L OST C IVILISATIONS
I N M ILLENNIA G ONE B Y...
The Dungeon Master’s Guide is a lot better
than many people give it time for. It has some
great tables to roll on to create adventures and
pages of magic items. Always overlooked is the
first half of the book which tells us about what
a realistic (or better: wondrous) world needs.
One part in particular is regarding currencies.
Isn’t it a little odd that your characters keep
finding modern day coins at the bottom of
cave systems, or as loot from a three thousand
year old dungeons? With the passing from
monarch to High Council to monarch again,
some currency must have fallen out of fashion.
Some of it from thousands of years ago.
Which raises the question of who did it belong
to? And why aren’t they around any more?
In this chapter we’ll take a look at the stories
of a few now-extinct races and tribes. In a
fantasy world like ours, whose to say they’re
still dead? They could have fled this plain
for a less dangerous one, or simply gone into
extreme hiding. Either way, they must have left
something behind, be it gold, art, or culture. Or
maybe, a curse.

T HE E NDARI D RUIDS
The Endari died almost one thousand years ago.
They were a rather populous tribe of druids,
wiped out in just one night when they sacrificed
themselves to give life back to their dying forest.
During their time they built homes and
buildings within the trees. These were simple
buildings, none of which are likely standing
today. Something that can still be found are
their deliberately planted exotic plants - if there
was a way to communicate with the druids’
spirits it would surely be these moonlight
flowering orchids. After all this time, the spirits
that linger must be a trove of information.
Surely they know about the darkness that
threatened their forest.
The wants of these druids were few, and
so they had no need for commerce. They did
have a system of tracking favours though: in
exchange for a kindness, one druid would give
a petrified acorn to another. Receiving an acorn

was considered an honour, and they would
rarely be re-gifted. It was expected that once
given, the acorn would be a symbol of pride.
Nowadays, antiques collectors find great value
in them.
It was not easy to petrify the seeds - it took
days of drying and soaking them in vinegar and
drying again. The petrifaction has made the
acorns linger on forest floors even now. This
process was perfected by the Endari and has
been lost since.
The Endari live on only as a proud memory
passed along by druids and forest elves. The
forest lives to this day, still feeding on the
nourishment of the druids. The bodies, though
mortally wounded, have been protected by the
trees and other flora all this time.
The Endari paid dearly to protect their forest
but no one knows the reason for such a high
price - that message was only given to the
druids themselves. What might an adventurer
crawling into a tree knot or a wood cutter think
when they come across the cold, endlessly
sleeping druids beneath the bark?
More importantly, what happens when the
darkness can no longer be held off by the
druids’ sacrifice?

M ER -F OOTED E LVES
When an infection spread through the elves,
there was a desperate search for a cure,
but none was found. All that could be done
was for the infected to leave their homeland,
and find refuge elsewhere. These elves left
the forests long before the dark elves went
underground, and after all that time they found
themselves better accustom to wetter areas.
After generations of this separation, adaptations
began to appear prompted by requirement and
by the illness that still plagued them. Their feet
and hands grew webbed and clawed, suited for
hunting the fish in the marsh pools.
There were no suitable homes in the marshes
they moved between. In the forest they could
settle in alcoves of trees and branches wound
into rooms, but the barren, wet marches
offered no such comfort. Instead, they moved
constantly, carrying all they owned with them.
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Each of the mer-footed elves carried a leather,
waterproof bag with heirlooms and reminders of
a previous home.
The surprising part was how long these
elves were able to live in such conditions. For
centuries, estranged from their kin (who had
either forgotten them or still whispered their
tale to frighten children), they eked out an
existence.
This was all stopped when a few scouts found
a cave which seemed large enough (and empty
enough) to move into. The entire community
spent two nights there, unaware of the sacrilege
they were sleeping in. The cave system was
once a loving temple where halflings came and
worshipped their god of fertility, then a vile
warlock bent the place’s link with the gods for
darker deeds. The temple was desecrated with
mites which chewed away the remnants of the
halfling god.
These lingering mites found their way into the
elves and devoured them whilst they slept.
Those were the last of the Mer-Footed Elves,
whose remains and waterproof leather bags still
wait to be discovered in their cave. Infested with
demonic mites.

