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The North: Guide to the Savage Frontier

weapons of good steel with gold nuggets and dust. ...... while sailing to see Waterdeep. ...... apogee in a flash of emerald light, an act disturbingly similar to. 
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The Evermoors ravelers will certainly encounter shepherds tending their sheep along the grassy hills and rocky ridges of the Evermoors. This is also a land of howling winds and blinding fog, where adventurers come to seek fame and fortune in the abandoned dwarven holds north of the city of Nesmé.



Griffon’s Nest I



n the heart of the grass-cloaked hills west of Shining Creek stands Griffon’s Nest. It’s one of the few places where an Uthgardt tribe has built a permanent settlement. Swaggering warriors are everywhere, looking to prove their prowess by carving an outlander open. The journey is recommended only for the powerful or foolish. One must travel through hills studded with sheep, shepherds, and Uthgardt lookouts who can summon javelin-hurling patrols of 12 to 16 pony-back warriors. Once a bandit hold, Griffon’s Nest has grown rapidly. In its former status, Alglyn and his half-orc band controlled the area. This ended when the Uthgardt slaughtered them all. The current self-declared chief of Griffon’s Nest is Kralgar Bonesnapper. Throughout his youth, Kralgar wandered the Coast, seeing all its ways and wealth. He since became a barbarian coveting the riches and leisure of Waterdeep. Kralgar has proven a wise leader, keeping lawlessness to a minimum. He’s managed to show his people the prosperity trade brings, trading farmed goods, meat, woven baskets and containers, and gold panned from the Shining Creek for arms, shields, armor, and coins. Griffon’s Nest includes 20 or so thatched log huts sealed with baked earth. The huts stand near two warehouses and a longhall, encircled by a stout log palisade. Stables are inside the compound, and a dozen or so small farms lie on nearby hills. The Nest houses 900 folk, 300 of whom are warriors, and Kralgar’s call rallies 1,000 other Griffon tribe members. The Griffons hunt, farm, and gold pan in Shining Creek. They buy weapons of good steel with gold nuggets and dust. They sell woven rush, cane baskets, and trunks to merchants who swing by from the Long Road. The Griffons are the most literate, organized, and skilled Uthgardt. Kralgar welcomes contact with outsiders, believing anyone in Faerûn may be an ally in his goal of conquering a rich city. Though Waterdeep would be best, Kralgar will settle for a lesser place if he thinks he can snatch victory. Kralgar has declared ritual war on all cities, and many outlaws and unallied Uthgardt seeking plunder have joined the Griffons. Visitors can expect to meet adventurers of all ilk, some of whom are probably undercover Harper agents, the Cult of the Dragon, or the Red Wizards of Thay. They seem to believe the rustic village of Griffon’s Nest is a place to watch. Zhent agents are rumored to exist in Griffin’s Nest as well, though their intent and motives remain uncertain.



Mornbryn’s Shield M



ornbryn’s Shield takes its name from the rocky, horseshoe-shaped ridge that forms a natural rampart along the west and south sides of the settlement. This ridge shields the community from the spring flooding of the two rivers. Mornbryn was a ranger of notoriety over 400 winters ago. Legend says his tomb is somewhere under these rocks. It’s a complex of rooms crammed with treasures offered by the communities he rescued from orcs and trolls. He wouldn’t accept these rewards in life, but they were laid to rest with him after his death. Folk believe the treasure is still hidden. Others say the tomb was found and the city was built over it to prevent further plundering. Magic is said to lie among the coins, crowns, and gems, but the rocks of the Mornbryn’s Shield contain much durneth. This is known to the dwarves as a very rare, hard, leaden stone that masks magical auras, preventing detection of magical items.
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The folk of Mornbryn’s Shield are a hardy lot. Day after day, they face the fury of the Evermoors which sends howling winds from the northeast, cloaking them in damp, clammy fog that conceals creeping trolls. The trolls prefer attacking when fog masks their approach, dulls their sounds, and dampens fire, their deadliest foe. Mornbryn’s Shield is a community of shepherds, fisherfolk, and moss growers. The mosses are prized across Faerûn for medicinal properties. They form an ingredient in Waterdhavian hair dyes and perfumes. It’s fashionable to eat Shield moss in some circles of nobility in Waterdeep, Calimshan, and Tethyr. Some merchants reach the Shield by barge up the Surbrin River, and buy boatloads of moss. The rocks of the moor support other vegetables, and the land is used to graze the long-haired ponies bred for local use. Mornbryn’s Shield is a surprisingly nice place to stay, but it’s bleak in winter, always endangered by trolls, and too small to interest a traveler for more than a day. Travelers are warned to keep children indoors and hidden as much as possible. There are persistent rumors that at least one doppleganger is keeping watch on the Shield. It enters the Shield regularly, in the shape of a villager or one of the peddlers who stops at the local inn. It surveys the folk who come to town, reporting to nearby trolls.



Places of Interest Caldreth’s Cobbling: Caldreth Wyvernlyng makes and fixes shoes, boots, and cloaks. He’s especially proud of his riverwaders (waxed, heavy leather boots). The Maid of the Moors: The Maid of the Moors is a restaurant run by Beldora Thiiruin. The Maid is a sunny place with many hanging ferns and windows. (Shutters can be fitted in case of storms or troll raids.) Beldora lets her pet bats fly about, allegedly to hunt insects. Mielikki’s Shrine: The northeastern edge of the community is guarded by a small keep, and a circular, walled garden planted with old, gnarled trees. The keep is used as an armory, boasting fire-hurling catapults, enough firepots to burn Lurkwood, and 250 suits of plate armor. The keep is guarded by a ring of mist, a ward linked to 14 helmed horrors who attack anyone entering the keep without a ward token. Only militia members have these, and there’s a rule against carrying them outside the Shield to keep them out of the wrong hands. The stone-walled garden is an old shrine to Mielikki, where weapons rust away on an altar formed by a living tree. These arms were wielded in her honor by now-dead rangers. Many northern rangers make pilgrimages here, in order to worship the Lady of the Forest in the presence of the relics of her greatest servants. The only place considered more holy to Mielikki is the headwaters of the Unicorn Run in the depths of the High Forest. Rangers rewarded for their deeds often leave offerings here on the altar—which soon disappear. The locals say the tributes are taken away at night by the Sisters Who Serve. Just who or what these sisters are, though, or where the treasure goes, is a mystery.



The Troll in Flames: Mornbryn’s Shield is too small for a proper inn. This lone tavern, though, rents its four rooms. Two are so small they sleep only three folk—and only if someone sleeps on the floor beside the lone bed. The Troll has a limited selection of ales and wines, including zzar, Saerloonian glowfire, and evershimmer (a sweet, strong wine traditionally made in Everlund).



Nesmé



T



his fortified trading town is a circular settlement of 6,000 inhabitants. It’s a well-defended haven for honest traders and adventurers who seek out fame and fortune in the abandoned dwarven holds to the north and east. On its west, Nesmé has a fortified bridge over the Surbrin River, fortified stables, paddocks, and stock pens; to the east, beyond the city walls, lie roughly 40 farms under the protection of the Riders of Nesmé. In the center of town is a spired building that once housed the temple of Waukeen and now serves as a boarding hall for merchants. The town inside the stern and ready fortress of the Citadel of the Riders is a busy, bustling place of square stone houses with roof gardens. The gently sloped roofs leak in wet weather and have meltwater cisterns for gathering ready drinking water. First Speaker Tessarin welcomes adventurers to her town. Those who wish an audience with her can expect to be told the latest news about orc, barbarian, and troll activities, and the locations of known abandoned dwarf holds, mines, and ruins. Tessarin is particularly concerned about recent reports of beholders and undead eye tyrants hunting around the longabandoned village of Andalbruin. This is the place known for a former school of wizardry, the Dungeon of the Ruins. Armed non-barbarian human bands wandering about Nesmé make Tessarin a happy woman. She wants her town to impress its traditional enemies as much as possible, and she wants Nesmé to be known in Waterdeep and along the Sword Coast. Some suspect she’s behind the latest rumors, such as the one stating new veins of ore and gems were found east and north of Nesmé. Unforunately, the events of the past few years have served to give Nesmé a different reputation: that of a city nearly under siege by the constant outpouring of trolls from the Evermoors. Miners who might have been lured to the city to search the Evermoors for ore have been sent back to their homes, unless they feel confident enough to withstand a troll attack. This has helped the reputation of Nesmé’s militia, as they’ve proven themselves quite capable at defending the city from surges of trolls. It’s also provided plenty of opportunity for adventurers to make names for themselves (though a running joke in town is how impressive can a title of “troll-slayer” be?). There is one definite goal for adventurous types operating out of Nesmé. Somewhere in the broken country north of the Surbrin River are cliffs where daring prospectors can chip free the valuable, exceedingly rare, black, oval gemstones known as chardalyn. Chardalyn is known for its property of entrapping spells and unleashing them later. Of course, adventurers searching for these gems have to do it between battles against orcs, trolls, giants, and other predators of the area.
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Nesmé lives by its trade as well as farming, horses, livestock, and barge making; its citizens can’t attack everyone who approaches, so they’re often caught in ambushes by false caravans. Adventurers and merchants have been attracted to the security of Nesmé; the town is a base for trade and for exploration of the remote and perilous upper Surbrin River, where abandoned dwarf holds are said to be numbered in the dozens. Natural clefts in the rock and the plateau yield rich iron, so Nesmé is an important center for smelting and smithing. Blades made in Nesmé are solid, dependable swords; even more important to the local economy, vast numbers of pick heads and shovel blades are exported to just about every nondwarven community in the North. Nesmé was ruled by the priests and priestesses of Waukeen in a spired temple, until ten years ago. With the apparent death of Waukeen during the Godswar in 1358, the priesthood lost its power and its hold over the city. With the dissolution of the temple and priesthood, the native adventurers and council used their riches to refortify the city and keep the Riders of Nesmé active in the protection of Nesmé. (Today, Nesmé has the best stone walls between Mirabar and Silverymoon. The fortifications bristle with arrow slits and heavy catapults.) Meanwhile, Tessarin “Longtresses” Alaraun (LN hf W4) administered new elections. Adventurers in town at the time led the townsfolk in voting. The citizens decided to reorganize the council. Tessarin took over rule of Nesmé as First Speaker of the Council. She brought in Jygil Zelnathra, the former high-
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priestess of Waukeen, as her apprentice. Two seats were left open: one seat represents merchants, and the other adventurers. These positions are filled at random by a different person at each council meeting. Jygil Zelnathra has a say in city politics, though she now holds a minor seat in the council. Former political enemies, the strife of the Godswar, and constant troubles with the Uthgardt forces them to set aside their rivalry and forge a strong, respectful partnership to aid the city (their magic often turns the tide against orc raiders). This process is sorting itself out; visitors to Nesmé are advised to hold tongues, keep weapons ready, and stay alert. The Riders of Nesmé, based in the stables on the west bank of the Surbrin River, have adventurers counted in their members (including priests of various faiths). Unless the town is actually under attack, one-third of the 400-strong Riders patrol the Evermoors for two days’ ride on either bank around Nesmé. They police the population of the city (having higher attrition than most settlements due to the dominance of traveling trade), defend the city when the orcs come (at least once a decade, though the raids have occurred three times in the past 10 years), and defend against the Uthgardt of Griffon’s Nest who covet the prosperity and riches they see in Nesmé and have organized a number of unsuccessful sorties against Nesmé in the past few years. The new strength of Nesmé has made Kralgar, the Uthgardt ruler of Griffon’s Nest, even more determined this town will be his.



Nesmé is poised on the brink of action. For good or ill, great events lie ahead for the folk of the Bridge Town. For now, this is a place for merchants to make money. Tomorrow it could be swept away, or it could be the next great city of the North—if nearby Mithral Hall flourishes, if the barbarians of Griffon’s Nest are defeated, and if the strength of the trolls and orcs is broken. As sages in Waterdeep say, “My, but ye have a lot of ifs there.” Visitors planning a long stay can find rooms to their liking in dozens of rooming houses; everyone with space to spare rents their upper rooms. Of course, these are the ones that leak the most in wet weather. There are also forges, blacksmiths, finesmiths, scroll-crafters, locksmiths, engravers, and other metalworkers.



Places of Interest



panion. Minstrels and Jesters can find steady work at the festhall, though the clientele hurls eggs and worse (this results in a high turnover rate). Taverns: Nesmé has seven taverns. They’re poorly lit, crowded places full of mercenaries. Weapons are checked at the door and priests or wizards aren’t allowed inside, as they do too much damage when drunk. There’s a limited selection of drinks, and the prices are the same across the city. Competition is nonexistent; there are more drinkers than taverns. On dry evenings, drinkers stumble out into the streets to carouse under the stars under the watchful eyes of a detachment of Riders. The taverns are: the Cat on the Post, the Duke and the Hunter, the Embattled Dwarf, Five Gold Crowns, the Northwind Arms, the Ringing Anvil, and the Sundered Shield.



Citadel of the Riders: A fortified bridge links the circular, walled town with a castle on the Surbrin River’s west bank. This, the stronghold of the Riders of Nesmé, encircles the town’s docks, paddocks, and stockades. In the event of a river attack, boulders and flaming oil can be dropped through sliding panels in the bridge floor to sink river barges (a lesson recently learned by a band of orcs). The docks can be cut off from the rest of the western fortress, which can in turn be isolated from the town. The Citadel is double-warded. The inner ward circles the armory; the outer ward is in the dock area and on the bridge. The ward tokens can readily be seen, hung high up beside wall lanterns. They are too high for a human to reach without standing on the shoulders of another. In the event of attack, the tokens are removed so attackers face the monsters linked to the ward. Spare tokens are locked in an inner room of the armory. The outer ward is intended to route the superstitious. The monsters in the wardmist are animated skeletons of the largest monsters of the North available to the mages who created the wards. The inner ward hurls one lightning bolt at each intruder and unleashes burning skeletons, known as blazing bones, to defend the armory. The Fallen Temple: The upper levels of this meeting house are rented out as worship areas by nondangerous faiths. (The definition of nondangerous is stretched to allow Loviatar and Malar followers to use the facilities.) Horse Ranches: The west bank is home to four horse ranches. Here, high-country horses are bred to withstand damp summers and harsh winters. In times of trouble, these ranches have the right to drive their stock into the safety of the western fortress. South of Westbridge, Nesmé horses are regarded as inferior stock, but in the North they command higher prices than other horses. The House of the Wise Unicorn: The Unicorn is a quiet club where folk gamble, talk, or read, but no sleeping or spellcasting is allowed. The club is run by Nistlor the Undying and his staff of 16 armed guards and three apprentice wizards. The Pride of the North: This festhall’s motto is “Every night’s a wild party, with jesters and minstrels aplenty!” For a fat sum, one can feast in the hall and spend a night with a com-
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The Dessarin ong before the time of roads, folk used the Dessarin River as the “road to the North.” More humans live in this area than any other in the Savage Frontier. The Long Road runs parallel to the cold and fast flowing river.



