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BRIEF HISTORY

The Vale is an isolated valley on the northern periphery of civilization. This region
had been tied economically and culturally to a succession of titular aristocrats, arro-
gant despots, and feckless bureaucrats far to the south. Centuries of foppish reign
ended abruptly from a horrific onslaught of discase. Antiquated notions of de jure
birthright have kept the Vale from fading off the map. Cartographers, not rulers,
ultimately define empires.

The Whisper Vale's isolation was abrupt. A pestilence spread quickly through its vil-
lages and hamlets, leaving misery and death in its wake. The plague’s harsh judgment

was swift and indiscriminate.

When kingdoms find themselves under duress, civilization presses on as best it can.
Empires are seldom supplanted by peaceful communes. Turmoil and suffering become
the hallmarks of such eras. Trapped by geography and distance, the Whisper Vale paid
dearly. As populations dwindled, kingdoms and empires turned inward to recover and
protect their power. Cut off, the Vale’s survivors persisted and rebuilt.

In the South, the Whisper Vale now exists only as faded ink on aged maps. Manor
houses, walled trading outposts, and large homesteads form sad ruins. Armed caravans
occasionally traverse the rutted trade road, which winds along the Gelidstream’s west
bank. This road connects the town of Bounty, south of the Vale, to the northern town
of Cleft, a dwarven stronghold. Only the boldest southern merchants attempt this
route. Hence, their infrequent visits to the Vale are met with raucous merrymaking,

Residents of the Vale are focused on their routines, ambivalent to the outside world.
By day, they till crops of food for their tables and grain for their taverns. The power

that keeps excess in check wiclds a wedding ring by night.

THE RIVER

A large river, the Gelidstream, flows south from its source - the dying glaciers far to
the north. Its deep, cold waters flow through a narrow channel, skirting the mountains
near Cleft. Downstream, the Gelidstream is joined by the Meander, where it widens
and slows its pace. Crossing the Gelidstream above the confluence is unsafe. Sheer
cliffs and strong currents combine to form a natural barrier to the north and west
of the Whisper Vale. The gentle slopes on the western bank of the river lead to cold,

desolate grasslands known as the Gauntswept.

The river system boasts one surviving bridge. It is located at a crossroads, near the
village of Whisper. The sporadic caravans cross the Gelidstream further north via an
ancient ferry. A road winds down from the mines of Cleft to the ferry’s landing. The
ferry remains functional despite its age. Cleft's dwarven wood wrights maintain the
ferry, which is the town’s sole link to the wider world.
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THE WHISPER VALE

The Meander River is born at the convergence of two cirque headwalls at the
valley’s peak. Its source consists of two short waterways. The mellifluous Springborn
issues from the cleft where the Vale’s headwalls collide. Its twin, the Fjill, roars over
the scarp of the eastern headwall before tumbling violently down to the valley floor
and merging with the Springborn. The ruins of a monastery are cradled by the two
waterways just north of where they converge to form the Meander. From here, the
Meander winds steadily southward through a long, fertile vale. The nutrient-rich
Ablma seeps from the mountains to the west and feeds the Meander some leagues
downstream, nourishing the Vale’s rich farmland.

Wide flatlands spread from the Meander’s banks to distant mountain ranges,
which hem the Vale in from the east and west. These flat expanses are spotted with
green woods and lush orchard groves. Small conifers prosper in the mountains’ foot-

hills, rising in height and grandeur as they ascend the steepening lands beyond.

Stewardship of the wild is showing its effects. Healthy forests with wide canopies
and tall grasses are grazed upon by an abundance of wildlife. Predators cull the
weakest of these. Even the fey have returned.

‘THE WALL

Tall, forbidding mountains rise majestically along the length of the Whisper
Vale, breaking through the tree line to reveal barren crags of stone. These ranges
are known as ‘the wall’. Each has a steep versant, making them virtually impassible.
Foothills slope upward from the Meander to each inhospitable ‘wall’. Vagabond

marauders wander the foothills as conflict or hunger drives them from the vast, cold

THE TAINT

Cracks in ‘the wall’ bleed down through the mountains’ arms into the foothills. A
shadow prowls deep in the foothills, where tainted sylvan bowers hide. Knotty pines
and poisonous plants fill dark hollows. Insects plague slender swathes of land behind
the wholesome facade of the foothills.

A fissure near the town of Whisper heaves an ominous sigh at the edge of hearing,
hinting at a deep, lurking fear. It is the dark breath of tartarean depths, from the
very bowels of the world.

These deeps have powerful roots in local folklore. Legend tells of dark waters of
unplumbed depths at the world’s soul. The fissure’s regular exhalations trigger a
primordial dread.



EMPYREAN REACH

Atop the tallest western peak, beyond the tree line, lie the crumbling remains of
a mysterious tower. Covered in lichen and weathered by centuries of unrelenting
winds, this crumbling tower is marred by time. The structure resembles a giant hand
with its fingers stretching toward the heavens.

Seers and sages of any race, even the secemingly immortal clves, only mutter
furtively when they are asked about the Reach. Tales vary. Some tell of a Master
of Elementals, who once dwelt within its walls. Others
refer to a Demonic Summoner who stood atop
the highest ramparts. He is said to have mocked
forgotten gods from this perch through the
cnslavement and torment of their /

mortal children. . v/ ./

The Empyrean Reach
continues to kccp its secrets,
as even those fortunate
enough to return are lost.
Loremasters, conjurers,
and  treasure-seckers
have, at various times,
made bold expeditions
to The Reach. |
Survivors of such trips
occasionally ~ wander
back to civilization,
bearing strange artifacts
and tales. These hardy
souls return transformed
by a madness.

There is an unlocked "/~
doorway at the entrance '
leading past a shimmer-
ing curtain of light into the mountain’s roots.
Beyond that point, no two memories have ever been reconciled.

The power of the great kingdoms to the south has waned. Without the vast

resources of wealthy patrons expeditions have declined. Thus, the mysteries of The
Reach remain elusive.

Atop its peak, The Reach points ever skyward.
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THE GAUNTSWEPT

The frigid grasslands and biting cold of the tundra form The Gauntswept. It is
home to vast herds and their predators. Savage bears and packs of aggressive Gaunt-
swept Scavengers - reptilian creatures the size of great dogs - roam the countryside.
The herds lazily migrate from north to south every winter and return again in the
spring. Following the migration across the Gauntswept’s vast expanse are tribes of
inhuman savages. These roving bands are outcasts of every description. When not

on the hunt, they are engaged in bloody raids against each other.

Life amongst the nomadic humanoid tribes is brutal and short - it is an existence
marked by conflict. This is the essence of their culture. Periodically, they set up
impromptu markets to trade in slaves, weapons, and women. Strong leadership in
the past had led to loose confederations. These hordes lasted as long as their leaders
lived.

The endless grasslands of the Gauntswept also
host ogres, trolls, and lawless marauders. Indi-
viduals and small bands rove recklessly - these
monstrous entities are very strong
and wicked. This is nec-
essary to their survival,
as they compete with
the more populous bar-
baric tribes.

Ancient tales tell of places
untrodden, where monsters
dwell. There are wild rumors of
outlandish civilizations, which have
endured.

Near the glacial wall that forms
the Gauntswept’s northern bound-
ary loom the great fortresses of
the frost giants. Long ago, their icy

strongholds witnessed the site of a cli-
mactic battle. The giants faced a pow-
erful army from the south - led

by a fiendish sorcerer.
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The sorcerer king and his army suc-
ceeded in part - wresting a powcrful
artifact from the clutches of the frost
giants. However, his forces dec-
imated, the sorcerer fled south,
disappearing with the artifact.
The best conjectures point to a
ghostly vanguard that protects its
powerful undead king.

The Gauntswept hides a society
of lizard-folk within icy marshes.
Whether by evolution or animis-
tic magic, these reptilian beings
have adapted to the cold. The
icy folk can be fierce adversar-
ies when threatened. It is not
in their nature to be cruel. The
icy folk are insular and tend to be
suspicious of outsiders. Their remote
chilly swamp, both distant and

inhospitable, assures seclusion.

