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Once every one hundred years, in an isolated 

Hyperboreal valley, the shattered form of a 

decrepit keep emerges from the mist under a triple 

lunar eclipse. The structure is the ancestral manse of 

Duke Laird Carmine, a tyrannical lord banished 

from this realm by Sivad’s hand. The fortress is said 

to house the treasures of fallen kingdoms and 

defeated rivals, protected by gruesome creatures 

of a diabolical origin. 

 

The PCs have been sent to retrieve a weapon from 

the old alchemist’s lab within the keep for an 

unnamed benefactor. After long days of travel they 

find themselves standing at the edge of the 

Hyperboreal valley, before a ruined bridge 

soaring several hundred feet above the ground. 

The triple lunar eclipse is nearing and the mists are 

collecting. It’s only a matter of time before the 

fortress is said to materialise.  

 

Troll Bridge 

As the PCs stand on the ruined bridge, 1d12 

bandits known as the “Bridge Trolls” will attempt to 

ambush the foreign adventurers. The Bridge Trolls 

are ruthless and have no interest in letting possible 

marks go; throughout the scuffle they will try to fling 

the PCs over the side of the bridge and into the 

valley below. 1d6 rounds into the encounter the 

mists of the valley shall recede, revealing a ruined 

fortress at the end of the bridge.  

  

 

 

 

Bridge Trolls (1d12): Init +3; Atk dagger +3 melee 

(1d4); AC 13; HD 1d6; MV 30’; SP if shoved over 

a tall ledge Bridge Trolls chuck their handy 

grappling hooks, attempting to save themselves   

 

Hall of the Indigo Serpents 

The enormous front hall of the fortress exudes a 

deep azure glow from its walls, casting the blackest 

shadows from the numerous columns spanning its 

length. At the other end stands a large fortified 

door flanked by two stone serpents. There is an 

inscribed plaque bolted to the door, it reads:  

 

“Halo of water, 

Tongue of wood 

Skin of stone, 

Long I’ve stood. 

 

My fingers short  

Reach to the sky 

Inside my heart 

Men live and die.”  

 

If an incorrect answer is uttered, a petrifying vapor 

will shoot from the mouths of the serpents, turning 

the perpetrator to stone. If the correct answer is 

spoke aloud the doors shall open.   

 

Kitchen of Purple Pitfalls 

This ancient kitchen glows in a purple haze. 

Scattered vessels and overturned cutlery litter the 

counters and floor. Set into the wall is a large 

hearth streaked by black soot, a cracked cauldron 

resting in a pile of ash. From within the cauldron can 

be heard the soft clucking of a chicken, echoing 

against the walls of the hearth. Anyone 

investigating will find the cauldron empty and those 

who touch it shall fall under a rather infantile curse: 

A gender shift curse. 

   

Library of Verdant Undead 

A large collection of dusty tomes is housed here, 

along with an opulent portrait of Duke Carmine. At 

some point the large stained glass window at one 

end of the library shattered, allowing an invasive 

species of moss to creep in and grow in great green 

heaps. Now, a large swath of the room appears 

more junglelike than anything. While the PCs 

investigate the room, looking for helpful and 

expensive tomes no doubt, a number of humanoid 

forms will stur under the moss. 1d6 moss-covered 

zombies rise from the green carpet and attack the 

PCs! 

 

 Lichen Lepers: Init +1; Atk fist +1 melee (1d6); AC 

9; HD 1d6; MV 30’; SP when reduced to 0 hp, if 

the head is not destroyed Lichen Leper instead 

drops to 1  

 

Laboratory of Titian Traps 

An orange glow seeps from this doorway, a 

doorway leading into an alchemist’s laboratory. 

Connected to a device built from pulleys and 

springs, the door closers itself as the PCs enter. 

Many strange devices and odiferous tinctures clutter 

this laboratory, but the reason for the PCs’ being 

here can be located under the stained workbench in 

the corner. Wrapped in rags drenched in an 

unknown substance, the Flamethrower is unfamiliar 

and alien to the PCs. If the PCs exit the lab they will 

find that the inner handle of the door is slathered in 

an unknown oil which, when mixed with the 

substance from the rags that now coats the PCs’ 

hands, will react spectacularly. Any PCs who touch 

the door handle will have 1d6 seconds before their 

entire hand is dissolved by the chemical reaction.   
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