. Characters may have 
one attempt to break loose before the Harpy becomes 
airborne. To break free, roll under strength on d20.

Gallows wood
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Forest Harpies (as distinguished from the typical 
Harpy) are hideous hybrid creatures with the bodies 
and faces of old women, but the wings and plumage 
of large crows. They converse with one another in 
loud caws. They will attempt to grapple any oppo-
nent in their claw-like arms and legs and bear them 
off to their nest where they will devour them, hav-
ing stripped them of their treasure. In ancient times 
a powerful magician laid a curse on these creatures 
and all harpies now emit a sickening stench, which 
can be detected at 10m. It is therefore very unu-
sual for harpies to surprise their opponents. On the 
other hand, harpies have such a horrible appearance 
that a morale check is necessary when in combat 
with them (see the rulebook, p. 122).
 These harpies will fly off if one of them is killed 
or if they manage to bear off one member of the 
party. Anyone borne off will have to fight the har-
pies back at their nest in Section 12.
 Once the harpies have gone, the characters will 
notice the old beggar has slipped away into the mist 
and is nowhere to be found. There is nothing else of 
interest in the clearing.

If they give the beggar alms
The beggar thanks you and points to a ruined tower that 
sticks out of the forest like a broken, black tooth about 
two miles away to the south:
 “Because you have helped me, I’ll now help you. In 
my youth I served a powerful magician named Fabian 
who lived in yonder tower, fighting back the forces of evil 
that had come to dwell in this forest. On his deathbed he 
gave me this parchment and this stone.” He holds up an 
ancient vellum parchment and a sparkling gem the size 
of a large pebble. “He told me that if I ever met a band 
of heroes who had both the courage to stand against evil 
and the heart to help the lowest of the low, I should pass 
these treasures into their keeping. I was healthy then, 
but I now know what he meant. This disease has made 
me so foul that even the evil ones keep their distance! 
Fabian locked away much of his power against the fall 
of darkness, knowing that the evil ones would try to seek 
it out and destroy it. Come, take my parchment and this 
stone in reward for your kindness. If you have wit to use 
them, they will lead you to great strength.”

The old man will offer the parchment and gem to 
the first person who offered him alms. Don’t forget 
the 10% chance of contracting his disease if his skin 
is touched. Without waiting to hear any questions 

the players may have, he melts back into the mist as 
mysteriously as he appeared and is nowhere to be 
found if the characters search for him.

If they slay the beggar
They will soon realise that the old man was harm-
less. They will find the parchment and the gem as 
described below.

A path runs to the north, by which the characters 
entered the clearing. There is a second path to the 
south, which snakes off through the mist into the 
heart of the forest.

Treasure
The Parchment: This appears to have an old heroic 
poem written on it: Fabian invites noble daring men: 
yesterday the other warriors eagerly rode their horses 
ever nearer the hideous enemy: exhausted yet exalted, 
men of undaunted trust, hall heroes against nameless 
darkness, swords wielded over rising doom. 
 The Games Master should show the players the 
illustration at the bottom of the page, or on p. 80. 
 The first letter of each of the poem’s words, 
read together, spell out a secret message relating to 
various parts of Fabian’s ruined tower (section 10). 
Decoded, this reads: “Find my tower, then the eye, 
mouth, hand, sword.” The last four items refer to 
features of the tower (see pp. 19-22).

The Gem: This is a semi-precious stone worth about 
5 crowns. It has to be fitted into the empty eye 
socket of the stone gargoyle over the fountain in the 
ruined tower (Section 10, p. 21).

Gallows wood
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2. The Hollow Oak
The party finally catches up with Ned the Hob-
goblin—or seems to. He is hiding in the trunk of 
a hollow oak tree with Clothilda the serving girl. 
However, this chuckling horror is a trap, meant to 
trick the party into attacking. 