T HE A BANDONED C HILDREN OF
G AIRN
Gairn was the forest named by the nearby
human villages. Those villages all emptied
themselves over night, the inhabitants no where
to be seen. The abandoned villages surrounding
Gairn were discovered only by traders who
passed by to find the streets quiet and markets
empty. The baron’s men were dispatched to
investigate. What they found lead them to the
forest.
Gairn, it became apparent, was now home
to a demon. A huge beast, twice the size of
an cow, that crept its way lightly within the
dense treetops and snatched up prey that
wandered below. It was a spider that seemed to
be greased with a corrosive liquid that stained
the trees it perched on. Terrified by their
discovery, the investigators ran as fast as they
could through the trees, but were tripped or
caught in the cold arms of others. Men, women,
and children pinned them warm blooded men
and gorged on them.
Those that escaped returned with stories
of the ghouls in the forest wearing colours of
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the surrounding villagers. From their heads
had burst nothing of human descent though:
husked black flesh, with eight bulging, black
eyes.
More people were sent to clear the forest, but
very few returned. Villagers, for fear of being
abducted and transformed, moved further away
from the forest. They say they could still hear
the clicking of enormous pincers though. The
crisp sound travelling across quiet nights of
miles.
After some time, the noises stopped. Curiosity
outweighed fear and people investigated
once again. They found the forest covered in
impenetrable web, with only a single entrance
into the trees. Following it lead to tunnels
sapped with poison. Lying lifelessly on the floor
were hundreds of freaks. They made no signs of
attack. They made no movement at all.
The Spider of Gairn was gone, leaving its
infected drones to wither away. Where ever it
did show up from that day, folk remembered
Gairn as they recovered their infected dead.

C REATE Y OUR O WN
Creating your own long gone race is a lot
of fun, and you can use them to lead your
players towards investigating another culture;
untapped knowledge for them to come
across and bring to light - and of course,
their treasures are also simply waiting to be
discovered.

W HERE W ERE T HEY ?
Remember that these people lived a very long
time ago. They may have had advanced magic
allowing them to live in extreme conditions or
been simple cave dwellers. How would someone
have to adapt to be able to live in your chosen
location? (Or maybe they didn’t, and that’s why
they’re dead now.)
Alternatively to rolling below, take a look at
your world map and choose a location from
there.

ENVIRONMENT
d10
1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10

Environment
Rarely, maybe never, left the forest
Lake and shore dwellings
Dessert nomads
Vast cities
Deep in tunneled mountains
Open fields and farmland
Fresh ocean beaches
Underground tunnelers
In tree tops, never touching the ground
In the valley of three volcanoes

W HAT W ERE T HEY ?
Whilst elves and dwarfs have been around for
as long as anyone can remember, there may
have been species that weren’t so lucky. The
DMG has rules on creating a new race, or use
these tables to pick a race to reskin with a new
quirk. "Elves but with four eyes" isn’t especially
interesting on its own; try find some story about
what set about the transformation. An infection
or curse, like the Mer-Footed Elves? Or maybe
elves are just your canvas to build on, creating
a whole new creature.
If the race truly is long dead, you may only
need to think about what is left behind. On the
other hand, if your players or NPCs find a way
to resurrect one of these dead, you may end up
with a new playable race to think about.

A long forgotten Efreeti

d10
1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10

But with...
Two more eyes
Gills and double layered eye-lids for a marine
life
An elemental attribute as their life force
A much smarter parasite
Twice as large or small
Protruding bones of gold or glass
Wings
Clawed hands and feet, with sinister features
A terrible curse, deforming them
Demon heritage

RACE AND TWEAK
d10
1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10

Like...
Humans
Orges
Elves
Genies
Birds
Gnomes
Yaun-ti
Halflings
Goblins
Rats

H OW D ID T HEY L IVE ?
Before we decide how they died, how they lived
will tell us what kind of artifacts they may
have left behind. It’s possible nothing is left
but rubble. However, with enough excavating
something else may be found. There are many
people in the realms who would be interested
in any of the findings, from historians hoping
to fill out their next academic paper to occult
members who believe this to be an ascended
race that needs to be returned.
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filling up your world.
EXTINCTION

SOCIETY
d8

Life

1

Harmonious, without
strife

2

Consistent struggles
against famine and
illness

3

4

Defending or fighting

Busy cities

5

Hidden

6

Farmers or
beastmasters

7

Devoutly

8

Travellers

Discoveries left
behind
Temples with relics
or auditoriums with
books of plays
Gravestones or a
large amount of (now
wild) medicinal herbs
growing
Buried ancient
weapons or trophies
from many other
societies
Large areas of
weathered buildings
and roads or bunkers
stocked with old foods
and wines
Rooms found in
surprising places, like
in hollowed out trees
or caves dug along
underwater coastlines
Dozens of animal
skeletons or tools of
the trade
Few buildings, but
for one large temple
or stacks of old holy
books preserved in pig
skins
Very little, but for
small pouches next
to each body and
carts carrying all their
possessions

D EATH
Maybe death is like the Tarot card and just
means change.
It may have been a blight that wiped out
an entire species, but what brought about
that infection? Could it be the Heart of Athena,
protected by curses and enchantments, which
lies just twenty feet below where you stand?
The discovery of this dead race should push
your players towards more story, as well as

4
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d8
1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8