Bargewright Inn



T



his community of 35 folk has become an important base for visitors. Formerly a lone wayside inn on a natural hill overlooking Ironford on the Dessarin River, persistent attacks made Feston Bargewright fortify the hill. Feston looked for someone to share the cost and persuaded some Waterdhavian merchants, tired of guild politics and fees, to relocate. They did, surrounding his inn and the slopes of the hill with businesses for caravans. On summer nights, Bargewright Inn might have a temporary population of 750. The Lords of Waterdeep and the Harpers keep sharp eyes on Bargewright Inn, because the Zhentarim have tried buying into it for years. They hope to gain control of the ford and the farms lying to the north of the Inn, on the west bank of the Dessarin River. Meanwhile, the businesses here make Bargewright Inn a haven for travelers. From a distance, this place looks like a ramshackle castle; a hill topped by two towers (one tall and thin, the other shorter, thicker, and leaning). Buildings straggle down the slopes, and the whole area is encircled by two concentric walls. Around the bottom of the hill are paddocks and stables enclosed by a second, outer wall. Caravans camp here, and drovers pen their stock for sale or for a night’s stopover on a run to Waterdeep. The single set of gates is the only way in, unless rope-chairs lowered over the walls are used. The moment one enters the gates, one faces a wide expanse of trampled dirt and dung, piled at the start of a road winding up the hill. This place is known as The Mud. Here, unsmiling gate wardens wielding staves ask travelers their business. The lower part of Bargewright Inn consists of the circle of paddocks between the two walls. The smell here is of fresh manure, which is carted to nearby farms. The manure comes from livestock, caravan beasts, and mounts. The paddocks each hold 40 beasts. Nearby are the stalls where local farmers sell fresh produce. Around the north side are stables linked to the inn by a rickety rope-lift elevator and some treacherous steps that zig-zag up the rocky north face. One can take the long and safe way around, via the street. The stablemaster and chairman of the Council of Directors, Aldon Bargewright (NG R5), leads a militia of five hostelers (F1s) and 20 shopkeepers (F0s), armed with pikes, should Bargewright Inn face a troll, orc, or brigand raid. Any adventurers in town at the time are asked to join, receiving freedom from fees for a tenday for their service. From the Mud, a single street climbs the spine of the hill. Lined with shops, it ends in a courtyard. A second street, angling away from the first to run precariously along an edge of the hill, serves the homes of the inhabitants. Several homes are perched on pillars, bridging over the livestock path below. This provides drovers with shelter when it rains. The merchants of Bargewright Inn carry staves with a distinctive metal crook on one end, and a studded metal goad on the other. Disobeying a person carrying such a staff inside the walls of Bargewright Inn is grounds for immediate expulsion.



Places of Interest The Bargewright Inn: Feston Bargewright’s inn is the center of this community. It’s an efficient, no-frills place of fine wood paneling and swift service. Strict order is kept by four strong warriors, while the stables are run by Feston’s brother Aldon Bargewright. Aldon’s a ranger who captains the militia. He wields a long sword reputed to be magical.
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The view from the turrets is impressive. The taller North Tower and the slightly leaning and larger South Tower overlook the grasslands of the Dessarin. It’s a safe but unspectacular place, with the air of a castle preparing for war. Every winter, Feston has more of the remaining wooden parts torn down and replaced with stonework. Belvyn’s House of Good Cheer: Belvyn’s House is a tall, narrow hall with catwalk galleries running along its crossbeams. It may be used either as a festhall or temple. For the latter, a plain altar and braziers are provided to worshippers of any nonviolent faith. Exceptions include Tempus and Helm, but not Malar. Organizations like merchant cabals or leagues, Waterdhavian guilds on frolic, or adventuring bands celebrating success rent the hall to throw parties. Funerals are free of charge. There’s a local rumor telling of chests of gold hidden in or under the House. It’s a simple, open place that is easily searched, but no one has found even a coin here. Haeleth’s Horseshoes: Haeleth’s is the dark, crowded smithy of a laconic ironworker who can shoe anything. Haeleth works copper and silver, but he is uncomfortable with finer metals. Stout ironmongery is his love and his forte. When not shoeing, he makes hooks, hinges, and hasps that he ships to the markets of Waterdeep by the cart load. All his money goes into buying Waterdhavian properties; the rent keeping his wife comfortable in a Waterdhavian villa and his sons sponsored in adventuring careers throughout Faerûn. Haeleth has a pet lizard of an unknown species that looks like a smaller cousin of the basilisk, with no demonstrated petrification powers. The Healing House: This is the home and office of local physician and animal healer, Chanczlatha Luruin, who uses more herbs and broths than magic. His wife, Baerlatha, and his adopted children assist him in running the paddocks in the lower circle. Rinthar’s Wagonworks: This is the workplace of an aging, gruff craftsman who seldom speaks. He’s often seen out in his yard, steaming and bending pieces of ash to fashion wheels. Besides being a wheelwright, Rinthar fixes wagons. He and his six apprentices specialize in rough but sturdy repairs. They’re quick and expensive, or slow and reasonable. He’s something of an authority on wood and can identify woods of great age or rarity. More importantly, he can perform weatherproofing treatments. Ruldarr’s Pipes, Locks, Tobacco, and Fine Furniture: Ruldarr’s shop smells of exotic woods and tobacco. It’s crowded with beautifully carved furniture, including a cellar of coffins, strong chests, and bins of tobacco. Ruldarr’s chief business is padlocks. He has a case of keys that presumably fit ancient locks in northern ruins. Brought in by adventurers, they sell the keys to people who hope to find the locks they fit and the treasure beyond. Most of Ruldarr’s furniture has hidden drawers, but he hides his money elsewhere. There are allegedly secret compartments in the dozen interior pillars holding up the shop’s roof. At least one is known to be fitted with a trap that causes a blade to spring out of it. This rumor was confirmed when a thief was found impaled one morning. A battered scythe hangs on one pillar; local talk says it animates at Ruldarr’s command.
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Shondrin’s Packsack of Plenty: This is a small, crammed shop. Its fat, jolly proprietor spins endless, wild tales of his career as a sailor. Shondrin sells dry goods and sundries, from clothes to rope and candles. Shondrin sells things at a shade above market price. He takes items such as old weapons, armor, and hardware in trade; one never knows what to find in The Sack. Shondrin seldom deals in magical items, but he sold a bag of holding that looked like a dragon statuette whose head swung back to allow access. Stories have been told of a traveler buying a blade and gaining a sword with strange powers. Tabra’s: Tabra’s is known, even in Waterdeep, as a northern “must visit.” It’s a tall, multi-balconied house furnished with shabby gentility. The place is home to never fewer than a dozen lady escorts whose attraction is their relaxed friendliness. As one regular, a female merchant who simply ignores all the kissing and cooing around her, puts it: Tabra’s feels like home. There’s always folk to sit and chat with, or ongoing gambling games. There are quiet window seats where one can curl up to read one of Tabra’s collection of tomes, chapbooks, and scrolls on every topic, except magic. Tabra provides a weapons practice room in the cellar and a magically shielded conference room on the top floor. The Wet Crossing: This is the only tavern in town. Its original proprietor was the ferryman on the old, leaking boat that crossed the Dessarin River before Ironford Bridge was built. Once the bridge opened, the ferryman brought his boat ashore, where its ugly prow and leaping-fish figurehead now provide the tavern’s facade. Though the owner died soon after opening the tavern, his friends run the tavern for his widow. Drinking here can be an ear-splitting tumult of stomping feet and revelry. Friends are made in the Crossing, but those who want discuss business often scramble outside to hear themselves think. Regardless, a surprising amount of the North’s trade is conducted here, to the good-natured background din of the Crossing.



Beliard



T



his small, tree-cloaked village stands east of the Stone Bridge. Beliard is a market town for local cattle drovers, complete with a covered well free for use. Rather than setting up ranches, farmers build their houses in Beliard and wander the nearby moors and rolling grasslands with their herds. From time to time, folk disappear in or near Beliard. Recently, four spice merchants vanished.



Places of Interest Halamar’s Horses: At the east end, a stout, white-bearded, retired warrior named Blasko Halamar runs a stables with the aid of 12 boys. He does steady trade here, buying tired or lame mounts and draft animals, and selling fresh replacements. He’s full of tales of adventures, ambushes, and treasure. His favorite tale is of riches buried by effete ladies fleeing the fall of Netheril.
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Milshoun’s Stronghouses: These three squat stone warehouses stand across an open area from the well. The warehouses are run by Ahbhaer Milshoun, an oily Calishite who constantly complains about the cold. His stronghouses have a standing guard of 12 men-at-arms who spend their spare time hunting in the nearby hills. The Watchful Knight: This inn has 16 rooms. It’s a rough place built of logs and as cold as a drafty tomb. The hostel, run by Arachar Calatharr, is the namesake of, but no relation to, the famous ranger Arachar Calatharr. Arachar becomes irritated whenever anyone asks if he’s related to the real one. The Knight has a central hail with a chimney at either end and two floors of rooms opening onto balconies overlooking the hall. Facing the front door in the center of the hall stands a suit of full plate armor that animates to defend the inn.



Triboar



T



riboar is a proud town of 2,500 standing majestically and strategically at the Long Road and Evermoor Way intersection. It’s located due west of Yartar, the town’s traditional rival. It’s known as the marshaling point for a dozen human armies, hastily assembled at times in the last century to battle orc hordes that swept south along the Surbrin River from remote mountain fastnesses. Triboar’s name is thought to have come from a 300-winters’-old traveler’s tale of slaying three boars in one day. This tale is commemorated in the banner of the lord protector of Triboar that shows three black boars running toward the head of the banner on a blood-red field. The regular militia take turns serving as the Twelve, a mounted police patrol force. They rotate in tenday shifts. If needed, Triboar can muster a well-armed militia of 50 in a night, and 300 by highsun the next day. These numbers may be greater (sometimes even 100% larger) if adventurers or large caravan contingents are in town. The ruler of Triboar, the lord protector, is elected every seven years by the people to command the militia and settle disputes by adding to, altering, or striking down the Lord’s Decrees. Triboar’s current lord protector is Jalimin Frindos (LN hm F7), a former adventurer who retired to the city many years ago. He also served as an aide to the former lord protector, Faurael Blackhammer, before his lord’s death last year. Caravan masters can buy just about anything a caravan needs in Triboar. One can buy horses bred locally on ranches lying to the west; mountain ponies (not quick, but possessing an incredible constitution) are their specialty. Pre- or custommade harnesses and wagons are always for sale here. Veteran guides hired here can take employers wherever they want to go in the North. They require a payment before departure. The guides wear magical teleport rings, belts, or earrings that work only when secret passwords are uttered to whisk them home in the face of treachery. Most guides are sensitive to treachery and avoid getting into situations where they can be ambushed or overpowered. Guides tend to slip away or to employ rings of invisibility to vanish, then stalk their employers to see what’s said and done, especially if the employers are



adventurers heading for known ruins or caves opening into the Underdark. Many long-established guides are former or semiretired adventurers. They have bands of henchmen, secret plots and contacts, and magic gained during previous adventures. The most famous of the guides in Triboar are Zandever “Nighteyes” Eyredanus, Morth Fartheen, Ilrin Sharadin, and Borth Jhandelspar. It should be noted that nowhere is the sometimes violent rivalry between Triboar and Yartar more sharply evident than between the resident guides. If a guide learns a client ran with one from “the other place,” he may refuse to guide them. The bad blood between the towns has led to skirmishes. Whenever citizens of both places are under the same roof anywhere in the North, expect a brawl. Guides don’t start the fights, but they abruptly leave the inn or tavern, taking their clients with them, if possible. Treasure talk in Triboar always centers around the Lost Guide. This man disappeared somewhere between Triboar and Yartar. He was running a wagon loaded with sacks of gold pieces. Each town blames the other for his murder and the disappearance of the gold. Others think his bones lie in the Dessarin River, the gold with him. Triboar’s a bustling town; it’s busy night and day, hence its nickname the “Town Where Only Gwaeron Sleeps.” Triboar has no walls. Instead, it’s surrounded by the paddocks and fenced workyards of two caravan outfitters, a horse market, stockyards, and two camping grounds. The center of Triboar, where the roads meet, is a huge open space used as a market by local farmers and visiting peddlers. The space is dominated by the two-story Tower of the Lord Protector, a simple stone keep that leans to the east. Zhentarim agents are rumored to operate here, though their motives are unknown. It is believed that they may be attempting to secure a trade route or infiltrate the rule of the vicinity. A silent search for Zhentarim agents has been going on for nearly a year now. Anyone suspected of being an agent disappears suddenly and without a trace.



Places of Interest Most of the shops and service establishments in Triboar open onto the market. The Cart and Coin: This shop swaps and sells horses and draft animals, sells feed and gear, and hires out caravan guards. There’s an under-the-table trade among those on the job assignment roster in caravan guard certification tickets. The tickets establish a guard’s order in the assignment queue, confirming that the hiresword underwent certification for trustworthiness. The chits are frequently stolen, sold, bartered, or given away, so they don’t necessarily fulfill their intended purpose. Everwyvern House: Gondyl Ilitheeum runs an elegant, expensive place that caters to nobility and to those who want to parade grandly and pretend they’re noble. This is the working home of Triboar’s most elegant lady escorts. The snobbery of Everwyvern House is matched by its elegant frippery. It’s almost a parody of the grandest Waterdha-



vian noble parties. Folk come here to be awed, amused, or to feel at home in it. Minstrels play quiet background music among floating plants and multi-hued driftglobes, while startlingly gowned women and dashingly sashed and ruffled men chat, stroll, dance, and sneer at each other. It must be seen to be believed. A few folk in Triboar think the back rooms are the center of local slave dealing and trading in other banned goods. Foehammer’s Forge: The forge of the dwarven mastersmith Ghelryn “Goldhand” Foehammer is situated across the road from Uldinath’s Arms at the northern edge of town. The two are friendly rivals, and each produces an astonishing amount of good quality forgework. Their goods are sold across the North and the Sword Coast. Their prices are a bit cheaper than normal, but the metal and workmanship are better than most. Their pins, nails, latches, and eyebolts make the success of the famous Skulner Wainwright possible. The Frost-Touched Frog: This fun, noisy place full of old, mended furniture and colorful clients is owned by is Alatha Riversword. Its walls are decorated with hunting trophies, and its patrons love to regale guests and each other with tales that grow taller with each telling. Gwaeron’s Slumber: Triboar is said to be the resting place of a god named Gwaeron Windstrom, the Tracker Who Never Goes Astray. He’s said to sleep in this stand of trees just west of town. Rangers who venerate Mielikki often visit Gwaeron’s Slumber to pray, but there’s no shrine here. It’s said that worshippers of Mielikki who sleep in this wood receive hints in their dreams of what the goddess wants them to do. If the worshipper isn’t a ranger, the person gains a once-in-a-lifetime, day-long ability to track as a ranger does. To avoid angering Gwaeron, laws in Triboar forbid cutting any trees, and hunting in the woods. The local militia patrols the grove to prevent orcs, trolls, and other such creatures from camping there—but less intelligent monsters have never been seen in Gwaeron’s Slumber. The Pleasing Platter: This shop is next to the grandiose Everwyvern House and has adopted similar pretentiousness. The tables are far apart, each screened from others by cleverly placed plants, statues, or pillars. Minstrels play softly and soothingly in the background. Service is fast, polite, and deft, with changes made swiftly and obligingly to suit a guest’s culinary preferences. This makes it one of the best places to eat in the North. Six Windows: This is a chilly, old, wooden rooming house with 40 more windows than the name indicates. The owner, Jaunda, has an attic full of old clothes and gear left behind by clients as payment, or by guests who never returned. She’s always willing to sell the items. The Talking Troll: The Troll is a dim, smelly place crammed with massive, battered, old furniture and not-so-massive, battered, old drunks. Its redeeming gesture is its large cellar of ales, stouts, and lagers. The Triboar Arms: This stalwart, middle-of-the-road tavern is frequented by people who would never willingly go into the Troll and would pay more not to have to. In Waterdeep, this tavern would be unremarkable. Here, it’s valuable as a
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place where you can see the neighbors you’re drinking with and not recoil at the sight of them. The Triboar Travelers: Merchants can hire this local caravan company for runs to Waterdeep for 600 gp each way, plus 25 gp per wagon over 10. The company runs to Everlund for 800 gp each way, plus 30 gp for each wagon above 10. They hire mercenary and adventurer guards, paying 4 gp each day with food and drink free. Guards each receive a 25 gp bonus if all goods arrive safely. Wainwright’s Wagons: Skulner Wainwright’s shop has a stockade, storage sheds for lumber, and a horse-driven sawmill. Apprentices make good coin running odd bits of wood through the saw. Skulner, known for innovative designs, made a rolling cog (a wagon that doubles as a barge). One is in use on the Dessarin River. Despite competition from Thelorn of Red Larch, Skulner’s wagons are the wagons of choice for wealthy nobles. Even with his prices geared toward the wealthy, Skulner is so busy building wagons he doesn’t bother with their repairs. Instead, he directs owners of injured wagons to an independent repair shop.