Organized expeditions have
not penectrated the Gaunts-
wept for many generations of
men, leading to fantastical reports.
Most believe they are merely stories told to
frighten children. However, not all fables are mired in myth. A measure of truth inev-
itably emerges from the most preposterous tales. Dread demons and deadly dragons
are not merely the figments of a frightened child’s imagination. Such powers indeed
exist, their truths passed portentously through the ages in oral tradition. Now, only
minstrels sing of such things. Although they do not know it, their rhymes ring true.

THE VERDANT

Boundless expanses of grasslands sweep south from the Gauntswept. The lush
lands forming The Verdant present a natural barrier, stretching deep into uncharted
lands to the south and west. A perpetual horizon meets the sky above. An oppressive
ocean of blue presses down upon the endless veldt, where even the grass seems to
bend under its weight. One could travel days through this land and never slake his
thirst. This is The Verdant’s perilous secret. Hardy souls have been swallowed by the
grass, perchance to be discovered years after. Only their bleached bones remain, in
stark relief against the greenery in which they are entombed.

The Verdant is deceptive and deadly.

.@_




k]

Dl \" pt 2 \ S .
WHISPER
Farewell happy frelds, where joy for-

ever dwells: hail, horrors!
-John Milton, Paradise Lost




W’hisper is rustic. It consists of nineteen farmsteads, a busy inn, an empty
temple, and a smattering of small shops. Talk at the Archmug - the tavern/
town hall - revolves around weather, harvests, and (most importantly) the quality of
ale. Arguments in the town are rare and usually drunken; brawls are rarer still and

always drunken.

Most of Whisper’s residents are content. Any unrest ceases at finger pointing over
the use of common grazing lands. Wealthier families have viewed the use of such
land as shrewd and prudent, while others have interpreted it as frecloading. Such
disputes have always been settled amicably over mugs of ale.

The inn - not the temple - is the spiritual center of Whisper. The innkeeper makes
particularly good ale. It is bartered within Whisper and sold at mercenary prices
beyond. This renowned brew is a source of great pride - and income - to Whisper.
His ale has earned the cordial innkeeper affection and respect. His brooding brewer
rides the coattails of this success.

Whisper’s famed penchant for draining the barrel encourages the brewer to siphon
a little ale from each batch, which he smuggles out. This ‘shadowy’ export has become
the backbone Whisper’s flourishing trade. Citizens also sell excess grains (usually
mouldy) to the hamlet of Swindle and meat and feed to the town of Cleft. These

goods often ride on the same cart that moves Whisper’s ale.

Another of Whisper’s exports is happily given, if not gladly received. A number of
wives from Whisper have formed a zealous temperance society, with feckless support
from the town’s priest. This dedicated group of harridans spends its days sewing
modest patterns for the poor and handwriting numerous pamphlets for those in
need. Through this travelling ministry, Whisper’s citizens have found a way to send
all exports on a single cart, known as ‘the wagon’. The pious women are gently set
atop meticulously thatched grains topped with a luxurious featherbed - the only
one of its kind in Whisper. The air becomes tense with anticipation as the zealous
temperance society settles in. The helpful onlookers are confident, however, in their
gallant effort to ensure a safe, comfortable, and quiet ride for the barrels of ale con-
cealed neatly beneath the whole affair. Nevertheless, there is a collective sigh of relief
as the women finally settle. The village priest and his flock see the ladies off on their
weekly rounds with the bulging wagon before returning inside the inn to minister.

The wagon is a relic from the past, left in Whisper by a group of monks flecing
from a monastery to the north. It broke down in Whisper and the monks, loathe to
wait for repairs, had pressed onward, out of the Whisper Vale.
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The order of monastic scholars had fled from the Meanderbrook Monastery. At its
height, the monastery had been renowned for its wine. It was abruptly abandoned
during the time of the plague and never reclaimed. The monastery is remembered
fondly, with frequent lamentations over the loss of its excellent wine. The great library
full of scholars who strived to spread their faith through reverential religious evange-
lism with incessant calls for moral, selfless living have been easily forgotten.

Rumors and theories abound regarding the monastery. Remnants of great wealth
and magical artifacts are conversation standards. Being a little too far away and a lot
too dangerous keeps idle speculation idle. As there is no excuse for cowardice that is
not coupled with an equally ridiculous imaginary danger, the residents of Whisper
loudly proclaim the monastery’s ruins to be haunted.

Whisper’s culture of geniality has been upset by mysterious events. Herds have been
culled at night, crops have been rudely trampled, small fires have sprung up in prized
turnip gardens, and heirlooms have disappeared. Folks scratched their heads at first,
then confronted with the hard work of investigation, picked the lazy road and simply
assigned blame. Without a semblance of law, neighbors fell to blaming neighbors on
the quick road to righteous justice. Drinking, arguing, and finger-pointing replaced
drinking and toasting. Thus was paradise lost. This shredding of the social contract has
diminished the potency of Whisper’s alchouse arbitration.



CLEFT

There is no fatigue so wearisome as that

which comes from lack of work

--Benjamin Franklin
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Gcnemtions of hard work have cemented Cleft’s sterling reputation as a town
of stoic northern folk. By all appearances, this tradition continues in carnest.
Cleft’s Taskmaster spends most of his time in a tall tower which looks out upon
the town. A symphony of hammers, bellows, and furnaces rises musically to the
Taskmaster’s chamber on the top floor, and spreads out over the valley in enduring
welcome to visitors.

At the center of Cleft’s industry is the famed Guildworks, which has produced
finely crafted - even magical - weapons, armor, and gizmos. For years the artisans of
the Guildworks toiled at their furnaces, building a surplus of items... A surplus the

current generation inventories and maintains carefully.

Once the northernmost in a chain of mines that supplied iron and other metals
to their rulers in the south; the mountain town of Cleft is an independent enter-
prise. Steadfast dwarves, along with a smattering of human journeyman and tinker
gnomes, compose its population.

Within Cleft’s protective outer walls, the mountain forms a natural overhang
which provides shelter and hides its secrets. Skillfully crafted switchbacks wind
down from the town’s gated entrance. Beyond the gate, the road passes a narrow
fissure that whistles with a blast of cold air four times daily. Cleft’s topography pro-
vided a reprieve from the great pestilence, hence the town’s patriarchal and artisan

traditions have remained largely intact. Cleft’s venerable Taskmaster hails from a
long line of chiefs.

The dwarves have always made weapons. Their surplus grew in step with their ego.
As the dwarves see it, their prized creations belong only in deserving hands. They
have been known to make rare exceptions for a few members of Whisper’s makeshift
militia. The dwarves’ handiwork is known to be the finest in the northern world.

Or so it would seem... Those hardworking days are over. Those who have assumed
the mantle of responsibility realized that reputation has far more value than work
cthic. If Cleft’s sons spent as much time working the forge as they did finding clever
methods for convincing the Taskmas-
ter they were working, the town of
Cleft would be truly worthy of its
reputation. At first, the young gener-
ation at the Guildworks had difficulty
reconciling their quiescent outlook
with time-honored tradition. Inevi-
tably, they found a loophole. The old
saying, ‘a day’s work never ends...’
was updated to include, ‘when it
never begins’. Equipped with their

new mantra, a machine was devised.

i,



Deep in the Guildwork’s main workshop, its young members assembled an inge-
nious device. This pinnacle of modern engineering has one purpose: To make noise.
In true Cleft form, hammers ring, bellows sing, and dark, thick smoke belches end-
lessly from the Guildwork’s chimneys. Cleft’s Taskmaster’s heart fills with joy as he
rises every morning to see workers streaming in and out of the Guildworks. Assured
of his legacy, he keeps to his chambers, where he is attended diligently. From his
tall perch, his elderly eyes fail to note the clues which mask Cleft’s mighty ruse.
Great trains of wheelbarrows pass through the Guildwork’s doors daily, carrying
provisions that could easily be mistaken for a midsummer feast.

Fine creations crafted and hoarded by the sweat and sacrifice of their forebears
pay for the current generation’s largess. Their stockpile dwindling, the Guildworks
carcfully inventories and scrutinizes their trade. Even so, no one seems inclined to
leave the large, comfortable, and most luxurious break room in the Vale. Periodically,
someone gets booted into the machine room to stoke the deceptive furnaces.
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SWINDLE

A man is usually more careful of his

money than of his principles.
--Oliver Wendell Holmes
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heltered near the foothills of the Vale is the smutty hamlet of Swindle. Its crude
denizens spend their time plotting to enrich themselves. The concept of honesty
is as foreign to their large cars as the virtue of charity.