Event
Starvation due to a blight
Cursed with infertility by an insulted witch
A predator arrived; a dragon or demon
Their mountain or entire grass plain collapsed
in on itself over night
Conquest of an enemy, causing total loss
An alluring portal to the Feywild opened which
summon each of them through
Crazed leader, who called an end to his own
race
Vanished, without a trace

W HAT T HIS M EANS F OR Y OUR
P LAYERS
World building for world building’s sake is a
fun hobby for a game master. It’s important
to bear in mind that your players will only
care about your world as much as the story
needs them to care. Having your players
stumble across The Tomb of the Last Cargun
Centaurs is an interesting break from travel,
but your adventurers will go hunting for a
plot line inside those tunnels. Whether it’s a
continuation of a current plot line, or the start
of a new story arch, it must be there.
Do not be upset when your players walk past
all your hard work and deliberately placed
tracks you left for them to spot; hold onto that
material and fit it in elsewhere.

W HATEVER H APPENED
F AMILY
Taking one of the stories above as a seed,
this is an adventure describing how a group of
adventurers might come across the remains of
a lost family and see the legacy their loss left
behind.
This adventure begins with a search to
find the lost family vault of Meridia, a family
of nobles who a village was named for. The
Meridia family were wealthy enough to pay for
the upkeep of the village without asking much
in response, and so were loved by their people.
The Meridia family died out quite naturally a
long time ago, leaving behind their village and
stately home.
A problem arises when it appears the location
of the vault is within a dark swamp that’s been
creeping out from its origin. Whatever the
swamp is, your heroes will need to find out,
as the treasure of the Meridia family is out of
reach until its evil has been vanquished.

A DVENTURE S YNOPSIS
A collection of highly curious Sprites have come
across a lockbox and they’ve finally understood
how to open and read the message within; it
seems to be a part of a will that the recipient
never received. It gives directions to the Meridia
family vault.
From there, there are a few expected parts of
the adventure, though what order they happen
in is up to your and your players.
1. Finding the Vault. Finding the vault only
takes time, but this is not a pleasant journey.
The swamp is putrid and littered with the
bodies of those who have fallen to the ghouls
and ghasts that linger within. A surprising
number of bodies are found along the way, in
fact.
2. Gaining entrance to the Vault. Getting in
is difficult, as the vault is three feet below
the swamp waste. Your players may find a
cunning way in, but the recommended way is
to push onto the source of the swamp.

TO THE

M ERIDIA

3. Deeper into the swamp. Entire mass graves
of unusual bodies are found here. It seems
families are buried here.
4. The Ritual Site. A mound, in the dead centre
of the swamp, shows clear signs of arcane
activity. Inside, the players find an ongoing
ritual still feeding off the energy of the nearby
dead, looking for more energy to finish the
task. The ritual intends to open a large
enough portal for a kraken to make its way
through.
5. Loot the Vault. Once the ritual has been
ended, somehow, the family treasure at
the Meridia vault is available for the taking
(potentially).

R UNNING

THE ADVENTURE

Whilst you should just be able to read ahead as
your players are talking, you will find it useful
to read all the content in the paperboxes at
least, like the following one talking about the
timeline of the story. These boxes will set the
scene better, and allow you to answer questions
which you don’t contradict later on.

U SING A NOTHER L OCATION
Meridia is a small village, which you could swap
for another, if you like. Another required feature
for the adventure is the marshy swamp, but
any blighted land will do. A desert creeping
closer towards town or an endless storm whose
radius is getting slightly bigger each year.

A DVENTURE H OOKS
Sometimes your adventurers need more of a
nudge to get them on the quest track. You can
use these ideas if it’s needed.

T OURISM
The Sprites are a short ride away from Meridia
and are quite well known. If you’re in the
W HATEVER H APPENED TO THE M ERIDIA F AMILY
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HISTORY
There are a few events that need to happen quite
some time apart for this adventure to make the
most sense.
Aryn Vuuvaxath comes to the marshland
and begins her ritual - 3,200 years ago. The
ordinary marshland starts to become blighted when
a girl who hears demonic voices begins a ritual,
but is unable to complete it. The marsh becomes
swamp-like, and slowly spreads.
The Meridia Family Vault is built - 1,800
years ago. Built near their village, but far enough
into the marshland for it to remain secret. The
blight was still quite some way off, and not really
considered a concern.
The Death of Lucian Meridia - 500 years ago.
He leaves instructions to his only son on where to
find the vault.
The Death of Tyler Meridia - 460 years ago.
The last of the Meridia family falls, leaving no one
to inherit their lost fortune.

area you really should pop by and see their
collection. They have a wide selection of
trinkets showing the marks of noble families
that they’ve come across, and make their
business to collect.
The Sprites have a favor to ask of your
adventurers, anyway.