Uluvin



M



ost traders dealing with Delimbiyr Vale avoid Uluvin, instead using the Delimbiyr Route west from Secomber, meeting up with the High Road south of Zundbridge. It’s a dusty, spartan place with few trees, thirsty throats, a bad tavem, and a surprisingly pleasant and clean inn. Uluvin’s a sleepy place where peddlers sell trinkets and folk turn out to chat with travelers to hear the news.



Places of Interest The Black Bull’s Tail: This isolated roadhouse has no competition—and it shows. The beer is watery, and there’s nothing else but old wine and whiskey. The echoing taproom has the charm of a warehouse, but the rentable drinking rooms in back are more welcoming. Some travelers use these as sleeping accommodations, though they’re intended as meeting and revel rooms. Where the Maiden Dances: This is a well-appointed inn for such a sleepy village. The staff has manners equal to the best anywhere. The furnishings are old, and the rooms are small, but everything is clean. The inn’s name comes from an ancient elven grave under the floorboards and a ghostly image seen infrequently at night. This figure is a lone, barefoot, dancing elven maiden in a long gown. The sight is said to be breathtakingly beautiful, but only those who have had too much to drink claim to have seen her.



Westbridge



W



estbridge, a waystop of 450 folk, stands where the Long Road meets Stonetrail. The origin of the village’s name is obvious, as it’s the western edge of Stonetrail. Longstocking Yards is east of the Long Road and south of Stonetrail (protected by a stout palisade and 20 hired human
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archers). To the north rests Ghaliver’s Inn. Across the road is a diner. All these locations (except the diner) are owned by Ghaliver Longstocking, an enterprising halfling investor.



Places of Interest Farrier Services by the Drull: This place is manned by Drulleck, a human explorer believed to have suffered a bizarre mental illness while exploring the Nameless Dungeon some years back. He moved to Westbridge and set up shop to shoe horses and repair saddlebags. The man squints and mumbles in jutting, short-cut sentences resembling a confusion spell effect. He’s known as the worst shoer in Faerûn. The Hammer and Nail: This shop, owned by Trystkin of Evermoor, specializes in repairing wagons and wheels, but spends most of his time repairing tornado-blasted barns and grain silos within three-days travel of his shop. When in town, he devises pranks to play on Drulleck, whom Trystkin calls “Blindshoe.” The Happy Halfling: The Halfling is a cozy place with a lot of rugs, squishy armchairs, cushions, and warming fires. It comes highly recommended as a place to get some sleep or just to relax. The Wemic Comes to Westbridge: The name of this diner is displayed in red letters on a signboard depicting a rearing, weapon-brandishing wemic. It’s run by the short and cheery Helisa Ithcanter, of Baldur’s Gate. The Wemic is a sunny, plant-filled place with a small menu and perfect dishes. In winter, servings shrink to a starvation diet of pickled fish, salt pork, hardbread, sausage, and pickles. In fall, expect a feast. Westbridge Brewers: This winery makes two red wines and a red ale. The wines are both forgettable; one is bitter, leaving a stale, coppery taste on the tongue, while the other is too sweet. The ale is so powerful and strong that it leaves the most rugged barbarian lying in his own sick.



Yartar



T



his town of 6,000 folk is connected to a fortified bridge and a citadel on the west bank. Yartar is always buzzing. Caravans come and go, and goods are shipped from the caravans to freight barges. The fisherfolk of Yartar scour the Three Rivers for catfish, cold-water crabs, eels, silvertail, and shalass. All these can be bought fresh from stalls in Yartar’s central market. The ruler of Yartar, the Waterbaron, is elected for life. The person who held the office for the last 20 years was Alahar Khaumfros (LN hm F4). He was revealed to be the Kraken Society leader. (The Society meets in the back of the Three Rivers Festhall; all entrances are guarded by thieves and assassins.) Four illithids walked into the baron’s hall and calmly slaughtered Khaumfros for his treachery in Society monetary dealings. Reaction from the Harpers and the Lords’ Alliance was swift; today, the Waterbaron is Belleethe Kheldorna, a female paladin dedicated to Tyr. She’s busy rooting out the agents of the Society who infest the Shields of Yartar (town guards) and



the merchant council. She’s also grappling with the difficult business of maintaining order in this roaring trade town frequented by adventurers and maverick merchants. Most overland travelers use Yartar’s caravan services. There are places for horse trading, wagon sales, repairs, outfitting, and provisioning. In addition to the services available, Yartar is famous for a temple of Tymora and its Shieldmeet festivities that draws thousands of people. During the three years between Shieldmeets, Yartar hosts the Hiring Fair. Outcasts, bandits, homeless, isolated landholders, and adventurous Uthgardt gather on the field just north of the town. Here, those who need bodyguards, miners, farmhands, scouts, builders, grooms, guides, and the like try to find employees that suit them. The Hiring Fair is a time of crime; brawling; buying and selling armor, weapons, and stolen goods; covert exchanges of funds and information; and one or more wizard duels. It’s not unusual for adventuring bands to be formed by ambitious and unattached adventurers, or for wealthy folk to look for adventurers to solve their problems. These tasks are known as “slaying the local dragon,” whether that’s what’s actually called for or not. Except for torches around the edges of the stone hall of the Waterbaron and for signal lights on the river, Yartar is dark at night; by tradition, light lasses are young local girls who know the streets and lead the way. Yartar is a bubbling cauldron of plots, schemes, cabals, alliances, and under-the-table business arrangements. Everyone in Yartar is after money, power, or both, and they’d like it in as short a time as possible. There’s a thieves’ guild known as the Hand of Yartar. It’s continually razed by feuds, power struggles, and corrupt double-dealing; so, in effect, every thief operates for himself. Most thieves here are female and young. Zhent agents are rumored to exist in Yartar, in an attempt to secure a trade route through the vicinity.



house that’s now the heavily guarded stables. Other passages lead into areas converted into damp sleeping rooms. The whole area is lit by pale driftglobes. Beldabar is a burly, handsome ex-adventurer. He cultivates a dangerous atmosphere, and the curious guest may hear the occasional clash of steel, the crack of a lash, or a scream of pain from behind closed doors. Much drinking, gambling, and bartering goes on here. To keep brawls and bloodshed to a minimum, the common room of the Rest is open only to guests. Patrons can be expelled from Beldabar’s for creating any fire, molesting the staff, practicing slavery or theft, or drawing steel (except in self defense). Not surprisingly, the staff includes many former adventurers who can handle most trouble (usually including one F10, a T8, a W9, and a P7 of Lathander, Selûne, Sune, or Tempus). Beldabar keeps many cats, who prowl about hunting rats. Adventurers and frontier folk love the atmosphere of the Rest, so the place is busy. It’s cool in summer and easy to heat in winter. Every room has a bar to prop the door closed, but every room has two secret entrances known only to the staff. The Rest has a smuggler’s door opening onto a cavern dock on one bank of the river. There are hidden entries and exits connecting to locales around Yartar. Notably, there are tunnels to Shadowskulk alley and Kissing Court at the east end of town. There are rumors of secret doors leading to deeper halls; one may lead to an ancient, abandoned, dwarven citadel linked to the Underdark. This may be used by drow who trade in slaves. There are traps waiting around the Rest for the nosy; and, from time to time, skeletons or impaled corpses are found in passages. There are legends about a wererat colony and an illithilich (undead mind flayer) lurking under Yartar, preying on those who venture away from the safety of the central Rest.



Places of Interest Alleys (The Long Creep, Mindulspeer Lane, Dead Cat Cut, Shadowskulk, Spitting Adder Lane): Sixty years ago, Yartar was viewed as a pit of angry vipers by the late sage Dalcass, and the town hasn’t changed much since then. Informants, bodyguards, escorts, errand runners, and dealers in potions, poisons, and shady goods live along such walks. Beldabar’s Rest: This is perhaps the most unusual humanbuilt inn of the North. It’s located underground, beneath Yartar’s central market. It was created by linking together the cellars of old warehouses. The first part of Beldabar’s is the gatehouse. The building is lit by a lamp holding seven thick candles leading down into the inn’s circular common room. Beside the gatehouse is a rollup gate, and behind that is an earthen ramp leading down to the inn’s stables. The common room is 120’ or more in diameter. The room is home to the innkeeper’s desk, a bar, and dining tables and chairs. From this room, passages radiate out like the spokes of a wheel. One hallway leads to the vast, low, ware-
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The Cointoss: A mediocre tavern, the Cointoss is a lowbeamed, smoky, poorly lit place with wooden tables and benches. It’s occupied by locals who drink the night away. The Toss is favored by Yartarrans as a place free from intrigue and noisy visitors—neither are welcome. The place gets its name from a helm over the bar. If a patron tosses a coin through the eye slit of the helm, he gets the next glass free. The proprietor, Tanataskar Moonwind, loves to hear tales of adventure. He even neglects the bar to sit and hear them. His heart is set on adventuring, not pouring drinks dragging drunks to the door, or breaking up brawls. Dannath’s Pickles, Nuts, & Foods: Alukk Dannath runs a shop with his three strong daughters, specializing in foods practical for northern travelers. Typical items are dried apricots, figs, and garshells. Prices are high, but worth it. Anything in danger of spoiling is detected by the proprietor. Such goods are converted into some other form. For example, overripe fruits are added to a wine or syrup mash. Dannath is a short, bristlebearded, red-haired man who sees with the aid of two thick monocles. Esklindrar’s Maps, Books, & Folios: This is the home and shop of Esklindrar, a sage whose expertise is written humans works of the Sword Coast, from earliest known times to the present. This feeble, white-bearded, doddering, acerbic, old man has the best mind for books this side of Candlekeep. If it’s not in his shop, Esklindrar has probably seen it and remembers where it was and what it looked like. For 500 gp, he gives enthusiastic answers on the spot, pointing out locales with his pointer on the map of Faerûn adorning the ceiling. The musty shop contains a thousand treasure maps, but woe to the thief who steals from or threatens the old sage. He’s under Alustriel of Silverymoon’s protection, who’s laid two spells on Esklindrar. He’s protected by a spherical wall of force whenever he wills, and he can cause a blade barrier to erupt from any book or scroll he’s handled, even if they’ve been taken away from his shop. Furthermore, the shop is warded. There are no tokens; the ward merely prevents all fire and explosions, magic or otherwise. Fiery missiles are snuffed out as they enter. Firelust Fabrics & Tailoring: Firelust Fabrics is run by the jolly Firelust family. All are quality tailors, from whitehaired grand-dames to fat and tumbling youngsters. Prices are high, but well worth it. They’re renowned for whipping up costumes in minutes when a client demands it. Family members descend in a whirlwind around customers and dress them where they stand. Fishyard: The visitor to this bustling town always finds his way to the noisy, crowded, market area in front of the Waterbaron’s Hall. Known locally as the Fishyard, the market always has fish on sale. Even in the depths of winter, ice fishermen bring their wares to the stalls. The market is a maze. Many stalls sell fresh catches from the Three Rivers, while others offer every trinket or small item imaginable, including crystal perfume bottles from Calimshan, magical potions, amulets, and spellcasting components of great rarity and power. Halassa’s Waterwell & Fine Wines: Halassa’s is run by a short, sharp-tongued old woman who seems to know everyone.
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She’s seen most days giving strangers salty advice as if she were their grandmother. Halassa has never adventured nor even traveled far from Yartar. Nonetheless, she’s learned to stomach all the drinks humans, dwarves, gnomes, halflings, and elves make. She sells most of them at prices reasonable for this remote locale. The selection is stored in cellars that spiral down around Halassa’s well, and it is guarded by many locked gates. Her stock has astonished many a traveler, but locals are more appreciative of the one free bucket of water a day she gives them from the deep well. The Happy Hall of Fortuitous Happenstance: This hall is a temple to Tymora. Built like a fortress of grim, forbidding stone, its arched windows look down on the town from the temple’s own small hillock. Locals often call it Two Hap Fort Hall, or just the Two. Run by High Priestess Velantha Waerdar, the temple has a policy of sponsoring adventuring bands to guard it. The bands are asked to go out and stir things up, aiding those whom the priestess favors, rescuing lost or weakened caravans, and aiding adventuring bands whose luck has run out. Hasklar’s Arms & Armor: Hasklar’s shop contains the best on public display of high quality armor and weapons in the North. Hasklar prides himself on having at least one of every metal thing that can be used by a single person engaged in warfare, though some of his specimens are odd sizes or of limited usefulness. He has gorgets with key- or coin-sized storage pouches. They’re favored by thieves because of the lockpicks one can hide therein. He has throwing knives with nonreflective handles and needle-sharp points at both ends. Hasklar is not a smith, and he has no metalworker to call on, so he doesn’t provide alterations or custom orders. His prices are high even among nobles, but his wares are the best. Thieves are discouraged by magical, animated weapons that pursue for days if need be. Hasklar often talks to empty air and listens intently, as if holding a conversation; he may share his shop with a ghost. One Foot in the Boat: This is the sort of tavern that’s too noisy and too crowded to be as good as you remember it being, but it shines in memory, and it smells exciting. It impresses peddlers all over the North, and native Yartarrans too. If lucky, a patron may overhear something that may lead to adventure, or at least give him something to talk about in other taverns. The Pearl-Handled Pipe: This is an excellent inn. The owner and keeper, Elladuth Myristar, loves good furniture and cozy decor, and she spends her time making or acquiring more. Caravans carrying fine carvings, tapestries, and furniture stop here to sell Elladuth all she has room for. She can’t say no to a nice-looking chair or bed, so she has an attic filled with furniture. Elladuth is always adding new rooms to the inn so she can set up the furniture. At last count, the Pipe can sleep 600 in comfort and privacy. This is the best place to stay in Yartar, and one of the best in the North. The Shield Tower: The west bank of the Surbrin River is the site of the Shield Tower, home to the Shields of Yartar. These 150 mounted town guards police Yartar and fight off orcs and trolls and the cutthroats calling Yartar home. The Tower has a strong inner wall and a crumbling outer wall. The ring of



bare ground between them has pit traps, rubbish, and a ward linked to guardian skeletons. Outside the wall are paddocks for caravans, and drovers selling horses and livestock. The Tower has a guarded dock, roofed to protect barges from the weather. The Waterbaron’s Barge is stored here. The Waterbaron’s Barge: This metal-armored, ramequipped brute carries 200 warriors, crossbow guns, and barrels of water and buckets of sand to dampen fires from incendiaries. Its armor is fluted and chased to show off the skills of the local bargewrights. Waterbaron’s Hall: The Hall is the residence and court of the ruler. Rooms are provided for merchants, and feasts are thrown for important guests. The hall is rich with marble stonework, tapestries, and high, echoing chambers. Its overhanging, peaked roof is held up by two ranks of pillars that march down both sides, passing stocks for flogged prisoners; even these items are ornate, carved in the shape of stone lions. At the end of the colonnade, a flight of broad stairs leads to the grand chamber. Servants’ quarters and kitchens are below, as are secret passages linked to the meeting rooms above. A ward without tokens prevents bloodletting in the building, meaning sharp and piercing weapons cause no damage. Maces and spells govern violence here. The White-Winged Griffon: This creaking hostel threatens to come down during high winds, letting the chill blow through the bones of tenants. Known locally as the Whitewings, it has the virtue of being cheap, but the rooms are small with partitions between them. More rats than people live here, and the plumbing consists of chamber pots emptied out of back hatches into a cesspool. The Whitewings is run by two mumbling, toothless old brothers who shamble about with mops and greasy rags and seem too decrepit to notice anything. The Wink and the Kiss: This gaudy festhall is fun and informal. Easy camaraderie is encouraged here. Rowdiness is discouraged by Beldorm (CN hm F12) and Asklar (CN hm F14), the bald, 7-foot-tall brothers who own the place. It’s a labyrinth of rooms, secret passages, hanging curtains, and galleries. On occasion, the concealment offered by the maze has been used by killers. The Hand of Yartar declared the festhall safe ground. No feuds are pursued here, and no weapons are drawn. Guests must leave all weapons, clothing, and gear in safe storage, and they are asked to don costumes instead. This fad threatens to spread across the North. Already someone has worn a stolen costume while slaying in the alleys of Yartar. Winter Winds: This clothes shop is run by Felassal and Thuorn, two arguing brothers from Baldur’s Gate who moan and complain of the conditions of the North as they drape customers in cloaks, boots, furs, leggings, and mufflers. Though they rarely agree on anything, their taste is good. Prices are typically above standard prices, but customers with patience enough to be swarmed over by these two are likely to emerge looking quite wealthy and cultured. The two brothers rarely forget a face.
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The High Forest ome of the best hunting ground in the North is located in the High Forest. Travelers will find markets with fresh vegetables and villages with honest guides and people.