As a rule goblins are shunned for their pension for lawlessness. Alone, they pose
a threat to no one. They become more brazen as their numbers swell. Short, vulgar,
and notoriously ungovernable, they can be menacing. They lack culture, and their
ambition is limited. The decent folk of the Whisper Vale have come to accept these
neighbors near the mountains.

An isolated tribe had scttled in an abandoned town just north of Whisper. What
the disreputable inhabitants call their amalgamation of filthy hovels is unknown.
They use their own language amongst themselves. To everyone else in the Whisper
Vale it is known as ‘Swindle’.

This once quaint town was abandoned during the pestilence. Its farmers and
tradesmen fled, leaving a clean and orderly village with its renowned central garden.
Scizing the opportunity, Swindle’s new citizenry fell upon this idyllic setting,
dragging an artisan sundial (pilfered from a nearby ruin) behind them. ‘No one
conquers who does not fight’ apparently does not apply to these guys.

Weeks of wanton looting and creative vandalism ensued. The town in ruins, it
began to feel like home. Appreciating their handiwork, the tribe stayed on. The town
grew filthier; the goblins, content, grew lethargic and fat.

Bullied out of Swindle proper, a smallish goblin made a momentous discovery.
He fell to looting a watermill next to a small stream
on the outskirts of town, where he stumbled onto a
still. Being a ‘clever’ goblin, he accidentally fired up ® o
the still by swiping an especially shiny cap. Treasure
poured from the still, creating an economic
niche for the tribe. He became an instant hero
in Swindle.

-

The result, Rotgut, heralded a new, insidious
assault on the Vale. Never aged, poorly distilled,
and highly potent, Swindle’s pungent export is
less tasty and more effective than Whisper’s finest.
In time, with the help of an indentured group of
pollinating pixies, the goblins added floral extracts
and other herbal ingredients that gave it a distinc-
tive taste and, to anyone who imbibed, a pleasant
hallucinogenic effect.

With the birth of Rotgut,

Swindle’s place in the Vale was
assured. The goblins took to trading their
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sordid creation for various necessities. With goods in hand (and booze in barrels)
they began to host the region’s seasonal market. Shady deals, heated arguments, and
cheated customers are its hallmarks. It is a good time for all. Held quarterly, the
market’s rowdy, boisterous atmosphere attracts the stout folk of Cleft. A few lucky
husbands sneak out of Whisper on ‘business’. Whisper’s wives hate it, their menfolk
love it, and the goblins profit by it.

Word of Swindle’s success has reached other goblins. One of the more organized
tribes traced the Swindle goblins’ path. Upon learning that Swindle’s clan had picked
something up in some ruins, they resolved to follow this path to riches. This ambi-
tious tribe, the Luort, crisscrossed the Vale before running in to some ruins. They
were unaware that these were the very same ruins - the Meanderbrook Monastery -
] from which the Swindle clan had appropriated their prized sundial. Thrilled at their
E, success, the Luort looted their way through the ruins. Inevitably, they discovered a
still - it's a monastery, after all - behind a king’s ransom in casks of liquor. It dawned
upon the Luort chief that mastery of markets is more complex than simply combing

through dangerous places.

— The Luort press to wrest Swindle’s
; monopoly on gut-wrenching liquor
with the aid of a disgruntled Swindle
,~- goblin. This miserable creature was
) demoted to the lowly task of minding the
, pixies. Unhappy with this duty, the Adju-

- tant plotted petty vengeance. Late
. one night, he stuffed a few pixies
. in a sack and sct out to estab-

lish an alternative swill to strike

at the heart of Swindle. A pair of
Luort scouts picked him up. The
Luort gained the missing piece.

. %
e BN | With restless abandon, the Luort fired
I up their new machine and reveled in their genius.

As they prepared their hostile takeover of the bot-
tom-shelf segment, an accident changed everything.

The Luort have grown.

IM _f N The goblins at the ruins have
~ / uncovered a thing beyond
. %‘{kﬁ\; - their understanding. They
- 22 LR arc about to find out that
%« J=—— they cannot flee from a
warning they did not heed.




PERCH

Now, since by my own recklessness I have ruined my people,

[ feel shame....
-Homer, The llliad
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Lush vines drip from a sheer cliff overlooking Swindle. A small, shallow hollow
conceals a secret that would scandalize polite society. This is where Swindle’s
indentured servants, the pixies, come to roost. They live a hardscrabble life as pol-
linators for Swindle’s rotgut liquor. Swindle has managed to hide the fact that their
pitiful pixies are the secret, critical component of the goblins’ commercial success.
The pixies’ hollow is disorganized, cold, and damp. Known for its proximity to
Swindle’s garbage heap, no one likes to talk about Perch.

The hapless pixies are trapped. Complicit in their confinement, these malcontents
waste their days sullenly. They fixate on the past, when they lived innocently in a
loose collection of woodland dwellings. A druid had charged them with the protec-
tion of an enchanted fountain. It was inevitable that their curiosity would lead the
pixies to partake of the charmed waters. Their thirst slaked, the pixies soon realized
; their mistake. For with each draught, the fountain’s allure turned to sweet torment.

Hubris and betrayal proved the pixies’ undoing. An insolent youth was spurned
by another. As he drifted, he encountered a kindred soul. The two brought out the
worst in each other. After gaining the young pixie’s trust, his erstwhile friend - a
black-hearted gnome - subdued and enslaved the spurned youth. Tricked, the pixic
was bound to the whims of his new master. His master’s first order was to steal the
pixies’ enchanted fountain.

Returning to the fountain’s glade, they found the place changed. Their charge had
disappeared, replaced with a note. Brief and pointed, it read, “Vengeance is mine.”
The clan swore a solemn oath to wrest their fountain from the clutches of the note’s
author. Their first order of business was to banish the spurned youth. A battle was
planned in haste and bravely fought. Alas for the pixies, their druid forsook them.
The black-hearted gnome taunted and mocked as he routed his enemy.

2 Their fate was sealed. The cruel gnome behind the affair had already traded the

pixies’ fountain to Swindle for a song and a drink.

i
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dle. In return for mindless
pollinating and plant care,
Swindle’s goblins allot them
measured sips from their foun-
tain. The pixies of Perch are
still better off than the insolent
youth who ruined their way

of life. The gnome rewarded
his new familiar with a list of

tasks. He is sullenly bound to

his masters every whim.

5‘-..0 " g > ) Now the Pixie’s toil in Swin-
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armers, shepherds, and merchants form the backbone of Whisper and its build-

ings reflect this. The town includes nineteen farmsteads - with large common
lands for grazing. A few goods, including metals and wine, are imported; the rest are
made or grown within ten miles of the town square. On weekends, the local farmers
host a small market in the village square, where they barter for cach other’s goods.
The crops are mostly vegetables and grains. Livestock consists chiefly of sheep and
chickens, with an occasional cow, horse, or ox. With the recent disappearance of so
many animals, the commons are more likely to be occupied by suspicious shepherds
than grazing livestock. Some crops have also begun to have weary guardians, in the
form of wary farmers and their families.

INFLUENTIAL FAMILIES
FURROW

The Furrow family has the largest land and livestock holdings in town. Though
well-to-do, they are not apt to flaunt their wealth. The widowed matriarch is well-re-
garded. She has been a recluse since the death of her husband. She has six children
and numerous grandchildren. One of her nephews is a merchant who directs the
meager amount of legitimate commerce of goods into Whisper. The family’s large
holdings boast a manor house. The unpretentious Furrow family is the envy of a rival
family, the Ingilds. This aside, the Furrows are on good terms with everyone else. For
a reasonable fee, Furrow sons and grandsons make fine porters and linkboys.