H IRED I NVESTIGATORS
It was assumed that the swamp would stop
once it reached the perimeter of the marsh land,
but it seems to be continuing. The people of
Meridia have grown more concerned that an evil
force must be behind it, and the distress has
been enough for the council of the town to call
upon adventurers.
They are asking for investigators to inspect
the cause of the swamp, and do what they can
to put a stop to it. The reward is quite the sum
of gold.

L OST I NHERITANCE
A lady from another nearby village insists
she is a Meridia family member, though her
family name was lost to her some time ago.
She believes she should have access to the
lost vault, but needs some help getting in and
proving her claim.
6
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M ERIDIA
Meridia is an old town that grew around the
needs of the Meridia estate, which is still
the biggest building. These days it’s used for
storing the large quantities of wax making
supplies the town uses for its industry: candle
stick making. Over the past 400 years without
a noble driving their economy, the townspeople
flocked around one skill a few of them had. It
continued as tradition until now and they’re
quite famous for it around the world.
Meridia Estate. This large building used to
be home to the noble family. It’s been kept in
a respectable condition thought its use has
become more functional. Inside, you’ll find
candlestick makers, like Gregg Burnheart.
Town Hall. The Council use this building
to hold any meetings. It has one large room
at the front, and the three smaller offices at
the back. The councilors can almost always be
found here, and they’re always willing to help
out travellers however they can.
The Happy Man Pub. A clean tavern, with
rooms to spare. The bar keep is Roy McAllister,
who’s quite proud that bees have finally taken
to the beehives he has at the back of the pub.
Convenience Store. Stocked with food and
other everyday goods. A tourist trap shelf shows
off candles in novelty shapes. They do smell
good though. It’s run by Elain Conors.
Blacksmith. There’s a group of three
buildings used by blacksmiths, though they’re
typically knocking up brass candlestick
holders rather than weapons. One of the
blacksmiths named Vanesh Kline may be up
for the challenge though, if it comes calling.
Church. Whilst other gods are worshipped
here, the chapel seems dedicated to the god of
Fate, who’s been the patron of the town for as
long as anyone can remember. Their beautiful
visage watches over as a carving, ready to listen
to prayer.

R UMORS A ROUND T OWN
•

It was recently the 460th anniversary of the
death of Tyler, the last of the noble family.
Most people raised flags or painted their
shirts to show respect. A few of the flags are
still around. Even after all this time, people
still revere the family, and tell stories of their
kindness.

THE GOD OF FATE
The Greek’s had three gods who wound the
tapestries of fate. One of them was Lachesis. They
measure the threads and decide where to cut them,
many saying that they control fate.
When wanting to represent herself on Earth,
Lachesis would appear as an old, kind lady.
Otherwise, she may appear as a fearsome snakelike beast.

sprites is a box with the emblem of the Meridia
family etched into it. They recently figured out
how to open the unusual mechanism keeping it
locked. Inside, they found a letter which they’re
embarrassed to say they broke the seal of.
My son,
This pneumonia has not treated me well, and
so it is time for me to pass along the location of
the family vault to you. Of course, this also means

•

•

•

•

The sprites pass through town not so long
ago, returning from their most recent
adventures. The people find the creatures
to be endearing, and their collection of bits
and bobs adorable.
The swamp still approaches. It’s coming
incredibly slowly, but it’s definitely moving
towards the town as if intentionally.
The council building contains very old
records, going back hundreds of years which
no one ever really looks at any more, except
for one imaginative child who has been
pouring through them. She says that the
Meridia family didn’t end with Tyler - there
was a bastard child who was sent away, but
is still technically next of kin! No one believes
this, of course.
Villages near the swamp always seem to be
"evacuated" before the swamp approaches
them... well, no one really knows where the
people go once the swamp grows to near.
They’re never heard of again.

T HE H ERITAGE S PRITES
A few hours away from town you’ll eventually
come across the a patch of trees in the middle
of a field. This patch of trees is home to around
twenty Sprites which each pop in and out of
view rapidly.
Around their small home, the sprites are
eager to show off bits of their collection. There
doesn’t appear to be anything especially
valuable - there’s no glimmer of magic swords.
There are may flags or shields around, and
the sprites are more than happy to share their
knowledge about them. Some of the family
sigils appear to go back decades and longer.
Despite it’s unusual curators, this may well be
the biggest collection of historical family items.
The current source of excitement for the

handing the responsibilities that come along with it.
Head to the marsh, where the greatest oak trees
still stand.
Our family will only be blessed whilst our
ancestors are honoured. Take this letter as proof of
your name, and introduce yourself to our protector.
Embrace fate, never turn your back on its fear.
Earl Meridia.
The sprites know of the oak trees the letter
refers to, and can give directions. However,
the sprites ask for first claim on any family
marks the adventurers find. It’s too dangerous
for the sprites to travel over the marsh and
swamp. One or two of the braver sprites maybe
persauded to come along though.