Noanar’s Hold



N



obles and wealthy merchants speak of Noanar’s Hold in awe, at least, if they hunt. Folk down south think it’s the best place to hunt in the North. It’s a popular spot among nobles too poor to own or defend their own fortified lodge. A village of 120, Noanar’s Hold consists of stone cottages and stables nestled among trees. Named for a long-dead hunter who once lived in the keep, the hold is populated by foresters (neutral F2s to F5s) who make a living tracking game in the High Forest. What folk don’t know about the Hold is that it’s a sham. Five lazy wizards (W12, W10, three W7s), called the Hunt Lords (since they may be recognized by colleagues in Waterdeep) dwell in the keep, spending their time investing their wealth and studying spells. They have a deepspawn held captive in a forest cave near the Hold. They feed it dead stags, owlbears, elk, bears, and other game, and it spews out replicas for hunters to find. Anyone stumbling on the deepspawn, or revealing so much as a good guess about what’s going on, becomes prey.



Places of Interest The Boar With Black Tusks: Noanar’s Hold boasts four inns, but this is the most memorable. It rambles up and down the rolling land, linking all 42 guest rooms on a single floor. There’s a strict rule against spellcasting; those who break it are cast out instantly into the night, clad and equipped as they are, forfeiting their possessions. Ostensibly, this ban is to prevent fires and other destructive mayhem, but it’s more to ensure the Hunt Lords don’t face any challenges. The Boar is famous for a grisly legend. A man recognized a fellow guest as a former colleague, demanding the return of money owed him. The mage responded by paralyzing, and polymorphing him, and then having him cooked and served at the evening meal. The inn is rumored to be furnished from several High Forest keeps, dating after Netheril, when many wizard-lords built fortified refuges.



Olostin’s Hold



T



his fortified keep was the hold of a human robber baron who raided nearby Netherese settlements. It stood vacant for years, blasted by the magic that slew Olostin. During that time, it was frequented by orcs and brigands as a temporary base for raiding parties. About 70 years ago, a ranger named Elthond Vvarit occupied it, building it into a walled village and haven—and it remains so today. It’s a settlement of 200, serving as a market and refuge for another 800 farmers and ranchers. The folk are alert for orcs and trolls, and most are good riders and guides. The Hold is of little interest to travelers, though merchants often stop to sell clothing and trinkets to the shops here.



Places of Interest The Flaming Flagon: The taproom is lit by a flagon enspelled in a wizards’ duel long ago. It floats high over head, levitating and giving off a constant, dancing, magical flame. The staff is welcoming and provides patrons with towels, nuts, and breadsticks. The Headless Troll: This wooden resting place is passable, painted black inside to hide scorch marks when a troll was burned. It fled through the halls, pursued by eager people with torches. The place has a stink akin to a slaughterhouse.
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The Moonlands he Moonlands are filled with a diverse group of inhabitants—from humans to dwarves and trappers to bards. They are protective of their villages and not always friendly to outsiders. The largest city in the area is Silverymoon and it is a definite stop for adventurers.



Everlund



E



verlund is a walled city of 12,000 humans, elves, half-elves, and halflings, with a scattering of other races. The city’s tolerant of peoples, races, and religions—well befitting a caravan trading center. Everlund is the home base of many caravan masters, guides, hunters, mercenaries, and Harpers. The standing army of 2,000 diligently seeks out orcs, goblins, bugbears, trolls, and other monsters of the wilderlands. Another 250 can be called upon in times of need. Everlunians are known to defend their city fiercely and are as wise in the ways of the wilds as any Uthgardt. Many adventurer-mages, bards, and rangers dwell here, under the Council of Six Elders who rule Everlund. The Elders keep it part of the Lords’ Alliance, actively opposing both the Zhentarim and the Arcane Brotherhood. The council currently is negotiating with Silverymoon and the Lords’ Alliance to fund the construction and maintenance of a true road along the Evermoor Way between Everlund and Yartar. The inns and taverns of Everlund are on its outskirts near the wall, and the center of the city is quiet at night—a place where lovers and plotters walk and talk. Homes and shops rise out of the greenery in pleasant little clumps. The city is rumored to deal in plunder obtained from bazaars in the orc Citadel of Many Arrows. There’s plenty of space for children to play. The lanes curve and meander, but it’s hard to stay lost for long: broad, straight caravan roads cut through this pleasant scenery like the spokes of a wheel. Everlund is a beautiful city, with a lot of trees and grassy space. The city has five gates: Bridge Gate, Upriver Gate, Mountain Gate, Silvermoon Gate, and Downriver Gate.



Places of Interest The Barracks: By the Hall of the Elders stands the six large barracks of Everlund’s army, and next to that is an old, battered keep that serves as the armory. None but members of the army are allowed near the armory or the barracks. The Battered Hat: Guides such as the famous defender of Everlund, Ruldorn the Storm Ranger, gather at this inn. It’s run by two halfling families, and it’s decorated with dusty old stag heads and old maps. It stands just inside Silvermoon Gate. The inn is named for a piece of dilapidated headgear that perches atop a wyvern’s skull on the lobby wall. It was all that Nander Gultree, the halfling who built the inn, managed to wear out of his first encounter with a dragon. Bell Market: There’s a great bell used to sound the call to arms or signal a retreat. The bell hangs in a frame in the open space next to the Barracks, and it gives its name to the space: the Bell Market. This is the chief produce fair of the city. The Bent Bow Bowyer: This excellent archers’ shop opens onto the Bell Market. It’s known for its everbright (nonrusting) arrowheads, some of which can be enspelled so they can be magically traced. The Bent Bow is also known for custom-made bows designed to pull to the desired weight of the purchaser. Danivarr’s House: The oldest and largest inn of the city, this rambling mansion joins to the one next to it by a number of rickety, covered, flying bridges. It’s got a loyal clientele and is always full. This is the place to go if you want to meet interesting people (retired adventurers, elves who think they’ve a royal claim to thrones that no longer exist, and gnomes with delusions of grandeur).
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The Dreaming Dragon: The Dragon, located near the Downriver Gate, is beloved by elves, halflings, and the whimsical. The Dreaming Dragon is the place for good harping and eerie ballads of yesteryear. Its elverquisst is of the finest quality. Hethmeir’s Highboots Corvisor: This is the best place to buy boots north of Waterdeep—truly a first-class corvisor (a cobbler resoles and repairs; a corvisor custom-makes). In fact, these boots are as good or better than any found elsewhere in Faerûn. Hethmeir and his four nimble-fingered assistants work with incredible speed. An adventurer who brings them a dead beast and wants boots made from its hide can expect them in three days. Moongleam Tower: This fortress is made of large cut stone cemented together by a magical force. No one, except Harpers, has been inside. It’s believed a ward of some sort prevents anyone from entering, even through the use of teleport and planeshift spells. Rumors that gates to places like Waterdeep, and Silverymoon have floated about recently, especially when several Harpers were seen exiting the structure blathering about an evil being with multiple arms and three heads that gated into the place. Flames and billowing smoke were seen in the sparse windows that day. Myklryn’s Sorrow: Myklryn’s, next to the Downriver Gate, is named for a man who drowned in the Rauvin River while sailing to see Waterdeep. His widow used his money to build this tavern. She’s dead, but her three daughters run it now. Harpers are welcome here. The Old Sword Sheathed: This tavern is like all of those heard of in wonderful fireside tales. It’s a ramshackle place where everyone’s a friend, the dart and dice games never stop, elders tell tall tales, and young people trade jokes. It serves a huge wine list and butternut beer. Folk in Everlund say this tavern is the place to meet your mate for life. The Olorin: This is a large, new inn near Mountain Gate. Many travelers end up here when they can’t find room elsewhere. Though it’s new and clean, it’s rather soulless. All its furnishings were bought from a shop in Waterdeep and brought to Everlund by river barge, but many look mass produced. The Phantom Knight: This inn, by Bridge Gate, is named for its ghost, a silent, mustached apparition in full plate armor who appears to guests who soon will face great danger. He makes warning gestures, sometimes pointing helpfully to needed or important items. The Knight is a large place, known for its fresh, hot bread, its cream pastries, and its hot baths (each room has its own copper tub). The inn is popular with caravan merchants and adventurers alike. The Seeking Arrow: This inn caters to rangers, hunters, and guides. It stands between the Lady’s Tree and the Bloody Hunt. Its walls are adorned with trophy heads, and its lobby desk is a glass case containing a wolf’s skeleton of astonishing size. The wolf (killed by the owner’s father) looks to have been as large as a bear. Sordar’s Cup: This quaint tavern is named in awe of a local dwarf of legendary capacity for drink. He once won a bet by drinking three entire casks of wine in one evening. When he repeated the feat the next night, the odd human who’d lost the bet decided to build a tavern to accommodate Sordar’s drinking supplies. Sordar is long deceased (he died soon after
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winning the bet), but his cup (about the size of an upturned war helm) is on display here. The Stag at Bay: Named for a sumptuous tapestry hung on its taproom depicting an elven hunt, the Stag caters to visiting hunters, adventurers, and those who like to fool themselves into thinking they’re intrepid. Patrons outdo each other describing the perilous adventures that befell them in the “Savage Frontier.”



Jalanthar



T



his village of 200 folk is often raided by orcs. Before Turnstone Pass was garrisoned, Jalanthar was subject to frequent raids from the Keep itself. Today, the buildings are little better than ruins. Most are stout stone foundations roofed with turf enspelled to resist burning amid the scrub woodlands. A small but thriving community of trappers and hunters dwells here. They hunt in the surrounding hills, where most have caves and hidden strongholds they can retreat to when orcs or barbarians attack. The hardy, land-wise folk of Jalanthar are valued as guides in the Interior. A payment is made in advance and is left with kin in Jalanthar. If anyone cheats, slays, or tricks a guide of Jalanthar, all the village folk take the task of avenging the slight. As over two dozen of them are powerful adventurers, this blood bond means something.



Places of Interest The Crowing Cockatrice: A fieldstone roadhouse noted for its enthusiastic staff, the Cockatrice is strategically located on the trade route into the back lands of the Interior, and its many sprawling wings are usually full of guests of all races. The taproom is good, serving a truly potent local cider, Jalanthar amber.



Quaervarr
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his logging village of 760 human and half-elven folk provides masts and roof beams for many a ship or hall across the North and Sword Coast as far as the eastern reaches of Calimshan. Quaervarr is a quiet, shady place of woodcarvers, carpenters, loggers, and woodland gardeners. The village’s food comes from its hunters and from small planted patches in the forest.



Place of Interest The Whistling Stag: This cozy lodge is crammed with stag heads, bearskin rugs, and other trophies. The dining room has a magnificent tapestry depicting an elven hunt. It shows two hunting bands galloping through the forest after a boar, with the riders leaping their mounts over fallen trees. The groups take turns riding through the scene over and over, with birds flitting in and out of the trees between their appearances. The Whistling Stag Inn and Hunting Lodge is a base where guests can enjoy the best hunting in all the North. The expert guides hunt owlbears, stirges, and other predators



year-round. This keeps the boar and deer that roam the southern Moonwood plentiful. The guides are full of tales about the forest depths. The Stag is named for a famous local animal, never caught, that eluded the best huntsmen and sauntered down the village streets the next morning. Folk swore he looked at them in amusement, whistling as he went. This is as good as inns get, with attentive personal service, like warmed robes at dawn, warm baths whenever desired, a resident healer, and more. A hidden delight.



Silverymoon
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ilverymoon is a beautiful city that stands amid the ancient trees of the Moonwoods. Home to over 26,000 humans, dwarves, gnomes, elves, half-elves, and halflings, it is often called the Gem of the North. Silverymoon’s considered the North’s center of learning and culture, and its close ties with the Heralds and Harpers, as well as powerful local mages (such as the Mistmaster or the mysterious Shadowcloak), only aid in its reputation as the North’s major seat of knowledge. It’s a happy place where many races dwell together in peace. The city’s peace and civilized demeanor owes much to its kindly, diplomatic ruler, the High Lady Alustriel, a silver-haired sorceress known to be at least two hundred years old. Silverymoon straddles the River Raurin at its bend westward toward the Evermoors. The heart of the city, including the palace and Silverymoon’s oldest buildings, lies located on the northern bank. Its half-circle shape is surrounded by defensive walls that have been breached only three times in the city’s history. The walls are pierced by three gates: Moorgate on the west, Hunter’s Gate to the north, and Sundabar Gate at the city’s eastem perimeter. A road surrounds the walls on the outside, and it connects with the three trade roads leading out the gates. Across the Rauvin lies the newer sector of Silverymoon. This area contains many warehouses, paddocks, docks, and caravan businesses, but it also plays host to the city’s pride and joy—the Vault of the Sages. In addition, a number of magic schools are in residence, and there has been talk for years of unifying them into a mages’ university of sorts. The north bank links to the south by the Moonbridge, a construct of invisible magic that glows with a silver sheen in the moonlight. Silverymoon is, outside of Waterdeep, one of the few bright spots of civilization and learning in the North. Its fortunes are dictated less by trade and war and more by knowledge and magic. Waterdeep alone boasts a greater population of settled wizards on the Savage Frontier, but many Silverymoon rulers, including Alustriel, have always made the preservation of knowledge and the magical arts a priority for the city. Many say that Silverymoon’s values toward music, education, and the arts “echo that of lost Myth Drannor,” though they are even more open to those of all races than the elves of Cormanthor ever were. Silverymoon’s military might, while it seems small, lax, and primarily for show, is often underestimated. The Knights of Silver, so-called by the bard Mintiper Moonsilver in a ballad for their appearance in battle, are counted among the most skilled



and well-disciplined of forces on the face of Faerûn. Given the recent uprise in troubles around the Moonlands, the Knights have recruited more members and now number near 700 strong. With their gentility and poise always apparent, the armies of Silverymoon behave as though no threat existed around them. With the aid of Alustriel and the Mistmaster, they have boldly won a number of battles deemed impossible by those who doubted the fortitude of Silverymoon’s defenders. The Knights maintain patrols for seven days’ ride around the city, often assisted by many Harper scouts and mages. Often, their might alone (in conjunction with the might of the Lords’ Alliance and the Harpers) keeps the many evils of the Savage Frontier, from the Arcane Brotherhood of Luskan to the orcs, at bay from the Lady’s city. The Gem of the North also has the protection of Alustriel’s own Spellguard, a cadre of mages dedicated to helping keep the peace within a settlement so steeped in magic. The Spellguard has 20 to 30 members at any given time, and they are led by Taern “Thunderspell” Hornblade (LG hm W17), one of Alustriel’s senior advisors. Spellguard members primarily take on the task of defending Alustriel’s palace, but they also handle rogue mages in the streets, fires, and other civic tasks. Still, with all the power of the amassed wizards, the Spellguard is essentially used for internal order and defense. When one of the wards is triggered or if the Knights specifically summon a Spellguard wizard, the Spellguard also actively aids the army in repulsing an enemy from the city’s walls. In recent months and for the near future, at the High Lady’s suggestion, two Spellguard wizards now ride with each Knight patrol outside the city. The seal of the city is a thin crescent moon that curves up and points to the right and down, sheltering a star under its uppermost horn. The silver moon and star are displayed on a royal blue field when worn as a badge by all Knights and members of the Spellguard, Alustriel’s elite wizard corps. The seal is also graven in stone markers to mark the boundaries of Silverymoon-claimed lands. Harpers in the North use the sigil and a number on small stone plinths across the North to represent how many days’ ride it is from that point to Silverymoon. Silverymoon mints a crescent-shaped, shining blue coin called an “electrum moon.” These are worth 2 electrum pieces in Alustriel’s lands and 1 electrum piece elsewhere. The other major currency is a larger, round coin called the “eclipsed moon;” they stamp the shining blue crescent of an electrum moon together with a darker silver wedge to complete a round coin, and it is worth 5 electrum pieces in the city and 2 electrum pieces outside the city. As should be expected of a city of high sorcery and culture, Silverymoon is enveloped by protective magical wards. The extent of the wards is not common knowledge, though it is assumed that there are wards on the gates around the city. There is also a permanent major ward centered on Alustriel’s palace similar to the mythal cloaking Myth Drannor. All of Silverymoon’s wards detect evil creatures, and they also alter magics cast within a certain distance of the gates. The gate wards contain spell-triggered alarms that summon the Knights or the Spellguard under certain conditions, and they also negate all
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invocation and summoning spells cast by those who do not carry a token against the wards’ effects. The wards surrounding the palace are stronger still, though no one has penetrated the defenses of the castle in over a century to test the wards’ abilities. Rumors say that certain evil races cannot enter the palace grounds without a token to pass through the ward, and only Alustriel and her Spellguard are capable of casting spells within its walls. As with many things in the city, only the Bright Lady knows those answers.