INGILD

Whisper’s other large family lacks esteem. The Ingild family envies the status and
property enjoyed by the Furrows. The Ingild patriarch had once been a devoted
patron of the local temple. Now, he indulges himself to such an extent that his very
health is in question. His absent-mindedness is exacerbated by his newfound enthu-
siasm for ale. His oldest daughter makes the family decisions and her two sons can
be reliably called upon to serve as men-at-arms in any militia.

SMALL FAMILIES

The other families of shepherds, farmers, and tradesmen are generally humble and
trustworthy. Their biggest considerations are festivals, harvests, and family. Of late,
suspicions have risen regarding unusual occurrences. Suspicion breeds poor neigh-
bors.

These disturbances have put everyone on edge. The younger members of many
families would make good hirelings. They will enthusiastically enlist with expeditions
for a pittance, given that they usually spend their time plowing, weeding, and hauling
manure. As farmers’ sons, these hardy boys are competent with bows and spears.



PLACES AND
PEOPLE

THE ARCHMUG

The inn is the social fabric from which the tapestry of the town is woven. It has
two stories and one very important outbuilding - the brewery. Seven rooms are avail-
able to travelers for a nominal fee, but they are seldom used by anyone except lovers
for carefully timed trysts. There is a hidden exit from one of the private bedrooms
for anyone in need of a stealthy retreat. The commons is where everyone eats without
pleasure and drinks with gusto. The kitchen serves meager fare, which is forgiven as
it is washed down with the brewer’s renowned ale. The other rooms are for storage.
This is the place to look for all but the most uncompromising teetotalers.

JON HERBERGIER, INNKEEPER

Jon is the most popular and, in all likelihood, the most trustworthy man in town.
He continues his family’s long tradition as proprictor of the inn. This cements his
status in town. He is the de facto counselor, mayor, and arbitrator for the residents
of Whisper. He is friendly but not overly talkative. He idolizes his shrew of a wife,
Ingra, for reasons even he cannot fathom. Jon, like most other prominent townsfolk,
is honest. His honesty, of course, is for sale. He can be bought on the cheap, given
his affinity for fine food and drink. He steers clear of disputes between the families
in Whisper. Jon’s beautiful daughter, Vyvyan, helps around the inn under his doting

eyes. Jon is less inclined to trust his shifty son and his unscrupulous brewer.

INGRA HERBERGIER, INNKEEPERS WIFE

Ingra, a harpy by any standard, has a temperament as vile as her culinary abil-
ity. This explains why her food is often refused even when offered gratis. Tall and
frumpy, she seldom smiles and rarely bathes. Ingra adores her only son and overlooks
his shortcomings. She seldom interacts with anyone unless it concerns her son. Since
no one likes her - or her son - her tendency to keep to the kitchen suits all.
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JERRIT HERBERGIER, INNKEEPER'S SON

Ill-mannered, untrustworthy, and prone to petty-theft, Jerrit has an unsavory rep-
utation with everyone in town, save the brewer and the gnome. He is tolerated by
the townsfolk only because of the respect they have for his father. Jerrit has dealings
with the seedier elements in Whisper. He fancies himself an accomplished thief. By
his own account, Jerrit is also irresistible - a real Romeo - to Whisper’s fair maidens.
The maidens beg to differ. He is widely suspected by many to have played a role
in the recent unpleasantness; especially those incidents concerning missing items
and heirlooms. The townsfolk’s suspicions prove to be only partially true; Jerrit bas
enriched himself a little on the side, but his real contribution has been spreading dis-
cord by inventing gossip and making sly accusations. Any information gleaned from

Jerrit should be treated appropriately. He's a lout, but his interest in the fairer sex
may prove useful to female newcomers. Lately, he has been spied consorting with ‘the
gnome’ and his ilk. Jerrit is capable of hatching his own plot, wherein he may attempt
to fool his way into a party as a porter. His specifics turn fuzzy at this point. Success
at such a heroic undertaking would solidify Jerrit’s notion of himself as a notorious

bandit.

VYVYAN HERBERGIER, INNKEEPERS DAUGHTER

The unspoken rule amongst the young men in town is: “Thou shalt not covet the
innkeeper’s daughter.” Unsurprisingly, every one of them does (given her shapely
figure). Aloof to the attention afforded to her exceptional beauty, Vyvyan is surpris-
ingly unaffected and friendly. She works under the watchful eye of her father, who is
quick to judge every suitor unworthy. For Vyvyan, this ensures a constant stream of
admirers. Her tender inclinations have led her to lavish her affections upon a sickly
cow in town. The subject of Vyvyan’s affection has survived many a butcher’s knife.

LIALIO, BREWER

Lialio, like Jerrit, is suspicious. He is respected due to his skill as a brewer. He rarely
drinks his own brew. Rather, he sips constantly from a flask of rotgut obtained from
the goblins of Swindle. He is no stranger to the gnome nor to his bosss cutpurse
son. When not brewing, Lialio supervises preparations and siphoning for ‘the wagon’.
Preparing for the wagon’s weekly rounds keeps Lialio busy. Whisper’s finest ale occa-
sionally travels great distances - at inflated prices.

Lialio spends his spare time as a rag and bone man, making collections for clandes-
tine deliveries under the guise of picking cloth and bones used by other craftsmen in
town.



THE TEMPLE

With the abandonment of the monastery, Whisper's temple has become the source
of spiritual life in the Vale. Unfortunately for the religiously-minded, spiritual life
consists of an eccentric priest and a few true-believing matriarchs. The majority
of citizens dragged there to worship do so at their behest. The citizenry uses the
temple to attend ceremonies (which they generally hate), feasts (which they love),
and funerals (which they avoid, if possible - especially their own).

Religion was more central to their lives when the Meanderbrook Monastery
brothers were still active. The statuary and relics within the temple are shabby, a
testament to the importance currently placed on religion.

The priest is a cloistered cleric - more comfortable as a counselor than a healer.
He can treat small wounds and other ailments with leeches, prayer and holy magic.
Major intercessions requiring deep communion with his deity can be arranged for
a commiscrate fee. Resurrection of a deceased can be arranged, once, with the use

of a single scroll which he keeps hidden.

ASHBY, PRIEST

An eccentric drinker, Ashby tends his semi-enthusiastic flock with as much inter-
est as he can muster. He collects religious icons and hard liquor, but not in that

order. Ashby’s temple events are unorthodox and usually heavily abridged.

He knows more about the Meanderbrook ruins than anyone else in town. He
can provide information about the monastery grounds, though his knowledge is
declining - its accuracy is inversely related to his sobriety. As he is cloistered he
will gladly help decent folk. He often does this for little more than the price of an

evcning’s entertainment.

He will not leave Whisper, but will be very interested in any group that ventures
toward the monastery. He is aware of important religious relics and their possible
locations within the ruins. His distant religious superiors are keen on retrieving
any of these items. Among them are illuminated books and a sacred chalice. His
personal interest is surprisingly secular. Ashby desires to act as middle-man, so that
he can negotiate an inflated price for a fee. To that end, Ashby is willing to pass
two picces of useful information along to the characters. The first is the rumor that
the chalice can act as a key for opening a secret compartment somewhere on the
monastery grounds. The second is the danger of encountering the restless souls of

his dead brethren, who he suspects were left unburied as the brothers fled before

the plague.
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THE APOTHECARY

Herbs, incense, and natural remedies can be purchased here. Unless secking
components or ingredients, most travelers find little of interest here, save a salve that
the apothecary concocts from local river plants. When applied, it will heal minor
wounds instantly, but can only be used once per day. Her recipe is a closely-guarded
secret. Therefore, only a handful of doses are available. Given time and money, the
proprictress can make more.

NORAH, APOTHECARY

The quiet and reclusive Norah is a minor mystery in Whisper. She does not share
their religion or participate in their festivals. She is not unfriendly; she merely has
limited interest in social niceties. Unmarried and uninterested in becoming that way,
she spends her days cither in her store, or wandering the Vale collecting useful flora.
She refuses to have any dealings with the residents of Swindle and never attends its
faire. Norah is friendly with Atina, the secretive mistress of the grove.

THE FORGE

The blacksmith shop in Whisper specializes in pitchforks - it makes a lot of these.
The blacksmith can repair most iron and steel goods as the need arises. He is reliable.
In a pinch, the blacksmith can make weapons and some lighter varieties of armor.