T HE S WAMP
The swamp is difficult terrain, likely leaving
your characters to move at half pace the entire
time; the ground is easy to sink into, each step
needing considerable effort and a high chance
of losing a boot.
At some point whilst walking through swamp
a player will reach into the mud to find their
swallowed boot and instead find that they have
grabbed the hand of a well preserved body.
An elven person, whose fatal wounds appear
to be large scrapes across their necks, as if
someone pulled their throat out. This is true.
An investigation check (DC 10) will show that
the elf was killed brutally and mindlessly. He’s
not been robbed or eaten. They carry a bag of
mostly rotted parchment but a locked box of
three rings seems well preserved. The box has
a symbol (the same as is on the bag) of a wolf
biting its own tail, making a circle. The Sprites
will recognise this symbol as the elven house of
Durrenbare - traders of magic rings. Roll 3 d8
to see what the rings are.
W HATEVER H APPENED TO THE M ERIDIA F AMILY

7

The sprites are only interested in the box.
They would be willing to trade a cloak with the
Meridia emblem on it, as they already have two.
BOUNTIFUL RINGS
d8
1

2

3

4

6

7

8

Bountiful Ring of...
Fortitude. After a long rest roll a d6. On a
4-5-6, maximum health is increased by 1d20
until your next long rest.
Luck. Add 1d10 to an ability check, saving
throw, or attack roll. Once per long rest. After
a long rest roll a d6, on 4-5-6 the ring is usable
again.
Combat Prowess. When you miss with a
melee attack, you can instead choose to hit.
Once per long rest. After a long rest roll a d6,
on 4-5-6 the ring is usable again.
Spell Recall. Cast a spell you know at its
lowest level without spending a spell slot. Once
per long rest. After a long rest roll a d6, on
4-5-6 the ring is usable again.
Night Spirit. Whilst in dim light or darkness
you can become invisible for 1 hour. Once per
long rest. After a long rest roll a d6, on 4-5-6
the ring is usable again.
Undetectability. A +10 to a Stealth or Sleight
of Hand check. Once per long rest. After a
long rest roll a d6, on 4-5-6 the ring is usable
again.
Recovery. As an action, recover half of your
maximum health points. Once per long rest.
After a long rest roll a d6, on 4-5-6 the ring is
usable again.

THOSE ARE SOME POWERFUL RINGS...
These abilities are slightly watered down versions of
the Bounties that level 20+ characters get.
If that freaks you out, remember that you’re not
playing against your characters. As the DM it’s
you’re job to make them feel awesome. Plus, once
word gets out that a bunch of level 3s are running
around with amazing rings of power, they might
have to start looking over their shoulders more
often.
The box is magically sealed with blue twine
that only appears when strained. An Arcana
(DC 10) determines this is used by mages to
secure items against theft whilst in transit. It
can be opened only by a lawful good elf, like
the one carrying the box. The twine itself is
reusable.
8
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After investigating the body, the players
will be attacked by a single Ghast. Perceptive
characters will note that he looks very similar to
the body they just found but in considerably
more distress. If the ghast survives more
than one round he’ll yell in anguish (not pain),
bringing the attention of 3 Ghouls.
Once dealt with, the PCs move on, they may
well look back to see the distressed ghast crying
over the body. (Regardless of if it was "defeated"
or not.)
If the PCs look for other bodies in the
swamp, they don’t need to look far. Roll on
the Corpses table to see what they find on the
body. Each time they do this, there’s a chance
that disturbing the body will summon more
ghasts and ghouls.
CORPSES
d6
1

2

3

4

5

6

Body of a...
Butcher, still clutching at his cleaver. His two
children are nearby.
50% to summon a ghast and two child sized
ghouls. This is rather creepy.
A female wizard, identifiable from her silvered
focus tied around her neck.
50% chance to summon a Poltergeist and a
ghoul.
A man with a heavy gold chain around his
neck.
50% to summon a ghast.
A man in clergy robes. He carried with him
some holy water in an unbroken vial. It sizzles,
as if boiling, as soon as the top is opened.
50% to summon two ghasts.
The skeleton of a horse, and its dead rider, is
visible just above the swamp mud.
50% to summon a ghast riding upon a
Warhorse Skeleton.
A large eagel, with its dead prey still clutched
in its claws.
50% to summon a ghasts, but its form is an
eagel. It has the same stats as a ghast, except
it has Flying (40ft). It calls loudly for aid once
hurt, summoning ghouls.

T HE VAULT AND C RYPT
THE M ERIDIA F AMILY

OF

The crypt is very old now. It has been protected
from anyone else for hundreds of years, and not

one person has been to witness it. Certainly,
no one has been to clean or pray to the family
god. As Tyler Meridia never found the location
to this place, the lack of attention to the gods in
this place is likely the cause for the end of the
family line so abruptly. (NB. It was!)