After another half-hour of trudging along the path the 
light amongst the trees has improved slightly, and you 
can see the pale yellow circle of the autumn sun strug-
gling to dissipate the ghostly mists that wreathe the for-
est. You enter a small grassy clearing and immediately 
notice a familiar-looking barrel lying abandoned in the 
middle of it. 
 Suddenly you hear a shrill cry of distress coming from 
a hollow oak tree standing in the middle of the clearing, 
and you see Clothilda’s blonde head poke up over the top 
of it. Her cry is stifled instantly and something pulls her 
down into the trunk again. For a brief second you see 
the face of her kidnapper. A grey hobgoblin peers at you 
from under puckered, hooded eyes, his sharp yellow teeth 
sticking out from his lips in a malevolent grin. Then he 
is gone.

Ned has created a fake hobgoblin made from 
enchanted fungus and cloaked with Illusion, to 
delay pursuers. He has used up one of his poison-
ous puffballs for the purpose. If the fungus-Ned 
is hit, it breaks open to release a cloud of choking 
spores. Anyone adjacent to the fungus when this 
happens must roll under his Reflexes score on 1d20 
to avoid breathing the spores in. If he does inhale 
them, he must get a Cure Disease or Purification spell 
within 1–8 rounds or die as the spores spread fungus 
throughout his body.
 One blow from a weapon is enough to dispel the 
Illusion. The fake hobgoblin no longer moves, and 
all that is left is a dissolving mush that breaks apart 
and blows away on the wind. There is no sign of the 
real hobgoblin or Clothilda, apart from a fragment 
of torn cloth from her dress snagged on some bark. 
There is no further sign of the tracks that Ned had 
left in the dew.
 A thin trail snakes off through the trees to the 
west. It seems to be seldom used, judging by the 
untrampled grass and ferns growing in the middle 
of it. It leads to Section 3 (see below). There is a 
muddy path leading off to the east; some imprints 
of a human boot are noticeable. It leads to Section 
13, the Bestial Forester (on p. 24).

3. The Weeping Willow Tree
An evil witch has set a curse upon a weeping willow 
tree hard by the river that flows through the woods. 
Anyone who steps underneath its shade is subjected 
to a powerful sleep spell. Every evening at dusk she 
returns to spirit away the sleeping bodies of her 
victims, for who knows what hideous purpose. So 
far today a woodsman named Garth has wandered 
under the tree and fallen instantly into a profound 
slumber. Seeing his sleeping body, a hungry wolf has 
sneaked up from the undergrowth, but just as it was 
about to sink its jaws into him, its bite turned to a 
yawn, and it too fell asleep.

The small trail doesn’t get any bigger as you follow it; 
after an hour or so it emerges on the bank of a river you 
recognise as that which flows through the village of Ere-
worn. In a clearing by the bank there is a strange sight. 
Under the boughs of a drooping weeping willow tree 
you see a sleeping figure, a woodsman by his garb, with 
a bundle of faggots and an axe by his side. A large wolf 
sleeps next to him, its teeth slightly bared as it snores. 
Two paths lead from the clearing; one to the south, and 
another back into the forest to the east.

Anyone stepping under the shade of the weeping 
willow tree to investigate the sleeping bodies will 
automatically be subject to a sleep spell with the 
equivalent magical attack of 20. Anyone suc-
cumbing to this will fall into an enchanted slumber 
that will last exactly 12 hours unless a 6 Magic- 
Point spell of Dispel Magic is used on him, in which 
case he will regain his senses. Nothing will rouse 
the woodsman or the wolf unless someone casts the 
above spell and both of them are within the maxi-
mum radius of the effect of that spell (5m).
 The woodsman will react favourably to anyone 
who rouses him from his slumber. The wolf will 
attack instantly.

Garth the Woodsman
attack 12, 2-handed   AF 1 (padded leather)
forester’s axe (d8, 6), 
dagger (d4, 3) 
defence 5     Movement 10m (20m)
magical defence 3  evasion 4
Rank-equivalent: 1st  stealth 12
Health Points 5   perception 6
(Strength 14; Reflexes 11; Intelligence 6; Psychic 10; Looks 10)
Equipment: Bundle of faggots, 1 silver florin (hidden in 
shoe), 1 copper penny.
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