THOM TINKER, BLACKSMITH

Thom is the local blacksmith. Apart from pitchforks, his work revolves around
plows, harnesses, and horseshoes. Thom was originally apprenticed to a renowned
armorer from the mining town of Cleft. His mentor retreated to
the Guildworks of Cleft, leaving Thom to his own devices. He is
familiar enough with shields and armor to make repairs. While
¢ | he cannot ascertain the exact properties of enchanted items,
¢\ Thom knows good craftsmanship when he sces it. As happy
| behind an anvil as an ale mug, he frequently pops into the inn
both during and after work. Often those needing his services
quickly fret about this - preferring the sound of ringing ham-
mers to ringing laughter.

Thom is a popular resident. He is especially friendly with the
innkeeper. He is also good in a fight and has the equipment to
make himself useful.



THE MERCANTILE

This is, as the name implies, is a combination dry goods, feed store, and supply
shop. Catering to Whisper’s farmers and shepherds, the Mercantile is of little interest
to travelers. It carries a large, organized supply of rations and a few common goods
that visitors may find uscful - items such as torches, ropes, and poles.

ERGEN PRESTOR, MERCHANT

Unassuming and mousy, Ergen is obsessed with keeping a tidy shop. Every bin is
spotless and cach shelf is free of dust. His obsession spills over into his life, mani-
fested by constant hand-washing and frequent bathing expeditions to the river. He
has few friends. This suits Ergen, as he prefers the company of cats to people. Sadly

for Ergen, his cats prefer their own company.

THE COBBLER'S WEAVE

This store sells quality merchandise crafted by a talented couple. The Cobbler’s

Weave sells cloth, clothing, and shoes. The old couple are well-to-do. They own
many high quality clothes and tapestries, many of their own creation.

KATHRYN SEAMLY, MASTER SEAMSTRESS

Kathryn’s work consists of making and repairing clothes for the locals. She is loathe
to part with her finer creations. Kathryn takes great pride in being the best dressed
woman and the mistress of the most finely decorated home in the Vale. Aloof but
friendly, she adores her hardworking husband, notwithstanding his embarrassing
wardrobe.

PERCY SEAMLY, COBBLER

Oblivious to fashion, Percy is the quintessential utilitarian. This is good for the
village as a whole since fancy shoes make for poor harvest footwear. Hardworking,
friendly, and sociable, Percy is no stranger to the inn. He is also self-appointed Grand
Marshal of the boozy festivals in Swindle.
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THE CHEMIST'S SHOP

The town’s alchemist, Kurtiss, deals in small powders and minor chemicals such
as fertilizers and dyes. He is often in the shop at irregular hours, and even then, he
shutters the windows to avoid a rude awakening. Kurtiss can provide other alchemist
wares and products, if necessary.

KURTISS DRAZ'UK, ALCHEMIST

Kurtiss leads a double life. He is part-time alchemist and full-time hedonist. As a
lazy merchant, Kurtiss can rarely be bothered to tend to his own store. It is not lazi-
ness, but the black market that keeps his store shuttered. He plies a healthy trade in
unhealthy potions between Whisper and Swindle.
No one in any of the towns admits to wanting his
services but many would panic should he retire.

: Kurtiss is good-natured and
a generous to a fault. He is best
known to the community for
his work with the brewer in improving
the town’s signature export. His chief
innovation is faster acting yeast. But
Kurtiss’ principal contribution has
been to serve as a reliable test subject
for new brews. He takes copious
notes regarding different brews
and their relationship to stages of
sobriety. It is obvious that Kurtiss
has had more than a few too
many samples.

He has long since decided that
the romantic life of a smuggler is
preferable to further study in the
chemical arts. He finds ‘spiritual’
fulfillment in some of the products
he ‘alchemizes’ for himself - and
another hedonist whose identity
would surprise no one.



CRANK

Every one of Crank’s clients
has a story to share. He rejects
such intrigues as so much noise.
Kurtiss moves his contraband
via this vagabond halfling.
Following a series of unfortunate
events wherein Toki (Whisper's
enthusiastic constable) figures
prominently, Crank moved his
operation to a more appropriate
venue. Crank stands on a dusty
corner in Swindle as he engages
in commerce on Kurtiss' behalf.

CONSTABLES BUILDING

When a sudden argument in Whisper involving visitors from Cleft became a riot,
many requested a plan to prevent encore performances by the newly self-assured
mob. Citizens who suffered torch burns or bruises from trampling boots waited for a
proposal. The first suggestion involved prohibition and curfew, which was vetoed by
a spontancous mob. A mob-pleasing alternative was quickly proffered. An old disused
building on the edge of town was unlocked and deeded to the dedicated new con-
stable. A safe distance from Whisper’s inn, this converted barn, with its strong stalls,
had once been used as a holding tank for Whisper’s drunk and disorderly. Having
spent an uncomfortable night with frisky rats, these unfortunates were released the
following day, returning home to a good tongue-lashing from their spouses.

TOKI ‘WRYMOUTH’, CONSTABLE/
MORAL AUTHORITY

Toki is a ‘believer’; he works in the service of a &,
dwarven god. A tolerant polytheist, Toki advocates X
for order and and the general weal. Toki’s unflinching  \////
belief is that no one is beyond redemption. His convic-
tion would soon be challenged on a trip to Whisper,
where Toki was witness to a level of depravity hereto- §
fore beyond his experience.

Toki’s about-town garb is chain armor, a war axe, and a
darkwood shield. He is an experienced holy warrior. His N

marshal bearing and polished armor are a testament to

his virtue.




THE UNTIMELY WAR - A TALE FROM WHISPER

Elias the clockmaker times his instruments to the whistling of the fissure near Cleft. For the life
of him, Elias cannot fathom why his clocks run 69.3 seconds late every 30 days, forcing him
to make frequent returns to Whisper in order to reset his timepieces. None of Whisper’s residents
appear to notice this fundamental discrepancy. Elias is unaware that his problem lies with the fact
that the fissure near Cleft and Whisper keep their own time. Dweomner, the time keeper of Cleft,
relies upon Elias’ clocks in order to maintain his livelihood. Sadly for Dweomner, one of his spe-
cialties is meticulously timed traps...

This disequilibrium causes words to fly like a murder of crows. Known as the Untimely War
amongst the Vale’s residents, Dweomner rails against Elias’ incompetence, while Elias counters

with accusations of Dweomner’s shoddy workmanship, using discount parts from Swindle.

While drinking ale in Whisper’s tavern one fine evening, Elias was approached by an unhappy
Dweomner, who stopped by the tavern for his daily mug of ale. He had just set Toki’s thatched roof
home security hammer trap, which sprung while he was halfway down the ladder. Dweomner was
launched head-first into a nearby stack of hay. As he entered the tavern, Dweomner eyed Elias, who
was lamenting his own misfortune. Elias had just finished resetting 7 clocks in Whisper for a total
of 2,564.1 seconds. Dweomner approached Elias and threatened to expose the dark secret behind
his shameful lack of facial hair. Incensed, Elias responded with a wild swing, which went wide and
hit Vyvyan, the innkeeper’s daughter, knocking the wind out of her.

The ensuing battle sloshed back and forth as chaos spread in the tavern’s common room. The
conflict spilled into Whisper’s square, as people poured from nearby shops to join the fray. A mob
formed, replete with torches and pitchforks. The violence escalated from there. Their personal cold
war went hot. Tempers flared.

On a visit to Whisper from his home in Cleft, Toki calmly surveyed the scene, soaking in the
sotted behavior in the square. “Such rampant buffoonery is an affront to decency,” quoth Toki
wryly, and he remained to bring law and order to Whisper. He is reluctant to leave Whisper on the
grounds that he is all that stands between order and anarchy. Toki is, however, interested in helping

adventurers who seek to get to the bottom of the rising tide of social dysfunction.

DWEOMNER SCHMEIDESTAHL, TRAPMAKER

As a dwarf, Dweomner’s philosophy is that no task is too tall for brute strength and

a low center of gravity. He secks to prove himself through stout tenacity. Opportunity
came knocking when Dweomn was offered bellows duty in Cleft. He attacked this
task with exuberance, straining his muscular frame with each compression. Unfor-
tunately, his enthusiasm resulted in a fire at the forge. As Dweomner departed, he
mused at the flimsy tools employed by the loafers at the former forge.