History of Silverymoon As this area is far more dangerous and orc infested than the lands around Waterdeep, Silverymoon’s history and heritage as a settlement is far shorter than the City of Splendors. Still, its growing status as a center of learning and up-and-coming trade and capital city have marked Silverymoon as an important site in the Savage Frontier for decades, if not centuries. Like Waterdeep, Silverymoon was the site of tribal meetings for centuries before any structures ever graced the site at the river. For reasons long lost to time, the locale at the bend in the River Raurin is a holy site to both Lurue the Unicorn and Mielikki. Therefore, rather than trade, the Silverymoon site was used only as a place of religious pilgrimage from the tumultuous times after Netheril’s fall until roughly a millennia ago. Some parts of the city still retain small groves, despite the need for new buildings, as these are the few remnants that are still considered holy ground to these sylvan powers. Some unnamed human tribe built a small wood-and-rope bridge over the shallows of the Rauvin, after having used the area as a river ford for years. The bridge was replaced decades later by a stone bridge built by humans and dwarves together and called Silverymoon Ford, after an alternate name of Lurue the Unicorn. This stone bridge eventually gave way to the magical Moonbridge of today, but some of its carvedstone unicorns still adorn the battlements of the High Palace of Silverymoon. Within a century of establishing a bridge at Silverymoon Ford, the Moonsilver Inn was built nearby by Gareth Ammakyl, and this was the first permanent building on Lurue’s holy lands. It took another six decades for much of a lasting village to form around the inn, and yet another century or more before Silverymoon became a city even marked on maps of the Savage North. Legend says that the Moonsilver Inn was once visited centuries ago by Mielikki and Lurue disguised as a female ranger and her steed. They fell in love with the inn and the people of Silverymoon Town, since they chose not to plunder the forests and destroy, but rather build in harmony with the site. Popular belief adds to the tale, saying that the goddesses blessed the inn with their power, promising safety to all who keep such goodness in their hearts. By the time of the Old City, the Moonsilver Inn had fallen, but its foundation stones were used as part of the city gates. In fact, some of those same stones are still in use as part of the outer walls of the city, and many natives believe that the goddesses’ blessings are still conferred to the city and its natives through the stones.
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When the first set of city walls were constructed and completed in 637 DR, Silverymoon was officially a city and elected its first of 12 High Mages to rule the city. Previously, as a village and town, Silverymoon was ruled primarily by warriors who helped defend it from the monsters dwelling all around it. The arrival of the High Mage Ecamane Truesilver and his nine apprentices vastly improved Silverymoon’s standards of living and comfort. The ten wizards established a school and library and brought education to many of the illiterate loggers, trappers, and fishermen; helped repel two orc hordes from the wooden palisades surrounding the town; and aided the town’s defenders in clearing away a local orc tribe that had harassed Silverymoon for over two decades. From Ecamane’s first days as High Mage, the Gem of the North has moved ever forward toward his goal of creating a sister city to Myth Drannor in the Savage Frontier. Silverymoon has been ruled by a mage for seven centuries, and the High Mages’ rule has been disrupted only twice. The symbol of rulership, the Staff of Silverymoon, was first adopted by High Mage Aglanthol the Red in the Year of the Lost Lance. A new Staff has been carved successively for each High Mage for more than six centuries. In the Year of the Toothless Skulls, High Lady Mage Elué Dualen suddenly abandoned her post as ruler of the city and transported herself to the Outer Planes to deal with some unknown emergency. She left it to her council of advisors to choose a suitable ruler to replace her; instead, the councilors each squabbled and wrestled to gain power for himself. Treachery intruded when the commander of the army slew his fellow councilors and established military rule over Silverymoon. The iron-fisted rule of Warlord Lashtor lasted only for one year, but during that time, he slew nearly every known mage living within the city walls and burned the Silver Lady’s Library, the predecessor to the Vault of the Sages. Luckily, many of the rare texts and tomes were saved and kept by the Harpers for posterity. Lashtor fell from his bloodied throne with the return to Silverymoon of Lady Elué’s greatest apprentice, Tanalanthara “She-Wolf” Mytersaal, whose brother Yril helped rally allies among the army. After deposing and publicly executing the warlord and his ranking accomplices with magical webs of liquid fire, she freed many of Lashtor’s prisoners and restored the rule of the High Mages to public acclaim. Tanalanthara became known as Lady Wolf the Protectress and ruled Silverymoon for five short years, during which she restored it to its former greatness but fell defending the walls from an orc horde in 882 DR. The last disruption of the High Mages’ rule started in the Year of the Long Watch with the retirement of High Mage Orjalun the Wise. Leaving the staff of office and the city in the hands of his apprentice Sepur, Orjalun left the city almost as mysteriously as Elué Dualen had 200 years before. Sepur, after a cautious two-year wait, exposed his perfidy and simply abandoned Silverymoon to the fates while taking some of its items of power with him. Years later, his shattered staff was found atop a scorched tor in the Trollmoors, and Sepur is believed to have met a deserved traitor’s death. Still, his abandonment of Silverymoon with no successor left the city in turmoil.



In what is now known as Spellsfall, 25 wizards of various and sundry power levels slew each other and destroyed large parts of the city in attempts to gain the Silver Throne of the High Mage. At the same time, both the army and the growing merchant class wanted their candidates to rule the city instead of a new High Mage. A power struggle ensued. The five-month stretch of Spellsfall led to the election of Silvermayor Theomel Scalson, a politically savvy merchant with former military ties and children among the surviving wizard class of the city. The Silvermayor led the city well in mercantile terms and rebuilt much of the damage, even doubling the size of the southern sector of the city. However, when huge orc hosts threatened to overrun Silverymoon in the Year of the Black Horde, the Silvermayor found that he did not have the full support of the military, and he was virtually deposed in all but name by the petty, grasping Warlord Khallos Shieldsunder. Warlord Khallos was soon slain in battle against the orcs, whom he believed to be less of a threat than they actually were, and the army saw the first breach of Silverymoon’s walls in over 600 years by the orc hordes. Valiant support was given to the army by a fledgling Spellguard, an idea of the Silvermayor’s that proved fruitful. The walls held for another month while the city fell under siege, with 7,000 orcs encamped around the damaged walls. Eager to claim responsibility and power, the greedy Spellguard Captain Shaloss Ethenfrost claimed the title and power of the High Mage for himself, though the city under siege hardly noticed or cared in its despair. Alustriel Silverhand and her sister Storm led an army of Harpers to relieve and free the besieged Silverymoon two months later. After breaking the siege and refortifying the city’s defenses and walls, Alustriel entered Silverymoon only to come under magical attack. High Mage Ethenfrost saw the people flocking to Alustriel’s side, and he wanted to rid himself of a potential rival for leadership. While Storm’s Harpers and the remaining defenders of Silverymoon fought orcs at the Battle of Tumbleskulls, Alustriel single-handedly destroyed the would-be-tyrant mage Shaloss Ethenfrost and his two apprentices in a magnificent spell battle. With the breaking of the orcs and the fall of Shaloss to her credit, Alustriel was unanimously elected High Mage by every native of the city. Since 1235 DR, Silverymoon has flourished under the kind rule of Lady Hope, Alustriel Silverhand of the Seven Sisters. The following is a timeline of specific events and items of note in Silverymoon’s history. While Silverymoon has its own calendar (dating from the election of the first High Mage), the following dates are given as per the Realms standard of Dalereckoning. DR 384 403 447 459