E NTRANCE TO THE C RYPT
The entrance - usually hidden by an
enchantment - is now hidden by 3 feet of
fresh swamp. Now, it’s only identifiable by the
rotting twin oak tress mentioned in the Meridia
letter. Digging a way through the swamp isn’t
possible - the swamp returns, flooding in like
a sandcastle washed away on the shore. Magic
can be used, of course.
Once the swamp is gone, a detect magic spell,
or similar will light up the vault doors that
simply need two large nobs turning to open the
doors. A Meridia family member present will see
the doors without any magic.
The oak tree stumps are a cunning, nonarcane method of access to the ground below;
tearing into the rotting tree and digging down.
This is a rather noisy method, and the group
will be greeted with an onslaught of enemies
until they to get into the safety of the crypt.
The tree is weak enough to easily break
through its centre, but the ground will
need some kind of bludgeoning damage. To
break through, it has 55 hit points that need
depleting.
Once in the tomb, the undead of the outside
no longer follow; this is holy ground still,
despite its surrounding environment.

A NTECHAMBER
The highest room, and the one most likely to
fall into, is the antechamber. In the roof are
clearly the ordinary method of entrance: stairs
lead from a hatch in the roof down to the floor.
The hatch is too heavy to open from this side
whilst the swamp is above.
The room is pristine, with the Meridia
tapestries hanging from the wall, framing a
set of stairs leading down further. On the walls
are paintings of men and women smiling, in
Meridia colours. A long table in the middle of
the room has vases with dried dead flowers.
This would be impressive if they were in full
bloom.

If the flowers are revived or replenished in
some way, those in the room feel a blessing - a
warm sensation. For the rest of the day, until a
long rest, the players each receive a blessing.
BLESSING
d4
1
2
3

4

Blessing
You feel you’ve gained a resistance to poison
and necrotic damage.
A divine force guides your hand, adding 1d4
Radiant damage to any Damage rolls.
Undead fear the watchful gaze this god has
over you, and will act as if Frightened of you,
until they make a DC 10 Wisdom save.
A Bright Imp crawls out from the flowers and
sits subserviently, waiting for your orders.

B RIGHT I MP
Tiny, controlled fiend, shapechanger. Neutral.
Armor Class 13
Hit Points 10 (3d4 + 3)
Speed 20 ft., fly 40 ft.
STR
6 (−2)

DEX
17 (+3)

CON
13 (+1)

INT
13 (+1)

WIS
13 (+1)

CHA
11 (+0)

Skills Insight +4, Stealth +5, Religion +4
Damage Resistances Cold, Radiant. Bludgeoning,
Piercing, or Slashing from non-magical or silvered
weapons.
Damage Immunities Fire, Poison
Condition Immunities Charmed
Senses Darkvision (120ft.), Passive Perception 11
Languages Common, Infernal, Celestial
Challenge 1 (200 XP)
Shapechanger. As an action, the imp can change into
an ermine (same stats as a weasel), an owl (fly 60ft.),
or its true form. It maintains its Intelligence, Wisdom,
and Charisma whilst in other forms.
Hallowed Sight. Magical darkness does not impede its
vision.
Magical Resistance. Takes half damage from magical
sources.
Powerfully Compelled. Some source a great good has
commanded the loyalty of the imp, turning it away from
its fiendish master. This loyalty is unshakable, and as
such the imp is immune to the Charmed condition.

ACTIONS
W HATEVER H APPENED TO THE M ERIDIA F AMILY

9

Sting (or Claw or Bite). Melee Weapon Attack:
+5 to hit, reach 5 ft., one target. Hit: 5 (1d4 + 3)
piercing damage, and the target must make on a DC 11
Constitution saving throw, taking 13 (3d6 + 3) poison
damage on a failed save, or half as much damage on a
successful one.

H EIRLOOMS
The first room that you enter, coming from the
antechamber, is a room filled with tables which
have family heirlooms on them of some value,
but more filled with historic and sentimental
value. Some are rather pretty though.
•

•
•
•

•

•

A tiara, which seems to be sized for a young
girl.
One wall is covered with shields and swords.
Fine paintings of the family are on easels.
A book, called "The Truth in the Face of God",
has its author listed as Tilda Meridia.
Many large crates, filled with trinkets; hair
brushes, clothes, silver decorations.
A huge rug with the family emblem of a sword
and flower surrounding an orange sun.

There are subtly different emblems around
the room which may jog your character’s
memories about the Meridia family. The pieces
of each item may also tell such a story.
A DC 10 History check will reveal the origin
of the Meridia family fortune and earldom.
The old legends tell of Katherine Meridia who
successfully defeated the old Southern Empires
assault on the villages in the area. Further, her
husband managed the peace treaty between
this land the the Southern Empire, making
both of them quite important to safe and
peaceful living.
A rather heavy wooden door stands as the
only other exit to the room. It is barred, but the
bars are on this side, and so just need some
strength to lift them.