Unable to procure traditional employment, Dweomner turned his talents to engi-

neering powerful traps. His motto, ‘might makes right’, is deeply entrenched in all of

his designs. His peerless ability to create complex kinetic snares has found favor with

the Vale’s wealthier folk, who prefer to catch perpetrators in

the act. Such interlopers face hard time in the temperance
) society’s moral correction facility. Dweomner’s ambition
¥ drives him to use his gifts for the good of the world and
fixing that which needs fixed... one way or another.

While officially a citizen of Cleft, Dweomner is
usually found at the inn in Whisper.



ELIAS NOCK, CLOCKMAKER

For the gnome Elias, fashion sense ended in
a flash. It was not a clean death. For years, he
has lived in a state of fashionable dysfunction,
a byproduct of Elias’ keen focus on his two
obsessions. He is obsessed with time. While
the details are vague, Elias was changed after an
event which wrested somewhere between seven
and twenty-five hours from his mortal coil.
Clocks, unlike people, can be trusted.

Elias doesnt suffer fools; he despises and
avoids them. He spends his time jotting down
plans for sophisticated projects. Most days, Elias
journeys to Whisper’s busy inn, where he scrib-
bles diagrams, ignoring other patrons. Elias sits
stooped over the bar, his graying locks showing
more interest in his tankard than he does.

While his creations are elegant and intricate, they invariably are no more accurate
than a discarded sun-dial in Swindle. Fortunately, Elias avoids Swindle at all costs, and

lives in blissful ignorance of the sun-dial-turned-lounge.
HELL'S BELL - A TALE FROM CLEFT

he goblins of Swindle, having stolen the monastery’s ornate bell, could not get the device to ring.

Told that eliminating deposits in the bell would solve the problem, Swindle’s council accepted
an offer to clean the bell from a pair of friends from Cleft. Their only stipulation was that the bell be
transported to Cleft for the job. Swindle’s council charged the town crier, Faudder, to accompany the
bell on its journey. He was admonished never to let the bell out of his sight.

Having secured Swindle’s bell in the woods near Cleft, the inseparable tinkerers, Dweomner and
Elias, were keen to use a black ‘scrubbing’ powder recently discovered. Dweomner placed a minis-
cule amount of the powder inside the inverted bell and proceeded to scrub. His steel brush created
a spark, creating a small detonation. The pair looked excitedly at each other through the billowing
smoke. Without a word, Dweomner poured the remaining contents of their large sack into the bell.
Suddenly, Elias had an epiphany: He concluded that they could use the bell to project the lead-lined
barrel of rotgur into Clett's Guildworks, thus proving their genius and saving them the efforr of
dragging the hooch into town.

Dusk was falling, so Dweomner lit a torch to help Elias with his work. Faudder stood dutifully
behind as the friends worked feverishly. This invention would change the very nature of trade. Elias
proceeded to scrub the bell as before. Noting his friend’s trouble seeing in the deepening dusk,
Dweomner drew his torch closer to Elias, who was intensely focused on his work. Accounts differ on

the details, but ate clear on the outcome. Their lifelong friendship ended abruptly.

To this day, the crater remains charred. Faudder returned to Swindle empty-handed and mute.
Dweomner woke up the following morning on the bank near Cleft’s ferry. Elias disappeared from
daily life, eventually resurfacing to lead a quiet life in Clett, using his expertise as a clockmaker in the
fashioning of clever toys. Speculation abounds over the fate of Elias’ long beard.
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LIN LIREN, DOCTOR

Lin Liren hails from a distant shore. While checking investments in ‘a southern
port’, the gnome spied a travelling circus. Never one to miss a circus, he dropped in.
To his delight, the affair was a front for a travelling gladiator faire. There were aston-
ishing acts of senseless brutality. The gnome was impressed. After an impeccably
choreographed bloodletting, the gnome was rapt. Never one to miss an opportunity,
he approached the fight’s victor, Lin Liren, proposition in hand. A clandestine agree-
ment was reached, thus heralding the end of the faire fight. Fixing the faire quickly
proved profitable and dangerous. Under cover of darkness - and heavy suspicion -
the conspirators left ‘the southern port’. The gnome returned to the Vale, his new
friend in tow.

Quickly tiring of the gnome’s undesirable company, his companion wound up in
Whisper. He filled a busy niche as the town’s healer. Recognizing the necessity for
the treatment of the town’s bizarre burns and bruises, Dr. Liren molded his prac-
tice to the treatment of physical manifestations of moral failure. He has become
a master in this specialty as he applies his unorthodox techniques. The townsfolk
might have protested were they not so spent. They came to realize that the good
doctor’s approach actually worked. This freed up the priest and his leeches to attend
to other matters.

The respected doctor plies a healthy trade. Despite his inauspicious arrival, he has

become one of Whisper’s own.

The gnome’s sporadic excursions continue, but he does not travel alone. They miss
their doctor during his long house calls to ‘some southern port’; the other one...
not so much.




WHEAT'S END

The miller and his son operate Whisper’s mill to grind local grain for baking and
barter. Business has been downright bad lately as the families struggle with poor
harvests and suspicious activities. The friendly miller will feel inclined to help in any
manner available to him just to bring the town (and his business) back to normal.
He has one adventurous son, Runem, who often has good reason to make himself
scarce from some of the town’s other inhabitants, as his eye for other men’s women is
renowned and (not surprisingly) unpopular.

NIGEL MILSTON, MILLER

Nigel is Whisper's hardworking miller. He is a regular at the inn. He is agrecable
and never argumentative - due in part to his being functionally deaf. He does little
negotiation without his ears, aka his son, present. His love for both the village and
his son is readily apparent.

RUNEM MILSTON, MILLERS SON

Runem is Whisper’s second most renowned paramour. He is the miller's muscular
son. With the decline of his father’s health, Runem has assumed responsibility for the
mill’s daily activities. He is an avid hunter and tracker who is secretly involved with
one of the maidens of the prosperous Furrow family. He also dallies with the young
wife of a local farmer. His fear of getting caught in this web of duplicity leads to many
long days at the mill and even longer hunting expeditions. If asked, Runem would be
willing, with adequate compensation, to join the players on a reasonable expedition.
Less savory characters may choose to retain his aid by threatening to expose his liai-
sons. He is a capable warrior with solid skills as a woodsman. He has an enchanted
sword and a suit of fine chain mail armor. Both items are precious family heirlooms.
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ANNALISE, NYMPH

Legends of the nymph of the Vale are as old as time. Annalise drifts effortlessly
through the Vale’s secluded groves and meadows. On rare occasions, her impulsive
vanity leads Annalise to reveal herself to unwitting menfolk. She basks in their adu-
lation and delights in teasing. Her victims’ virtue is a mere plaything to this ethe-
real maiden. Her playful antics have tortured the Vales souls and inspired the finest

POﬁtl’Y = and VCISC - fOl’ ages.

ATINA, MISTRESS OF THE GROVE

Atina is one of nature’s guardians. Attractive and strong-willed, she is tireless in
her pursuit of natural balance. With help from reliable fey allies, she investigates any
deviation from nature’s plan. Atina evaluates each disruption with watchful wisdom,
shepherding her charges against unnatural forces. This elusive mistress appears when
the need is greatest. As the Vale approaches a fleeting state of equilibrium, Atina is
there to usher in the dawn of a season. A new cycle begins. Atina moves on.

Atina’s delicate mortal form is vigilantly guarded by her faithful
_ ward, Nor. This bear is powerful, attentive, and
' unwavering in its devotion to Atina. Nor’s
spiritual bond with Atina gifts him with
primal awareness. His only
weakness is that he is hard of
hearing.




KORO, GOBLIN EXILE

Koro is unabashedly filthy, irredeemably untrustworthy, and a victim of his own
ambition. Formerly the chief of Swindle’s distillery, Koro was ousted after his clan
discovered that he was double-dealing with an aggressive, newly arrived clan, the
Luort. Fearing that Koro was planning to share the secret recipe of the goblin liquor
central to Swindle’s economy, the merchant guild cast him out - but not before
taking all he owned, even his loin cloth. They would put no loyalty ahead of Swin-
dle’s successful boozy monopoly.