Happenings Silverymoon Ford built as a rope-and-wood bridge over the shallows at the bend in the River Raurin. Silverymoon Ford becomes a permanent stone bridge with carvings of unicorns along its length. The Moonsilver Inn is built at the northern end of Silverymoon Ford. Silverymoon Ford becomes Silver Village as a logging camp is built around the inn and bridge.
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Wooden palisades are set around the settlement’s outskirts to provide defenses against the orcs. Fishermen and fur traders begin to settle within Silver Village. Tellshyll the Aged becomes the first known wizard to live in Silverymoon, and he builds a tower within the woods to the north of the town. Silver Village grows to become Silverymoon and is one of the few thriving trading posts in the North. Bynan “Two-Axes” Oakfeller, a logger of immense kindness, becomes the first mayor. After a hunting accident, the mayor’s post is elected to Bynan “Son-Axe” Oakfeller, ranger and son of the first mayor. Mayor Bynan’s younger sister, Tara, leaves Silverymoon to travel the North and become a ranger. Bynan “Son-Axe” retires. Cassius Durind, a popular, level-headed farmer, becomes mayor. Mayor Durind is found beheaded under mysterious circumstances. Torus, a rich cattle and sheep merchant with much local influence, buys the mayorship. More than twelve mysterious deaths occur in Silverymoon or in the forests around it, including the burning of the Oakfeller estate and the deaths of Bynan, his wife, and four children. Tara “Two-Blades” Oakfeller returns to Silverymoon to discover her family dead. She reveals the culprit is Mayor Torus, who was killing off any financial or political rivals by sacrificing them to dark gods. Tara kills “the Butcher Mayor” and is elected mayor herself. Low cobblestone defensive walls are erected along the northern trail leading to the village, replacing a section of the wooden palisades. The first of many harrying attacks by the Granitefang Orcs occurs in mid-Ches. The Granitefang tribe moves in and establishes a seasonal encampment in the wooded hills to the east. After a dozen years as mayor, Tara dies from a fever. The town elects the powerfully built and popular wizard and sage Donal “the Wise Bear” Ethen as mayor. Chief Umggok of the Granitefang tribe establishes a small but permanent orc settlement at the foothills in the Moonwood. “The Wise Bear” steps down as mayor to return to his studies and the building of a public library. His suggestion of an elven comrade to replace him sees the election of Mayor Paulorin Felinaun, later known as the “Elf Mayor.” Ecmane Truesilver and his apprentices arrive in Silverymoon. Mayor Artus Natek, a rich fish merchant, is elected after Paulorin “Elf Mayor” elects to travel west to Evermeet. Ecmane and his apprentices help rout a Granitefang tribe attack against Silverymoon, and this marks the first orc attack with no casualties suffered by town natives.
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The Silver Lady’s Library, named after Mielikki in honor of its location, is established adjacent to Ecmane’s manse. Ecmane donates his collection of rare tomes from Myth Drannor to the library. The Granitefang orcs attack the city from both north and south sides, fighting across the bridge and actually entering the city, but they are repelled by the militia and the mages. Due to constant troubles with the orcs, Mayor Artus Natek passes the mantle of leadership to his army commander, Warlord Kieth. After hearing reports of the growing Granitefang settlement to the northeast, Warlord Kieth leads the fledgling army of Silverymoon and a cadre of mages to the Battle of Brokenfang. This battle, with the wizards’ help, destroys the nonhumans’ settlement and halts all orc attacks on the city for more than four years. Stone walls are constructed around the city’s perimeter and are completed by Uktar. Silverymoon elects Ecamane Truesilver as its first High Mage to rule the city. Year 0 in Silvermoon’s Calendar. Known as the Year of Mages’ Dawning in Silverymoon, more than 50 wizards from Myth Drannor and other parts of the Realms migrate to Silverymoon and begin its first era as a center of magical study. Travelers become frequent between Ascalhorn and Silverymoon, and trade opens up with the dwarves of the North. High Mage Truesilver and 21 other wizards cast mighty protections and enchantments on the walls of the city, which may still exist as the wards today. The High Mage’s final apprentice miscasts a find familiar spell and mixes his form with that of a cat. Ederan Nharimlur now has light gold fur covering his skin and the green eyes of a cat. High Mage Truesilver dies, but names as his successor Aglanthol the Red, his great-nephew and head apprentice. By year’s end, High Mage Aglanthol adopts the first symbol of rulership, the Staff of Silverymoon, carving the staff from duskwood and enchanting it with various magical powers. Myth Drannor falls. A minute number of wizards and other refugees escape to Ascalhorn and Silverymoon. The Seven of Silver, a group of allied warriors and wizards, open a gateway to Myth Drannor to aid in its defense, succeeding only in allowing twelve elves and humans to escape to Silverymoon. (The Seven of Silver are immortalized by the bard’s song “Seven Silvers Falling,” sung by those wishing to commemorate a noble sacrifice.) The young boy Rhyester, blind from birth, sees the dawn on the first day of Ches and has his sight for the first time in his life. By year’s end, he and other folk faithful of Lathander have constructed a crude temple to the god of the dawn. Aglanthol dies at the hands of rogue tanar’ri brought to the city by a reckless wizard wishing to open a portal to the ruins of Myth Drannor. His successor is the
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noble Ederan Nharimlur, named High Mage Catseye after his most common nickname. The city celebrates as Ederan marries the elven princess Elénaril, one of the few escapees from fallen Myth Drannor. Due to overcrowding, the city walls are moved outward to almost twice the size of Silverymoon at that time (and almost the walls’ current location). The space behind the walls is used for garrisons and grazing lands for the cattle of the city. The walls of the Old City are left partially standing for people to use as partial foundations and support for new buildings. High Mage Ederan and High Mistress Elénaril are blessed with their second and third children, a boy (Ederan the Younger) and girl (Lynnàsha) who share the fur and cat eyes of their father. Construction of the High Palace of Silverymoon begins. Builders of the High Palace are revealed to be spies for the Brothers of the Black Hand, a cadre of Baneworshipping evil wizards exiled from Ascalhorn. They steal High Mage Ederan’s Staff of Silverymoon and a number of priceless magical artifacts collected by High Mage Truesilver. The items are never recovered, though most of the Black Hand wizards are found and executed. At year’s end, the palace is completed and rests outside the city’s eastern walls. Ederan the Younger, a ranger dedicated to Mielikki, disappears in the Lurkwoods. Rhyester dies of natural causes and is laid to rest in the crypt beneath the Lathander’s Dawn temple. Within a year, the temple is renamed Rhyester’s Matins. High Mage Ederan dies of old age after a long and peaceful reign. His daughter, Amaara “Goldentresses” Nharimlur, rises to the station as High Lady Mage and Silverymoon’s first female ruler. High Lady Amaara announces her betrothal to Tilimarin Forestheart, a half-elf guard captain. Three days before the wedding, Tilimarin is murdered by a green dragon in the Moonwoods. Amaara slew the dragon with wrathful magics, and stripes of its emerald hide still adorn the borders of a tapestry that hangs in Alustriel’s throne room to the present day. Called the Weeping Lady, the tapestry depicts High Lady Amaara weeping over her fallen lover. Elué Dualen, a white-haired human girl whose magic far outstrips her age, arrives in Silverymoon and becomes fast friends and confidants with the High Lady Amaara and her sister Lynnàsha “Lynx” Nharimlur. Elué Dualen makes the first major expansion of the Silver Lady’s Library, and she establishes the Lady’s College with Lynx. This is the first open school for mages in Silverymoon that does not force students into apprenticeships with the teachers. The college takes payment in the form of service to defend the city with the army for as much time as they study at the Lady’s College.
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The High Lady Amaara, Elué, Elénaril, Lynx, and three other mages casting in concert create the magical Moonbridge of Silverymoon, replacing the stone bridge that lasted over four centuries. Elué becomes the High Lady Mage by the decree of the resigning Amaara. Amaara accompanies Elénaril on their trek to the west and their eventual goal of Evermeet. High Lady Mage Elué Dualen leaves her rule and the city abruptly, accompanied by Lynnàsha “Lynx” Nharimlur. By Ches, Warlord Lashtor rules the city with an iron fist. His army begins slaying mages in the streets, and they put the Silver Lady’s Library to the torch. Lashtor is deposed by the mage Tanalanthara “SheWolf” Mytersaal. Yril Mytersaal, her brother, is named Warlord after Lashtor’s execution, and Tanalanthara is named High Mage. She is commonly called Lady Wolf, or the Protectress, in histories. Ascalhorn falls and becomes known as Hellgate Keep. Refugee wizards and others from Ascalhorn form a small tent city within the walls of Silverymoon. A starving orc horde nearly overruns Silverymoon in late Nightal, but the city is saved by the sacrifice of Lady Wolf. After a mild winter spent in mourning over the loss of their Lady Wolf, the city’s populace elects the humble Tanisell the Cloaked, a human originally from Ascalhorn, to become High Mage Tanisell (the Cloaked Lord of Silverymoon, as a popular ballad calls him). With the influx of people from Ascalhorn and record trade years for the cities’ merchants, the city is forced to expand the city’s north walls to the locations where they rest today. All the guards’ garrisons and some support buildings are demolished and rebuilt across the bridge on the southern shore of the Rauvin, with new high walls surrounding the Warriors’ Quarter. The Vault of the Sages is built and its initial collection includes at least two tomes of knowledge, history, and magic from each mage of the city. The Harpers bestow the lost collection from the Silver Lady’s Library upon the Keeper of the Vault. Due to magical fluctuations in the woods and hills around Silverymoon, Tanisell and his fellow mages reassert new enchantments and magics on the walls surrounding the city. The Cloaked Lord succumbs to a fever and dies. His successor is his closest advisor and friend, Nunivytt Threskaal, the Keeper of the Vault of the Sages and ranking mage of the Lady’s College. High Mage Threskaal’s reign is a peaceful, studious one and is still considered one of the golden eras of magical learning for Silverymoon and her pupils.
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The young boy Ahghairon of Waterdeep arrives in Silverymoon, yearning to learn magic. He is taken in and taught magic by numerous tutors, including High Mage Threskaal. With the merest hint of his first beard on his chin, Ahghairon shows some of his coming might by single-handedly destroying a pair of young green dragons intent on attacking the city. Ahghairon leaves the city soon afterward to learn more of the Realms. Orjalun is born on Midsummer’s Night and is marked as a wizard from birth, Mystra’s symbol clearly evident in a birthmark over his heart. Orjalun learns magic exclusively from High Mage Threskaal, who senses a greatness in his pupil resembling that of Ahghairon. Amid some protest over tradition, though none over the young man’s ability, the 35-year-old Orjalun is named Keeper of the Vault of Sages. Ahghairon returns to Silverymoon for a short visit to the High Mage and the Vault of the Sages. From the ancient lore of Myth Drannor, Ahghairon creates the Helms and Robes of the soon-to-be-named Lords of Waterdeep. Ahghairon returns to Waterdeep with Allussus Korolx and Miliredarr Wardh, two ancient sages and trustworthy comrades, and they become two of the first Lords. Bowgentle is born to a fisherman and his wife on the last day of this year. Guards on the city walls later reported the sighting of exactly 21 shooting stars at the time of his birth. Bowgentle begins to learn magic at the feet of Quintas Uhlawm the Kind, an enchanter and Harper. High Mage Threskaal passes away after the longest rule of Silverymoon. To no one’s surprise, Orjalun is named as his successor. High Mage Orjalun notes Bowgentle’s skills in magic and teaches him for a short time. Bowgentle leaves Silverymoon to embark on a great career matched in scope only by the deeds of Elminster of Shadowdale. Warehouses, inns, and some homes are built on the south shore of Rauvin, marking the first nonmilitary buildings placed in this part of the city. Plague strikes Silverymoon, resulting in the deaths of nearly half her people. Soon after, a resurgence in attendance at the groves sacred to Mielikki, Lurue, Shiallia, and Silvanus also sparks the construction of a number of new temples. High Mage Orjalun retires and appoints Sepur as the 10th High Mage of the city. Orjalun then mysteriously vanishes later that day in a burst of green light while walking across the Silverymoon bridge. High Mage Sepur abandons Silverymoon in Ches. Spellsfall sees the death of over two dozen wizards vying for power in the city. Silvermayor Theomel Scalson elected in Eleint.
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Warlord Khallos Shieldsunder steals control of the city from the Silvermayor while the city is under siege by the largest orc horde seen near Silverymoon in its history. The northern walls are breached for the first time in 604 years. Alustriel, Storm Silverhand, and an army of elves and Harpers free Silverymoon from the orc siege. Alustriel destroys the selfproclaimed High Mage Shaloss Ethenfrost and his apprentices in spellbattle, while Storm and the Harpers fight the Battle of Tumbleskulls and destroy the orcs. Alustriel is the first High Mage of Silverymoon ever unanimously chosen by the people. The Vault of the Sages is moved into its current location, and the Heralds buy its former building to create the Map House. Chaos fills the streets when a flock of over 100 tressym fly into the city and roost on the rooftops for a tenday. Alustriel simply shrugs, pointing to Alaundo’s prophecies about the widespread tressym this year. While most of the tressym fly away soon, a number stayed and made the city their home. Zhentarim wizards and priests of Bane and Myrkul raise an army of undead, orcs, and other creatures to assault the city but are repelled by Alustriel’s Spellguard. Silverymoon and Everlund are saved from an orc horde by the noble sacrifice of the Moonlight Men mercenary band. Known as Moonlights’ Triumph, only
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the famed bard and Harper Mintiper Moonsilver and five of his comrades survived. The mercenaries slew over 4,000 orcs at Turnstone Pass before they fell. Mysterious fires destroy the oldest temple within Silverymoon’s walls, Everdusk Hall. The fires are too strong and swift to extinguish, even for Spellguard members immediately on the scene, and they only prevent the fire from spreading. It is rebuilt swiftly, but much of the elven church’s historical regalia and finery is lost forever. Early in the year, a flight of dragons is diverted away from Silverymoon. Alustriel later declares a tenday period of citywide mourning after the death of her elder sister, Sylune of Shadowdale. Alustriel herself remains in mourning for nearly a year. Alustriel cements an alliance with King Bruenor Battlehammer by aiding the dwarf and his clan against attacks from the forces of the drow clan Baenre at the newly reclaimed Mithral Hall. Four Cult of the Dragon archmages arrive outside the city and unleash spells to draw Alustriel out. She and Taern “Thunderspell” dispatch two of them easily, but Taern and other Spellguard members are soon kept busy with a dracolich unleashed on the southern walls. Alustriel defeats another Cult mage, but only the timely arrival of Khelben “Blackstaff” Arunsun and Laeral Silverhand saved Alustriel’s life against the final archmage.
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In early Nightal, two nights of snow are strangely emerald green in hue. The snow evaporated quickly and spurred fantastic growth and fruit production from all plants within two day’s ride of Silverymoon and Everlund! Alustriel steps down as High Lady of Silverymoon, appointing Taern “Thunderspell” Hornblade as High Mage of the city. Alustriel still rules in the palace, but now she reigns over the nine settlements of the Moonlands and Delzoun.



Places of Interest Arken’s Invocatorium: This institute of magical learning was housed in an old garrison post for Silverymoon’s soldiers in times past. For the past 30 years, Arken the Icy (NG hm Inv12) made it his home and school for the special study of invocation magics. The building suffered extensive structural damage in recent months due to spectacular miscastings by two of Arken’s students who have since been expelled. At Alustriel’s behest, Arken is abandoning his old building and is purchasing property between the Lady’s College and Miresk’s magic school across the river. With his move and joining of the University, Arken has accepted the opening post of Magus Invoker, the head of the Invocation School. Dawndancer House: This shrine to Sune is one of the smaller temples in the city, but it is noted for its beautiful glass work. Over half of the eastern wall behind the altar is an elaborate window of stained glass in the shape of Sune’s holy symbol, and it glows a delicate shade of rose when the congregation sings. Shandalara Sindertal (CG hf P10) is the human high priestess of Dawndancer House, though some mistake the small woman for a half-elf with her elegant features and slightly pointed ears. Everdusk Hall: Everdusk Hall was once one of Silverymoon’s oldest and most revered temples. Since its burning 22 years ago, the elven shrine has been rebuilt to the same exact specifications as the previous temple, though the elves regard it as a lesser work compared to the original. The hall is shaped like a diamond with numerous marble statues of the elven gods along the walls of the ground floor. Upper floors contain a library (holding books and scrolls written only in elvish, all of which have been copied and translated in the Vault of Sages), individual chapels for private worship services, and the offices and living quarters of the clerics and sages that inhabit Everdusk Hall. It is said that if you want to learn of the elves from the elves, go to Everdusk Hall and find the friendships of lost Myth Drannor there still. The Loremaster of Everdusk Hall is the venerable 350-year-old elf Elaith Waterstill. Foclucan: The legendary bard college of the North lies in the southern quadrant of the city across the river. Located immediately south of the Lady’s College, it stands abandoned as it has for over a century since it closed its doors during the orc siege in the Year of the Black Horde. Its exterior stonework is relatively intact, and the shell of the building is clean, but its tile roof is still shattered in some places and the interior was gutted by another fire decades ago.



Alustriel has not ordered the building destroyed in the hopes that the college might be restored one day. With the rise of the New Olamn bards’ college in Waterdeep, the bard and Harper Myrthos Shyllantham (NG hem B8) has petitioned the High Lady to devote the money to restoring Foclucan to its former glory. With the rumors about unifying the wizards’ schools in the air, it seems possible that the bards’ school might become part of the magical university if it is to be rejuvenated any day soon. Fortune Hall: This minor temple to Tymora has seen tragedy in the recent death of Luckpriestess Shermata Chang. Shermata was with an adventuring party deep within the northern Moonwoods, investigating an old ruined temple and tomb complex, when she and two members of Kismet’s Champions fell in an ambush staged by the gnolls that live in the ruins. Her swiftly elected replacement, Luckpriestess Aratha Sul (CG hf P10), ended the period of official mourning within a tenday, and some object to the abruptness of this temple business. Still, to those in the faith, they do not mourn when luck runs out, as they do not celebrate when destiny intervenes in their behalf. The temple itself is small but sponsors a parlor on the southern shore where the soldiers of the city play games of chance. The Halls of Inspiration: This temple for Oghma and Milil is one of Silverymoon’s greatest prides. Its high towers are exceeded in height only by the monolithic Vault of the Sages and the High Palace itself. Songmaster Beldor Thrivvin (NG hm P14 [Milil]) and Chief Priest Irithym Winiter (LN hm B9) preside over the services of the two gods of knowledge and lore with the able help of First Singer Corbas Daerhjan (NG hm B6) of Oghma. The four towers at the comers of this rectangular temple contain extensive libraries and prayer rooms. The spires atop the towers hold solid silver bells that chime the times for services. The main floor of the temple is a three-story open amphitheater and chapel with balconies lining the walls for choirs and listeners alike. The top floor of the Halls of Inspiration contains the living quarters and offices of the priests, while the four basements hold other libraries, quarters for visiting bards and indigent souls alike, and the vaults for church reliquaries. The High Palace: Alustriel’s palace is placed just within the eastern arc of the city walls, east of the open market. Officially called the High Palace, it is now both the seat of power for Silverymoon as well as Alustriel’s governmental court for her fledgling country. At first sight, the impressive facade and its lofty towers and walls seem carved from one block of solid white marble. The merlons of the battlements are not blockshaped, but rather carved in the likeness of a rearing unicorn. Atop and inside these walls patrol numerous utterly loyal warriors, wizards, familiars, and a number of other magical safeguards that serve to make this one of the most impregnable fortresses of the North. As is widely rumored, many areas within the High Palace have interior wards as powerful (if not more so) as the magical protections on the gates of the city. In fact, without a special ward token, many rooms and vaults in the upper castle and lower dungeons cannot even be entered! The most highly
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shielded rooms are the Throne Room, the Great Hall, the Councilors’ Assembly, Alustriel’s Gallery, and the private chambers of High Lady Alustriel; in any of these rooms, no spells or magical items function without the correct ward token. The High Palace’s two northern towers are primarily for the use of the High Guard, the palace’s independent guards. The High Guard is 150 warriors strong and is supplemented by the Spellguard, the battery of spellcasters whose main offices are in the central tower of the castle. The central building of the keep holds the majority of the official and personal chambers for servants and the High Lady. The fourth and southernmost tower was once Alustriel’s Tower and the location of her private library and laboratories. It has since become the temporary quarters and offices of the new High Mage, Taern Hornblade. While none in the city know for certain, there are twelve dungeon levels beneath the High Palace, and only four have ever appeared on any plans drawn up of the palace. Only senior Spellguards and the High Lady’s councilors have tokens allowing them into the fifth and lower dungeon levels, while only the High Mage (by bearing the rod of office, the Staff of Silverymoon) can breach the lowest four. Among other things below are prisons, a library of history on Myth Drannor and early Silverymoon compiled by Consort Elénaril, additional food stores for the winter months, the greatest wine cellar north of Waterdeep, an armory filled with weapons of all sorts, and much more. What most Palace folk believe to be the lowest level of the High Palace is the Crypt of the High Mages, the burial tombs of Ecmane Truesilver, Aglanthol the Red, Ederan “Catseye” Nharimlur, Tanalanthara “She-Wolf” Mytersaal, Tanisell the Cloaked, and Nunivytt Threskaal. Entered through a mithral gate at the foot of the stairs, the Crypt is protected by wards equal to those in the Throne Room high above. There are seven biers for the resting places of the High Mages, though the last one is empty, a marble statue of Orjalun at its base. The other six High Mages rest as if sleeping atop stone biers, their bodies turned to stone and surrounded by webworks of magic to prevent their rest from being disturbed. Beautifully carved statues of their likenesses in their prime stand by their feet. The statues each hold that High Mage’s staff of office in its marble grasp, though Ecmane Truesilver’s holds a staff of the magi. No sound may be uttered in this hall above a loud whisper, and rarely are any allowed into the Crypt beyond family members, the High Mage, or Lady Alustriel. The four lowest levels, open only to Alustriel and now Taern, contain treasure chambers filled with volumes of knowledge and magic of which the Keeper of the Vault of the Sages has only heard. Here lie the sanctums and the private magical libraries of all the previous High Mages save Shaloss Ethenfrost, who never knew of their existence. Aside from Khelben Arunsun’s collection in Blackstaff Tower of Waterdeep, the High Mage’s Vault contains the greatest assemblage of magical items and artifacts in the North. In fact, it holds more rare artifacts from Myth Drannor and Ascalhorn than Khelben’s hoard, though none of the High Mages since Ederan have brought these items from the palace depths.