10
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FAILING FORWARDS
There are occasions when a skill check is only
needed to see how well the PC will manage a task.
In the case of trying to lift a heavy bar to unlock a
door, it’s traditionally possible that rolling a 1 could
block the entire story (or each player "having a go"
until the spindly wizard rolls an 18). In these cases,
rolling a 1 should still mean the job is done, but
maybe the block falls loudly to the floor and draws
attention, or takes twenty minutes rather than a
few seconds.

T OMB AND C HAPEL
A chapel takes up almost a half of the room. Its
clear this room has wasted away over time. The
air here is wetter and no longer fresh. Braziers
are toppled, chandeliers fallen, and the alter
collapsed.
The other half is a tomb. Damaged resting
places where skeletal ancestors lay with fallen
stone pinning their bones to dust.
A secret door can be spotted by realising the
only standing lamp holder ring-thing is a pulley,
which winds a mechanism to open the door.
They must keep pulling it to power the spinning
gear, and then the wall slides upwards.
This leads to a long, dark chamber where
non-magical lights are extinguished.

H ALL OF S TATUES
At the far end of the room is a hideous figure
brandishing a weapon (the same as is in the
house iconography, a few people notice). If the
characters get closer to investigate it, have
them make a Religion or History check (DC 15)
to recognise this as Lachesis, one of the gods
of fate, but in their more terrifying, snake-like
form.
Approaching or investigating the statue also
prompts a Constitution check (DC 10), or else
the characters becomes frightened of it. They
can make another saving throw in 5 minutes or
if they are comforted by another character.
Six statues of Meridia family members are
facing away form the statue of Fate, their faces
in fear, cowering. These statues are magical (as
is Fate’s). Saying calming words to the statues,
encouraging bravery, including reading the
family motto ("Embrace fate! Never turn your

back on fear!"), will reduce the stress of the
statues. They being to turn and face Fate, who
then turns into a more pleasant version of them
self, with a flower in hand.
If the characters haven’t recognised the
statue yet, the History or Religion check is
now only DC 5, as this is a more common
representation of Fate.
If one player presents the letter (or any
symbol of the family) and introduces themselves
as a Meridia then the statue steps aside. The
statue is naive and not attempting to discern
truth. It is simply looking for phrases it has
been told to move aside for.

T REASURE R OOM
Past them is the family’s treasure room. There’s
a great deal of treasure inside. The treasure
isn’t collectible whilst in the presence of evil
though; it simply ceases up, impossible to open
containers or too heavy to lift even the smallest
coin. The ’evil’ it’s protecting itself against is
from the swamp it can sense above - and any
evil characters!
There’s a portrait of an old lady, the first to
take the Meridia name - Lady Jane Meridia. It’s
an animated portrait and addresses the group.
She’s incapable of telling how much time has
passed - "I’m timeless, you see!"
She’s eager to hear about the family news,
and is furious if she finds out that none of
the group are actually of the family. Deceiving
her is a DC 10 Deception check, this check
has disadvantage applied to it if the deceiver
isn’t human. She is the one in charge the of
the magic around the treasure, but will refuse
to allow the treasure to be taken whilst evil
lingers.
She can cast Detect Good and Evil at will.
Before the treasure is available, they must get
rid of the swamp plague. Lady Meridia detects
that the evil is concentrated to the south, near
the centre of the swamp.

D ISCOVERING THE R ITUAL S ITE
The ritual site is easy to find by travelling to
the centre of the blight. This is also where the
highest concentration of bodies are. It’s quite
a slow journey; remember that whilst in the
swamp your adventurers will be travelling at
half pace due to the difficult terrain.

There is an organic looking "construction" at
the centre of the swamp - a large mound, or a
small hill, made out of the swamp itself. There
are no windows. Sometimes a bubble will pop
revealing a green light shining within, before
quickly rebuilding itself.
As the characters get closer they may notice
that there are a great many more bodies in
varying state of decay, in the "walls" and
around the area. Use the Corpses table if any
of are interfered with, or if you feel like more
combat!
The atmosphere of primordial evil is quite
strong now. Even those with no sense for it
can feeling the damper on their emotions and
morale.
There is just one large room inside of the
ritual site, but it is quite the scene.
The entire floor - wall to wall - is covered
with bodies. Slime blankets them with a green
luminescent sheen. The middle of the room
has a blazing light in it - being channelled by
a person kneeling. They seem to be as still as
the bodies, maybe even dead, but for the energy
that seems to be flowing through them.
The energy is directed to a portal that lingers
open, wobbling. Looking through the portal
shows a similar swamp-like land with a dying
sun only dimly lighting the world. Tainted water
and slivers of land expand as far as the eye
can see. If the PC’s watch for a while they’ll see
enormous creatures diving in and out the water.
Sometimes huge beasts are caught in the jaws
of even bigger monsters.
Stepping through the portal takes the PC’s
to a world with air they cannot breath. Wait
around too long and they will be attacked by a
horrendous sea creature. They’ve likely never
seen anything like this and is completely awe
and terror invoking.
The person in the middle of the room, trapped
in their own ritual is Aryn Vuuvaxath. Dealing
any damage to her breaks the ritual. It ends
abruptly, explosively: those within 20 feet of
her are thrown back 10 feet. Have anyone
thrown back make a DC 10 Dexterity save,
or be knocked prone. If they hit a wall, they
should take 7 (2d6) Bludgeoning damage. If
they are pushed back into the portal, they
fall into the water and must scramble back to
safety.
Even after the ritual has been disrupted, the
portal remains open, drawing energy from the
W HATEVER H APPENED TO THE M ERIDIA F AMILY
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dead bodies of the swamp.