Bitterly resentful and lacking any alternative, Koro moved into a small, musty cave.

Now, he puts his own hide before all other considerations; Koro will only fight
when cornered. He is more inclined to buy his way out of a fight with words or,
if there is no other alternative, money. Unscrupulous beyond the measure of any
civilized person, Koro will seldom tell the complete truth, and he will do everything
in his power to gain something from an encounter. He yearns for vengeance for his
humiliation. Unsurprisingly he consorts with the gnome.
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THOPAS HUT

On the outskirts of town lies Thopas’ eponymous hut. It is a sturdy eyesore that
is notable only for the oddity of its owner. All the respectable citizens of Whisper
warn their children and recent newcomers to steer clear of the vicinity. Small scraps
of magic writing, scrolls, potions, liquor bottles, bones and other strange things litter
the area around Thopas’ hut. This inauspicious lair is the most likely place where ‘the
gnome’ can be found.

THOPAS, GNOME SORCERER

Thopas’ origin is shrouded in mystery. No one in the Whisper Vale can recall the
time before he took up residence in his untidy hut. He never speaks of his past out-
side bitter muted mutterings. This is just as well, as everyone knows better than to
ask him about it. Any answers he deigns to give are peppered with falschoods and a
rotating array of facts that change regularly.

There are a small number of other gnomes loosely scattered throughout the region.
These creatures mind their own business and work as honest tinkers and miners.
However, from the mines of Cleft to the meeting of the rivers, when folks talk about
‘the gnome’ there is never any confusion as to which gnome they are talking about.
Apart from his physique and some of his innate mannerisms Thopas has none of the
qualities associated with other gnomes. He lives in a forest but hates it; he can talk
to burrowing mammals - they wisely avoid him - and his taste in companions of the
fairer sex is unusual in its focus and surprising in its success.

Petty viciousness blended with minor criminality and a dash of the self-satisfaction
he derives from bizarre cruelty weave the fabric of Thopas’ nature. He is known to
have influenced - at one time or another - all of the less savory individuals in the
Whisper Vale. Over the years these mentorships have existed solely to fill a void
- unprincipled entertainment. On the rare occasion a protégé benefits from their
relationship it is purely accidental. Although not explicitly evil, he does what he does

for his own reasons, to the benefit of no one but himself.

Normally such a narcissistic and cruel gnome would quickly find himself on the
wrong side of an angry pitchfork-wiclding mob. For complicated reasons he is simply
shunned by the majority of the residents of the three villages. At times Thopas has
been sought out by unwary or unprincipled people looking to further their malevo-
lent plans.

For amusement, Thopas has been known to temporarily befriend others - usually
the petty or vicious-tempered social outcasts. Such friendships are usually short, and
for Thopas, full of glee-filled opportunities for indecency and mischief.

Despite his nasty demeanor Thopas is a useful and, oddly enough, entertaining
companion. When asked for wisdom or advice, he is certain to listen. Often, those
who seck advice must endure a barrage of rants on unrelated matters - before he



deigns to share his ‘wisdom’. He delights in opportunities to put his expertise to
use - especially when it involves necromancy, divination, or illusion. Thopas' most
important knowledge, which he only shares in dark hints, is gleaned from his favorite
hobbies - extispicy and uromancy. These divination schools are the reason that small
animals of every description flee. Purely amusement and distraction, he relishes any
roles that employ secret plots and deceptive machinations. His love of mischief has
allowed him to be the invisible hand that has dissolved marriages, planned betrayals,
and furthered many dark purposes.

Most citizens of the Vale tolerate him as a crazed miscreant whose habits, while
loathsome, are mostly harmless. He often tecters on the brink of sanity while delighting
in sowing maliciousness. His only real companion is his ill-mannered equal, a pixic
familiar named Sartern, whom he treats appallingly. Their relationship is complex, to
say the least, but what cannot be said is that they do not deserve one another.

Thopas™ hut is strewn with small bones, straw, papers, and other detritus. In one
corner hangs a small cage, also made of bone, where his miserable familiar sleeps on
a little perch. Thopas frequently writes and mutters to himself about another “lesser”
gnome, at which point he becomes hysterical and wildly paces about his hut. Thopas
is capable of limitless vulgarities which, being who he is, has turned out useful on
many occasions.

Pressed to combat, Thopas uses powerful and insulting illusions to subdue his dazzled
foe. Victorious, he enjoys a rare treat - he makes them beg for their lives, extracting
ridiculous promises and a victor’s trophy. He is more apt to select a cherished wedding
band than a mountain of gems. He has little use for riches.

The twice-outcast goblin and the
innkeeper’s dishonest son are his ilk.
He spies on the townsfolk through his
pixie familiar who flits about
the towns regularly.

He is aware of the cur- §
rent state of affairs at
the monastery. He fears
something is amiss, if only
because his pixie sighted that
busy-body druid and her smelly
bear chasing a small band of
scouts. She only takes action
when great danger threat-
ens the natural order

- Thopas knows this first-
hand.
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SARTERN, THOPAS FAMILIAR

Sartern is a pixie cast out by his tribe, thanks to his early misplaced trust in his
gnome master. He is quick-tempered and foul-mouthed. Sartern’s love/hate relation-
ship with his master is peculiar, but satisfying to both of their unfortunate personali-
ties. Although magically bound to Thopas, Sartern would be unlikely to leave even if
given the opportunity. Familiarity may breed contempt but it also encourages an odd
sort of symbiosis.

Sartern is not above small-time theft, petty arson, or any other of a number of
deviancies in order to achieve his master’s goals. He balks at going to the abandoned
monastery. He is afraid of the giant bees on the property. He never visits Swindle for
complicated reasons due to familial treachery of his own making.







TABLE 1 RANDOM ENCOUNTER

GENERAL WILDERNESS

=

Cave Bear 7 5 3 (claw/claw/bite) 1d4/1d4/1d6 90" (30) None

[S%]

Giant Shrew 4 1 2 (bite/bite) 1d6/1d6  180° (60°)  None

g

242 1 (bite) 1d6 180’ (60°) None

=]

Insane Begger*** 9 1-1 1 (fist) 1hp 60" (307) None

K=l

Luort Scouting Party 6 2+1 1 (sword or bow)  1d6+1 90’ (30" None

Flight Move 360’ (1207)
Rate

*Blinding attack from underground ambush point, 1st attack only, +3 to hit, +2 damage

**Game Master Chooses - Possibilities include: Pixies, Sprites, Nixies, Dryads etc. Stats in table are for Wood Sprite
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TABLE 2 RANDOM ENCOUNTER

MEANDER RIVER

1 Murkbeast T 5 3 (claw/claw/bite)  1d4/1d4/1d6 90’ (30)° None

[S%]

Giant Beaver 6 4 1 2d6 90’ (30")  None

wn

Giant Catfish i 7 5 (bite, 4 feelers)  1d8, 1ddx4  90° (30  None

~

Raftsman** 6 142 1 (weapon) 1d6 90’ (30°)  None

R=]

Luort Scouting Party 6 2+1 1 (sword or bow)  1d6+1 90’ (30°)  None %

Flight Move 360’ (120)
Rate

*Game Master Chooses - Possibilities include: Pixies, Sprites, Nixies, Dryads etc. Stats in table are for Wood Sprite

**A Solitary Huntsman - May Provide Food or Information (can be NPC from Setting Guide)



TABLE 3 RANDOM ENCOUNTER

FOOTHILLS OF THE VALE

1 Cave Bear W S 3 (claw/claw/bite) 1d4/1d4/1d6 90’ (30)° None
3 Giant Shrew 4 1 2 (bite/bite) 1d6/1d6 180’ (60°) None

g
~]

242 1 (bite) 1d6 180° (60°) None

~1

Giant Snake % 2 1 (bite) 1d4, Poison 90’ (30") Save vs poison
Dl'd-ie

9 Luort Scouting Party 6 2+1 1 (sword or bow) 1d6+1 90’ (30°) None

Flight Move 360
Rate (1207

*Blinding attack from underground ambush point, 1st attack only, +3 to hit, +2 damage
**Game Master Chooses - Possibilities include: Pixies, Sprites, Nixies, Dryads etc. Stats in table are for Wood Sprite