52



Given the shift in Alustriel’s power, Silverymoon and the High Palace must adapt to their increased influence. Starting with the spring thaws of 1370, the eastern wall of the city, the Knights’ Garrison, and the High Palace will be expanded. The palace needs additional space for diplomats and a separate throne room for Alustriel in her new position over the nine settlements of the Interior North, since the Silver Throne is the seat of the city’s power. Draftsmen within the city are all feverishly working on plans for the expansions, hoping their designs will be chosen for work on any of the developments in the city. The work may take up to a year, and until then, Alustriel and Taern share the High Palace and the Star Courts for their rulerships. The House Invincible: Vigilant Master Erssler Thamm (LN hm P14 [Helm]) leads the hearty and steadfast worshipers at the city’s major temple to Helm. Silverymoon is one of the few places in the Realms that Helm’s worship did not suffer after the Time of Troubles. Most of the Knights in Silver and some of the Spellguard are ardent worshipers of Helm, believing that devotion to their duty as protectors of the city allow it to survive. Over the past ten years, this temple has grown in the number of faithful attendants, as it welcomes Helm’s worshipers without judgment. Unlike other temples, the House Invincible has no lofty spires or delicate ornamentation. At first glance, it appears as a fortified garrison or stone keep, and it has served as such for troops during times the city walls have been breached. In fact, the House Invincible has done the city and her Lady a great service. Before a request was even made, Master Erssler opened up a number of offices, quarters, and the lesser chapel as an assembly hall to Methrammar Aerasumé, the Shining Guard. Methrammar needs the space within the House Invincible as a temporary headquarters and recruiting post for the newly forming army of their fledgling country. Alustriel and her son are both grateful for the ready aid of the Brothers of Helm, and are glad their new country has some divine backing from the Protector. The Lady’s College: Once the most popular academy of magic in Silverymoon, the Lady’s College taught all the schools of magic (and sought to teach music as well, once the doors of Foclucan closed). The school is famous for producing a number of the finest harpers in the North and all of Faerûn. In fact, a few students arrive every year wishing to become mages, turning to music and adapting their studies to bardcraft once they discover their true calling. This school, one of the rare few with the lore to teach the histories of Realmsian spellcrafting, teaches not only magecraft and bardcraft, but it imparts upon its students the chronology and history of what they learn. With the knowledge of the Vault of Sages at hand, students of the Lady’s College (and the up-and-coming University) learn of magic before the Time of Troubles, before Ascalhorn’s mutation into Hellgate Keep, and even before the fall of Myth Drannor. This information is purely academic now, but it serves to give the students a sense of where magic has come from and where they may take it in the future.



Open discussion of the changes in Mystra’s magic and how to change it further only angers old traditionalist teachers, such as Headmaster Vihuel (NG hm W20) and the honored Paol Tirin Sionaehr (LG em W18). Still, Alustriel herself (continuing Elué Dualen’s example from the founding of the school) insists that young magelings and old wizards alike learn the past as well as the present of magic. While some are nervous about expanding the College’s work among more students and linking it with other schools into a university, few believe that this will change how the Lady’s College operates. One of its most successful practices was to allow students to study for free in exchange for equal time served as part of the Lady’s Spellguard. This and other practices are certainly upheld, and some of the changes serve to delight even the crustiest of old mage-teachers. For example, the burden of teaching specialist mages, for centuries a time-consuming task for independent studies with a tutor, are now distributed among the separate schools of learning for each particular brand of magic. The Lady’s College enrolls up to 80 students at one time, roughly 20 at each stage of learning (apprentice to 3rd level) with four instructors for each class. New students often have to wait from three months to over two years for a vacancy to open up at the Lady’s College. Alustriel hopes that enrollment increases and becomes easier with the university system, since many students are now spreading out to specialist schools. The Map House: The Map Keep might be a more appropriate title for this building, since its four-story-high stone walls seem far more than a “house.” This is the original building that housed the Vault of the Sages, and it rests on the land that once quartered the Silver Lady’s Library. It’s also often called the Heralds’ House after its owners, the lorekeepers of the Realms. Maps and extensive genealogies are kept herein, many of which are copies from original documents kept at the Heralds’ Holdfast. Whenever a noble family or commoner needs to check their lineage, the Map House is the best arbiter for tracing the genealogies and witnessing a claim to titles. Mielikki’s Glade: This holy site of Mielikki was her original worship site here at Silverymoon centuries ago as the land became important to her as well as Lurue the Unicorn. Ladyservant Tathshandra Tyrar (NG hf P9) leads the services in this open glade among the garrisons of the Knights in Silver. Tathshandra recently visited Everlund to meet and pray with Jeryth Phaulkon, a recent arrival who appears to have as close a connection to the Lady of the Forest as Alustriel has with Mystra. She returned to Silverymoon looking lighthearted, more entwined in her faith, and far younger than her 62 years. Miresk’s School of Thaumaturgy: Miresk’s school still exists, but now it is a part of the University of Silverymoon. Miresk (NG hm W21), by appointment of the High Lady, is the Magus Senior of the entire college, not just his single building school. Miresk has his faults of being haughty about his abilities, but he is a very capable instructor. His greatest asset is his beliefs in magical balance and the insistence on the importance of smaller magic, not world-shaking Art.



Rhyester’s Matins: This is a holy site of Lathander, the first temple founded by his prophet, the blind Rhyester of Silverymoon, in 717 Dalereckoning. While it started as a small log and mud building taking up only a quarter of the site, it’s now one of Silverymoon’s major temples. Its congregation hall is two stories tall and the temple and altar are breathtaking. The entire ceiling and eastern wall of the temple are made from glassteel and inset with small prisms to provide a wonderful array of rainbows when the dawn’s light strikes them during morning services. Unfortunately, situations within the temple are not as beautiful as its ornaments. Mornmaster Onadar Ryl (NG hm P16) lies on his death bed after a long, arduous illness severely weakened his 92-year-old body. The temple elders are deadlocked on their decision between two candidates for the post of Mornmaster: Onadar’s son, Lavis Ryl (LN hm P11) and Kuth Charagon (NG hm P10). Lavis was an assumed heir of his father’s, but he was never officially proclaimed such by Onadar and spent the last three years away from Silverymoon. Kuth is a lifelong native, a popular speaker, and acted as the Mornmaster’s second for the past two years. Both men are suited for the post, but if the succession isn’t secured by the time of Onadar’s death, the High Mage may have to intervene in temple business. The Star Court: This is the city’s central building for courts and assemblies. Every citizen migrating to the city for study—or simply for the sake of living in a safe haven—must register their names, professions, and names of any family members with the Star Court before they are officially accepted as citizens. Citizens must also petition the Star Courts for land purchases, trade agreements with other cities, and the establishment of any magical fields within the city walls. The Temple of Silver Stars: After a period of mourning for the passing of the elderly leader Shanathrera Moonsoul, this major shrine to Selûne has returned to its normal tasks. Recently, the clergy of the Temple of Silver Stars allied with the Vault of the Sages to aid local Heralds and Harpers in mapping the surrounding countryside. In fact, High Moonmistress Shalyssa Lurialar (CG hef P13) and High Lady Alustriel have urged some of the younger priests to travel with the Harpers and some clergy of Deneir to map and explore the lands around Silverymoon and the borders of its new country. The Tower of Balance: Often mistaken for an overly large wizards’ tower, this minor temple to Mystra is located just north of the High Palace. It is often the site of many weird magical effects that seem to combine wizardly and priestly magic into unique new forms. The fact that this does not seem to disturb Alustriel is enough to give the local people peace about the work of these priests. However, odd goings-on are commonplace here, such as the resignation four years ago of Magister Thukmuul Teleshann (NG hm W17). With only the briefest of comments at the end of a religious service, he named his replacement as Eriladar Leafsigil (LN em W14) and stalked out of the Tower. He quickly paced toward the Moonbridge and disappeared at its apogee in a flash of emerald light, an act disturbingly similar to the disappearance of High Mage Orjalun centuries before. Inquiries to Mystra have revealed nothing of Thukmuul’s intentions or mysterious actions in the interim.



53



The Vault of the Sages: Lauded as the greatest collection of knowledge in Faerûn, the Vault of the Sages is a monolithic, horseshoe-shaped building five stories high and allegedly an equal number of levels deep. Folk are free to enter the Vault and visit the galleries and lounges on the ground floor and second floor above, where news of the Realms is posted on broad sheets for all to share. The third through fifth floors are the studies and lesser libraries within the Vault of the Sages. Herein are offices of sages available for consultation (by appointment only, of course), studies for students and learned folk alike, and drafting rooms for the scribes, forgers, and illuminators employed by the Vault. The studies are organized by general topic (magic, history, ecology, zoology, alchemy, geography, and others), and each hall has a custodian who procures a requested book for the patron. The Vault, as most libraries in Faerûn, charges a reading fee for access to their books (5 gp per book), and the fees rise in accordance to the rarity of the requested texts (+1gp/25 years past). Books on magic are obviously considered rarer texts as well (10gp +2gp/25 years past), though no spell books are available from the Vault for perusal. No personal copying of any manuscripts or maps is allowed, but copying services are 50 gp per map, or 2 gp per page of text. These costs increases if additional copies are needed. Scribes and cartographers transfer information in their own handwriting, while the forgers can produce an identical manuscript copy in its original form and writing style for 2 gold and four silver pieces per page. The Keeper of the Vault is also capable of purchasing original manuscripts and literary artifacts (like stone fragments of dwarvish runes from Delzoun) for up to 2,000 gold pieces per century of age. If a visitor is not willing to sell the original, he offers to pay up to half the quoted price for the opportunity to forge an exact manuscript copy for the Vault. Only the attendants of the Vault (Deneir-worshipers all), the commander of the Spellguard, and the High Mage are allowed direct access to the library’s book stores, located below ground. It is said that any other less-focused or learned individuals would become lost in the infinite labyrinth of stacks and shelves of the Vault. In truth, the library is quite organized, but only those who have spent more than a decade learning the twists and turns of its passages have any chance of finding a specific work in less than a day of searching. The custodians of the study rooms have spells that summon many of the books to them, though they must be manually returned to their shelves by assistants. The main Vault’s magical protections prevent any flame from staying lit while among the books, and they also prevent anyone from teleporting into or out of the Vault at any level. A special ward token (available only from the Keeper) must be carried by the knowledge-seeker or else the trespasser is immediately teleported to the Keeper for punishment. Rumors have always existed about the number of books in the Vault, ranging from 6,000 to a million, and the Keeper gives away little on the matter. He simply comments that the Vault holds either the original or a copy of nearly every famous tome, parchment scroll, or carved inscription of the Realms
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back to Netheril’s apex. The Vault is the only known location (other than the ruins in Cormanthor) for a number of tomes of or from lost Myth Drannor, including the personal account by Consort Elénaril on that fabled city’s fall (her second handcopied manuscript is in the High Palace).



Current Clack Characters who investigate the Gem of the North are bound to discover a few things about the city’s politics, outlook, future plans, and recent happenings. Of course, such information is bound to be both amazingly accurate and dismally off the mark. It’s up to the players and the DM to discover which ones are true. l Alustriel has become moderately worried about Turlang’s expansions of the High Forest. While there is no problem yet, she and her new ally, Jeryth Phaulkon of Everlund, will have to mediate with him if he expands the forest beyond the Upvale and toward Everlund. l The Bright Lady has put her support and some money toward the building of the Rauvin Road to link Nesmé and Silverymoon along a trail immediately north of the River Rauvin. While she still deliberates in trade talks with Nesmé and the Harpell clan of Longsaddle, she sees this trail as a good trade move, despite the difficulties of protecting travelers on the road. Many say that she worries over possible problems with the High Forest’s expansion interfering with trade on Evermoor Way. l The folk of Silverymoon are all abuzz over the Lady’s involvement with the destruction of Hellgate Keep. They say that Alustriel herself blocked Turnstone Pass with great magics to protect Sundabar and the yet-weak Citadel Felbarr from tanar’ri fleeing from Hellgate Keep’s destruction. Alustriel herself does not acknowledge this feat, but “a trusted member of her Spellguard told me about it personally. . .” l Waterdeep’s Font of Knowledge, the new temple to Oghma, and the bards’ college of New Olamn are gaining popularity in the North, though many in Silverymoon scoff at such attempts to mimic their accomplishments in the Gem of the North. While the newer places have seen swift rises in attendance and donated coins, Silverymoon has likewise seen a migration to its walls. A number of young nobles of Waterdeep have established homes here in Silverymoon. As they do not stand to inherit their family lands, they moved here to learn from the masters or simply to use their still-considerable wealth to make names for themselves here. While many are curious or excited over new local nobility and increased money in the city, most are indifferent and go on with their usual studies. In fact, the city is currently looking to expand the walls of the southern quadrant of the city to accommodate new buildings due to the concerted efforts and monetary donations of Lord Charnos Artemel (LG hm R6), Bressnos’ fourth son and an accomplished hunter; Lady Tasmia Gost (NG hf F0), sister to the active Lord Gost of Waterdeep who heard rumors of the trade opportunities opening up



around Silverymoon, and her consort Motryth Bladesharp (NG hm F4), a former mercenary and current merchant with connections in Mirabar; Lady Stelar Nesher (LN hf W0), a gifted 17-year-old who is looking to be trained in magic and lore, and her brother Lord Khallos Nesher (NE hm F0), the who has already established a presence in Quaervarr to build more of a personal fortune in logging for himself; Lord Corahk Tchazzam (NG hm R5), the only son of Lord Ulboth of Waterdeep who left home eight years ago (and is believed dead) and finally settled here after hunting the Moonwoods and joining the Harpers; and Phanami Moonstar (LG hef P4 [Mielikki]), half-sister to the heir of the Moonstar clan who simply wishes a quiet life of prayer and solitude here in a holy place to her Lady. Lady Gost, Lord Nesher, and Lord Artemel are building small villas just outside the southern walls of the city, expecting the walls to grow around them, while the others are simply buying multiple older properties within Silverymoon. l Rumors that have stirred for years appear to be coming true. With the untoward wreckage of Arken’s Invocatorium and his movement to the south, gossip tells of members of the Lady’s College and the School of Thaumaturgy (and other smaller mage schools) dissolving and moving toward the southern quarter. By Marpenoth 1369 DR, the announcement is made that most of the magical schools of Silverymoon (aside from some private tutorial apprenticeships) have fused into one university. Under the direction of Magus Miresk, the University of Silverymoon teaches all manners of magic and wizardly knowledge with individual colleges for each specialist schools. Fourteen buildings west and south of the Moonbridge have been allotted as parts of the campus, incorporating the old locations of the Lady’s College and Miresk’s original school. l After the fall of Hellgate Keep and the dwarves’ retaking of the Citadel of Many Arrows, the High Lady summons the leaders of the local citadels and towns to Silverymoon for a conference about their mutual safety. She informs them of the larger picture, with the giants moving into the Trollmoors, the subsequent move of the trolls into the surrounding lands, and the still-considerable number of orcs in the mountains between the two dwarven citadels. She also warns of a divined prophecy by a number of Spellguard members of a future movement of dragons upon the Nether Mountains and the Moonlands. After three days of deliberations over methods to protect all the settlements from these problems, it became apparent that the citadels and settlements would have to ally themselves into a united country rather than each attempt to defend themselves. Surprisingly, none objected to this idea, as cooperative defense and increased trade were common goals for all concerned. However, the talks soon led to chaos as King Harbromm of Citadel Adbar, King Emerus Warcrown of newly renamed Felbarr, and Helm Dwarf-Friend of Sundabar, as the three strongest leaders there, began quarreling over who was best suited to rule this new nation and from which city. Curiously, both Bruenor Battlehammer of Mithral Hall and Alustriel did not seek this position, despite significant support from their own people.