Cursed Touch. Melee Weapon Attack: +7 to hit,
reach 5 ft., one target. Hit: 14 (2d8 + 5) piercing
damage.

ARYN VUUVAXATH
Aryn was born from a deva and a human. Children
born this way rarely come quietly and word spreads
quickly amongst angelic and demon ranks alike.
An angel with the whims of a human is dangerous
for angel-kind but a potential asset to demons and
devils who can work their way in.
Once the deva moves on - they always move on
- Aryn is left alone with her mortal father. It’s not
long before the voices start talking to the young
girl, poisoning her view of her useless (heavily
depressed) father and abandoning mother.
The voices tell her about bringing together a new
family. But first, they need help getting here...

Feed the Portal. Ranged Spell Attack: 20 ft range, 10
ft area. All creatures within the area of the spell must
make a DC 12 Con save. On success, nothing happens.
On failure, the targets take 10 (2d6 + 3) Necrotic
damage. The damage is fed to the portal, increasing its
health.
Creatures who die, or fall unconscious, due to this
spell, are unable to wake up, make Death Saves or be
resurrected. Their soul is wrenched from them and held
by the ritual. This affect ends if the body is taken to a
holy place.

S TOPPING
Aryn looks around and sees people around
her and immediately tries to deceive them:
"Thank goodness you got me out of this curse!
We need to get out of here right now!" She’s
yelling loudly; her objective is to have the PC’s
die here, giving more fuel to the ritual. She’s
trying to rouse Ghasts. "Help me! Please!"
If the PC’s don’t believe her tormented girl
routine, she begins fighting. 3 Ghasts and 2
Ghouls join her.

A RYN V UUVAXATH
Medium, Fallen Aasimar
Armor Class 10
Hit Points 65 (8d10 + 21)
Speed 35ft.
STR
12 (+1)

DEX
11 (+0)

CON
17 (+3)

INT
13 (+1)

WIS
10 (+0)

CHA
10 (+0)

Skills Deception +6, Perception +5
Condition Immunities Charmed
Senses Passive Perception 11
Languages Common, Celestial
Challenge 3 (700 XP)
Innate Spellcasting. At will: Command, Darkness
2/day: Control Water, Water Walk
Water Dancer. Can Disengage as a bonus action
whilst under the affect of Water Walk and is in the
watery swamp.

ACTIONS
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An Arcana check with a DC of 12 will reveal
that portals like this are very sensitive to
magic. Any non-necrotic spells which are used
near the portal cause it to shimmer a little,
like a disturbed reflection in a puddle, before
returning back to its solid self.
Targeting the portal with magic or magical
weapons will disrupt it eventually, however. The
portal has an AC of 8, and has no modifiers
when making saving throws.
When the characters find it, the portal has
managed to gain 42 hit points, after decaying
slowly over the years. Aryn hopes to continue
the ritual by feeding the portal, causing it to
expand.
If the portal ever gets to 66 hit points then it
is wide enough to draw the attention of 2 Deep
Scion, who scuttle through as scouts, but join
the fight immediately.
If the portal gets to 162 hit points, then it
is large enough to for a kraken to pull itself
through... Once this happens, it’s not likely
your characters will succeed. Stomp them out.
Have them roll new characters, and begin again
in a world where a kraken has begun to take
power.

A S UCCESSFUL E ND
With the ritual ended and the portal collapsed,
the swamp ceases its incursion on the land
around.
Clerics can be notified, and help the bodies
and souls of the fallen be laid properly to rest.
Druids begin work to cleanse the land and

return it to the marsh it once was.
It’s up to your players how they want to
handle the Meridia crypt. If they manage to
persuade the portrait of Lady Jane, the treasure
is there’s. There’s a huge amount of wealth
in that vault. Consider though, there is still
one last relative of the Meridia line who may
discover their heritage.
The Sprites, if brought some cool items
with the Meridia family symbol on don’t deal
in coins. Instead, the PC’s will gain a good
reputation with the Heritage Sprites, who are
often travelling the world.
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