***Elying Beast - Game Master Chooses- Possibilities include eagles,
bats, wyverns etc. Stats in table are for Gryphon
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TABLE 4 RANDOM ENCOUNTER

THE GAUNTSWEPT

1 Gnoll War Band 5 2 1 (weapon) 2d4 90" (307) None

Gauntswept
Scavengers 6 252 2 (claw/bitc) 1d4,1d6 120° (60°) None

[S¥]

wn

Human Brigands 4 2+2 1 (weapon) 1d6 90" (30°) None

~1

Half-Orc Wanderer 5 3 1 (weapon) 1d8+1 90’ (30) None

9 Wietched One 4 5 2 (spells) 1410, 1d10 60’ (30") Fire Spells i
Flight Move  360° (120°) Y
Rate 4

*Flying Beast - Game Master Chooses - Possibilities include eagles, bats, wyverns etc. Stats in table are for Gryphon
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OPEN GAMING
LICENSE

OPEN GAME LICENSE Version 1.0a

The following text is the property of Wizards of the Coast, Inc. and is Copyright 2000
Wizards of the Coast, Inc (“Wizards™). All Rights Reserved.

1. Definitions: (a)”Contributors” means the copyright and/or trademark owners who have
contributed Open Game Content; (b)"Derivative Material” means copyrighted material
including derivative works and translations (including into other computer languages).
potation, modification, correction, addition, extension, upgrade, improvement,
compilation, abridgment or other form in which an existing work may be recast,
transformed or adapted; (c) “Distribute” means to reproduce, license, rent, lease, sell,
broadcast, publicly display. transmit or otherwise distribute; (d)”’Open Game Content”
means the game mechanic and includes the methods, procedures, processes and routines
to the extent such content does not embody the Product Identity and is an enhancement
over the prior art and any additional content clearly identified as Open Game Content

by the Contributor, and means any work covered by this License, including translations
and derivative works under copyright law, but specifically excludes Product Identity.

(e) “Product Identity” means product and product line names, logos and identifying
marks including trade dress: artifacts; creatures characters; stories, storylines, plots,
thematic elements, dialogue, incidents, language, artwork, symbols, designs, depictions,
likenesses, formats, poses, concepts, themes and graphic, photographic and other visual
or audio representations; names and descriptions of characters, spells, enchantments,
personalities, teams, personas, likenesses and special abilities; places, locations,
environments, creatures, equipment. magical or supernatural abilities or effects. logos,
symbols, or graphic designs; and any other trademark or registered trademark clearly
identified as Product identity by the owner of the Product Identity, and which specifically
excludes the Open Game Content; (f) “Trademark™ means the logos, names, mark, sign,
motto, designs that are used by a Contributor to identify itself or its products or the
associated products contributed to the Open Game License by the Contributor (g) “Use”,
“Used” or “Using” means to use, Distribute, copy. edit, format, modify, translate and
otherwise create Derivative Material of Open Game Content. (h) “You™ or “Your” means
the licensee in terms of this agreement.

2. The License: This License applies to any Open Game Content that contains a notice
indicating that the Open Game Content may only be Used under and in terms of this
License. You must affix such a notice to any Open Game Content that you Use. No terms
may be added to or subtracted from this License except as described by the License itself.



(Tia

No other terms or conditions may be applied to any Open Game Content distributed using
this License.

3.0ffer and Acceptance: By Using the Open Game Content You indicate Your acceptance
of the terms of this License.

4. Grant and Consideration: In consideration for agreeing to use this License, the
Contributors grant You a perpetual, worldwide, royalty-free, non-exclusive license with
the exact terms of this License to Use, the Open Game Content.

5.Representation of Authority to Contribute: If You are contributing original material as
Open Game Content, You represent that Your Contributions are Your original creation
and/or You have sufficient rights to grant the rights conveyed by this License.

6.Notice of License Copyright: You must update the COPYRIGHT NOTICE portion of
this License to include the exact text of the COPYRIGHT NOTICE of any Open Game
Content You are copying, modifying or distributing, and You must add the title, the
copyright date, and the copyright holder’s name to the COPYRIGHT NOTICE of any
original Open Game Content you Distribute.

7. Use of Product Identity: You agree not to Use any Product Identity, including as an
indication as to compatibility, except as expressly licensed in another, independent
Agreement with the owner of each element of that Product Identity. You agree not to
indicate compatibility or co-adaptability with any Trademark or Registered Trademark

in conjunction with a work containing Open Game Content except as expressly licensed
in another, independent Agreement with the owner of such Trademark or Registered
Trademark. The use of any Product Identity in Open Game Content does not constitute

a challenge to the ownership of that Product Identity. The owner of any Product Identity
used in Open Game Content shall retain all rights, title and interest in and to that Product
Identity.

8. Identification: If you distribute Open Game Content You must clearly indicate which
portions of the work that you are distributing are Open Game Content.

9. Updating the License: Wizards or its designated Agents may publish updated versions
of this License. You may use any authorized version of this License to copy. modify

and distribute any Open Game Content originally distributed under any version of this
License.

10 Copy of this License: You MUST include a copy of this License with every copy of
the Open Game Content You Distribute.

11. Use of Contributor Credits: You may not market or advertise the Open Game
Content using the name of any Contributor unless You have written permission from the
Contributor to do so.

12 Inability to Comply: If it is impossible for You to comply with any of the terms of this
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License with respect to some or all of the Open Game Content due to statute, judicial
order, or governmental regulation then You may not Use any Open Game Material so
affected.

13 Termination: This License will terminate automatically if You fail to comply with all
terms herein and fail to cure such breach within 30 days of becoming aware of the breach.
All sublicenses shall survive the termination of this License.

14 Reformation: If any provision of this License is held to be unenforceable, such
provision shall be reformed only to the extent necessary to make it enforceable.

15 COPYRIGHT NOTICE
Open Game License v 1.0 Copyright 2000, Wizards of the Coast, Inc

System Reference Document Copyright 2000-2003, Wizards of the Coast, Inc.; Authors
Jonathan Tweet, Monte Cook, Skip Williams, Rich Baker, Andy Collins, David Noonan,
Rich Redman, Bruce R. Cordell, John D. Rateliff, Thomas Reid, James Wyatt, based on
original material by E. Gary Gygax and Dave Ameson.

Modern System Reference Document Copyright 2002, Wizards of the Coast, Inc.;
Authors Bill Slavicsek, Jeff Grubb, Rich Redman, Charles Ryan, based on material by
Jonathan Tweet, Monte Cook, Skip Williams, Richard Baker.Peter Adkison. Bruce R.
Cordell, John Tynes, Andy Collins, and JD Wiker

Labyrinth Lord™ Copyright 2007, Daniel Proctor. Author Daniel Proctor..
Original Edition Characters, Copyright 2008 Daniel Proctor. Author Daniel Proctor.
Advanced Edition Companion, Copyright 2008 Daniel Proctor. Author Daniel Proctor.

Rot Grub from the Tome of Horrors, Copyright 2002, Necromancer Games, Inc.; Authors
Scott Greene and Clark Peterson, based on original material by Gary Gygax

Spiny Horror from Monsters of Myth, Copyright 2008, Black Blade Publishing,
Originally published by the First Edition Society 2006-2007, Author Matt Finch.

Snagwort, Hanging from Monsters of Myth, Copyright 2008, Black Blade Publishing,
Originally published by the First Edition Society 2006-2007, Author Matt Finch.

Whisper & Venom, Copyright 2013, Lesser Gnome; Authors Zach Glazar and John
Hamumerle, based on original material created by Zach Glazar.

END OF LICENSE

Copyright 2013, Lesser Gnome. Whisper & Venom. the Whisper Vale, Thopas, and all
character names and depictions are Copyright 2013 Lesser Gnome. Commercial use is
only allowed with explicit permission of Lesser Gnome. No restrictions apply to non-
commercial uses that do not harm the following trademarks: Thopas, Whisper & Venom,
The Whisper Vale, and Lesser Gnome.
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