Ten days of political bickering and arguments finally ended when the three would-be-kings acquiesced to their hostess, High Lady Alustriel. The only way they could work in concert was as one nation stretching from Mithral Hall to ruined Ascore, and the only ruler that all leaders and peoples concerned could respect and follow was the Bright Lady herself. After a recess of a tenday for her to ponder this decision, Alustriel reconvened the leaders and accepted the mantle of leadership over their united lands. As is her nature, she moved slowly into the role so as not to disturb the tenuous peace of her allied noble leaders or the delicate balance of her own city. Her only immediate change of status was to step down as direct leader of the city and elect Taern “Thunderspell” Hornblade as the new High Mage of Silverymoon to rule in her stead. She named Taern’s replacement for the leader of the Spellguard, Jorus Azuremantle (LG hem W12), Taern’s reserved yet powerful half-elven nephew. Her only demand of the collected leaders was a general request to allot troops from each of the settlements for a unified army to patrol all the lands among their homes, since Alustriel’s Knights were too small a force to protect all the land. Transferring 200 Knights into this force of Guardians, Alustriel named her eldest son, Methrammar Aerasumé (LG hem F14/W12), as the Shining Guard, the army’s commander. Initially, only promises of troops were forthcoming, though Methrammar expects to lead an army of 8,000 well-armed humans, half-elves, and dwarves by Midsummer of next year. If Alustriel agrees to hire mercenaries and adventurers, Methrammar believes he could muster an army 10,000 strong. Until the situation warrants otherwise, the nine settlements (Citadel Adbar, Citadel Felbarr, Deadsnows, Everlund, Jalanthar, Mithral Hall, Quaervarr, Silverymoon, Sundabar) each rule themselves as they did before their leaders swore fealty to Alustriel. Alustriel plans a Council of 12 Peers to help her rule this new country, and she plans on involving the Heralds as part of this, believing the Heralds can aid them in remembering past multi-cultural realms and how to avoid their mistakes. The Council tentatively consists of King Harbromm of Citadel Adbar (LG dm F10), King Warcrown of Citadel Felbarr (LG dm F11), Observer Kerrilla Gemstar of Deadsnows (NG df P8 of Marthammor Finder-of-Trails), Elder Jharak Erlshade of Everlund (LG em R15), Speaker Ychram Peregyn of Jalanthar (LN hm W12), King Bruenor Battlehammer of Mithral Hall (NG dm F11), Axe-Mayor Luorna Gladeshimmer of Quaervarr (CG hef R7/P7 [Mielikki]), High Mage Taern of Silverymoon, Helm Dwarf-Friend of Sundabar (NG hm F15), Jorus Azuremantle of the Spellguard, the Shining Guard, and Old Night Shalara Swordshigh (CG hf R9) of the Heralds’ Holdfast. As the Council broke up and headed to their homes for the winter, they agreed to meet in Silverymoon every six months or when summoned by Alustriel. However, one item of discussion left open for a winter’s pondering was the name of this new nation. Alustriel herself has uttered no opinions on the topic, though four names have been suggested and are garnering support. Alustryr was proposed by High Mage Taern after his Lady, while Shining Lands was posed by Axe-Mayor Luo-
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rna. The dwarven contingent proposed both the High Lands and New Delzoun, while Old Night suggested choosing a name touching on the lands’ matron powers of Lurue and Mielikki, such as Luruar. Alustriel promises that the nation shall have its name by Midsummer next year, whatever it may be.



Sundabar



O



nce a dwarven city, this fortress houses 36,000 humans, most descended from refugees of Ascalhorn. Sundabar is the northeastern-most post of civilization, serving as a base for explorers, adventurers, and prospectors around the Fork. The Lords’ Alliance and temples of Helm sponsor the 2,000-man veteran army. Sundabar is home to the Bloodaxe Mercenary Company. One member has risen to become Master of Sundabar. Helm Dwarf-Friend (NG hm F14) rules wisely and well, keeping it in the Lords’ Alliance. He allocates the money taken in by the city to patrol the roads and to ready for war. This is no small issue; the coffers are so deep that the city hired the Flaming Fist Mercenary Company to slaughter an orc horde. The Master’s take is a 5% sales tax paid by local merchants, who see it used to their benefit. Sundabar has huge, guarded granary caverns and deep wells below the city. Sundabar trades with Adbar, Everlund, and Silverymoon. The city also trades below the surface, with dwarves from a part of the Underdark called Fardrimm. Sundabarian merchants are the exclusive dealers in the surface world for many dwarven products. Sundabar has a reputation for excellent artisans. The woodworkers of Sundabar make carved furniture, musical instruments, and handsome and durable travel chests. Sundabar also exports long clay pipes and caltrops. Sundabar is a city of stone, a frowning fortress with little to delight the eye and less welcome for the sightseer. Slick ways and excessive curiosity are looked upon with disfavor. Strangers who poke about are apt to be questioned by the city soldiers. They take suspicious people to the Hall of Vigilance or the Hall of Everlasting Justice. There, priests use detect lie spells during questioning. The city is circular, with double walls. There’s a moat between them, rumored to be stocked with man-eating eels. Most of Sundabar’s famous woodcrafters are located in the city’s central Circle, a huge open space surrounding the Master’s Hall. Caravans form in it, and it’s kept clear to give shepherds a place to drive stock in the event of attack. The Hall bristles with catapults and heavy crossbow guns. If the outer parts of the city are invaded, survivors retreat to the Hall and slaughter attackers crossing the open space of the Circle.



Places of Interest Baldiver’s: This quiet, elegant inn is decorated with dark wood paneling, leather hall railings, and portraits of local knights and heroes. It’s for the quiet visitor; others are refused entry or ejected if they’re unruly. Many retired warriors stay here in the cold months, abandoning their chilly homes. The owner, Bal-
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diver, a retired warrior himself, gives them reduced rates. Baldiver’s looks like a castle from a distance, and legend insists it can be defended as one if the city is attacked. Blackraven Wagons, Doors, and Shutters: Hundarr Blackraven is one of Sundabar’s justly famous carpenters, making large, sturdy items. Hundarr prides himself and his shop apprentices in working both well and quickly. Feldar’s Wheels and Wagons: Where Hundarr works quickly, Ildar Feldar is painstaking and fussy. If a piece of wood shows grain he doesn’t like he replaces it. His creations take months and are ornate and beautiful. Feldar specializes in making grand coaches and ornamental carvings for adding to existing wagons. The Firestar Chariot: This establishment is named for its vividly painted signboard, bought from a carnival in Tethyr. The board depicts two fire giants riding into battle on a chariot of flames, drawn by a flaming winged horse and trailing stars. Inside, the place features loud music and louder furnishings. It’s patronized by young folk and prowled by so many evening escorts that some folk consider it little better than a festhall. The rooms are luxuriously furnished and noiseproofed. Complimentary bottles of Firestar wine are included with every room. Furjur’s Flying Carpet: This shop is owned by the Waterdhavian merchant Furjur the Flippant. He’s an absentee owner; running the shop are six delightful women. The shop does have a dusty flying carpet for sale, for a sum of 45,000 gold pieces. The place is crowded with brass lamps, beaded curtains, and other items from the Shining South. This is the closest thing Sundabar has to a junk shop. Gullaxe’s Stairs, Rails, Poles, Staves, and Handles: Ondabar Gullaxe, a talented woodworker, specializes in smoothturned wood, and makes handles for all tools and polearms. His talent is weeding out wood with inherent weaknesses and balancing perfectly at first attempt after once hefting the pike head, axe blade, arrowhead, or other metal part needing a handle. Hammerlar’s Fine Floors and Housework: Olen Hammerlar’s work is most familiar to common folk. He’s a house carpenter whose specialty is the one-day porch. He does lightning-fast work and can bring his own horse-driven sawmill to any place his wagon goes. He restricts his work to a six-day range around Sundabar. Krystryn’s Shelves: Krystryn Danard is tall and thin, with floor-length hair that’s usually full of chips and curled shavings. She works and lives alone, demanding privacy for her art. Krystryn gives her work a very smooth finish. Some rivals insist she uses magic to do it. Larantarn’s Chairs and Stools: Ommagol Larantarn is an excellent woodworker, but he’s never without a wine bottle, singing badly as he toils, hurling finished legs and seats over his shoulder to crash into the far wall as each one is done at the lathe. The wall is hung with heavy tapestries, and more are wadded up on the floor below it; he has no wish to damage his work. Ommagol has such a keen eye that he can make a stool and create another the same size and shape without referring to the first.



The Lutery: Jonstal Haerdrun’s a grim, sharp-chinned giant of a man who makes wooden instruments. He’s an accomplished musician, but he refuses to perform or tutor, spending his free time hunting for just the right trees deep in the northern forests. He often hires guards on these long, perilous expeditions and has proven himself a swordsman. Jonstal’s a mystery man, hailing either from Neverwinter, Rashemen, or points east. The Maiden at Midnight: This tavern and festhall is the only exception to the depressing tavern prospects of Sundabar. It’s justly famous in the interior. This place can readily be found by its huge glowing signboard. It depicts a lady looking shocked, with one hand to her mouth and the other clutching the front of her gown. The Maiden is dimly lit and hushed. The walls are hung with carpets and tapestries. The staff of escorts includes lizard women, gnomes, halflings, sprites, and humans. The Maiden is crowded but never seems so. It’s a fun place, broken up into seemingly private alcoves and comers by means of tapestries. It has a ward that prevents fires, including magical ones. This keeps the tapestries from igniting. If they caught fire, the place would bum in a few breaths. Because of this, the kitchen and dining room are in a building next door, reached via a tunnel. The ward also prevents smoking. The Trap Door Room is in the cellar. Drinks are served through the ceiling by means of trap doors over each table. Malshym’s House: This inn caters to merchants, good folk, and other travelers who want no fripperies or nonsense in their accommodations. It’s basic, unpretentious, and unexciting, but it’s safe and clean. Mith’s Carved Whimsies and Woodcuts: Mith Tlalant is a childlike man who enjoys children and takes an almost innocent delight in the world around him. His hand-sized wooden carvings of birds, monsters, and people find their way as far as Kara-Tur and Maztica. Naeth’s Nails, Pegs, Locks, and Other Woodfinery: Naeth Robilar is the most skilled carver of them all, whittling wooden locks, nested spheres, and similar pieces. He can look at any lock mechanism that’s missing part of its workings and draw, explain, or even whittle the missing parts (if it can be shaped in wood). The Old Anvil Smithy Blacksmith: This noisy, sooty barn is the abode and workshop of master smith Alabuth Helfyn. He makes armor, anvils, and caltrops, an export for which Sundabar is widely known. These spiky devices were invented in Sundabar (independently of other places) to break mounted charges. The Old Block: Faernden Laurauth and Basmel Torlstar are the bickering co-owners of this shop. To hear them fighting, it’s hard to believe they’re among Sundabar’s best anything, but the furniture they produce is ordered in the hundreds by nobles, rich families, and folk further afield. Barges travel the Rauvin all the time with loads of their output. Owning Old Block furniture is a badge of wealth and good taste in places like the Tashalar and the city-states around the Lake of Steam.



The Old Fireblower: Talbut Minshar’s old, narrow, crammed, and strong-smelling shop sells exotic tobaccos. He even makes a few himself and is famous for his carved pipes. Talbut makes a flute-like pipe that can be played as an instrument while one blows smoke out of it. Old Ornar’s: Ornar Myntul is the grand old man of Sundabar’s woodworkers—he trained many of the best. Now, in his twilight years, he contents himself with whittling walking sticks with fearsome faces, while importing and selling fine beds and tables to those who can’t afford the work of the other fine workers. Shyndle’s Lutes & Pipes: Anar Shyndle is the only woodworker not to have his shop on the Circle. His abode and workshop stands inside the Rivergate, and there he makes instruments said to be the best. “Pipes so good, satyrs play ‘em,” is his motto, since satyrs once stole all the pipes in his shop. Shoppers should be aware that Anar of the Lutery is a deadly foe. The Sighing Sylph: This is a quiet drinking spot. It’s unremarkable, except for its tasteless, life-size, door-statue of an immodest sylph. Pranksters often carry her off and perch her elsewhere in the city. Alternatively, they paint her interesting hues. The Tabard & Tankard: This overpriced tavern’s name alludes to its pretension to serving scholars, heralds, nobles, clergy, and wizards. If one doesn’t care about money, one can enjoy privacy here. It’s not a bad tavern, just unremarkable. The walls are covered with shields, buntings, cloaks, and tunics emblazoned with the arms of those who supposedly drank here. Thimm’s: Olosk Thimm is a giant of a man who puts replacement legs and tops on damaged furniture, except when he’s up on a roof. He was once attacked by a bugbear patrol when splitting shakes alone in the forest and used his axe to slaughter them, bringing their heads back as proof. This was long ago, but folk still talk of Olosk calmly bowling the heads down one of Sundabar’s streets to frighten an aggressive neighbor who’d been pestering him over some incident or other. The Trumpet: This inn is the base of such adventuring bands as the Claws of the Crag Cat, the Ready Blades, and the Company of the Feystag. The inn specializes in putting patrons in touch with Sundabarians who provide discreet services. Innkeeper Gaurlar Darym and his staff are famous for handling anything. The tale is told of a baatezu being summoned in the lobby of the Trumpet. It was coolly destroyed by the staff, right before they ejected the mage who summoned it. Unshimble’s Ugly Face: This tavern is named for its signboard, a gigantic, screaming goblin head. Laborers gather here, aching, dog tired, and ready to fight.
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The Delzoun he cities of the Delzoun are adventurer territory. There are mountains to scale and orc-infested valleys to battle through. The meadows and pine-clad peaks are endless and it is rumored that dragons and giant bears live here.



Citadel Adbar



T



his fortress is named for King Adbar, the ancient dwarf who built it over 1,000 years ago during the waning years of ancient Delzoun (the dwarven Northkingdom), making this the last shard of the dead dwarven kingdom. Quarried of granite, the Citadel, whose gate tower is visible above the surface, can house up to 60,000 dwarves in comfort; men find its miles and miles of defensive granite corridors, tunnels, and hallways twisting their way under the Ice Mountains too dark, dreary, and cramped. This dwarven city doesn’t welcome visitors. This is not surprising, as most visitors are orcs or monsters seeking the swift death of its citizens. The Citadel is a fortress, perhaps the mightiest castle north of Amn. It has ditches that can be filled with flaming oil, bridges that can be drawn up or swung down into deep pits, concentric rings of walls that can be defended one by one in the event of a powerful besieging army, and so on. The Citadel has withstood over 60 orc horde attacks thus far. Each of these were determined sieges by over 10,000 orcs at a time, and occasionally 10 times that number. Despite its forbidding ways and remote location, Citadel Adbar is a trading city. Around 14,000 dwarves dwell here, forging and smelting finished work from ores. Their work creates quite a din and clangor, and a permanent cloud of smoke hangs over the city. These factors make a visit to Citadel Adbar very unpleasant for most folk. By and large, only metal traders and the most desperate or daring peddlers go there. Orcs and prowling crag cats make the land around the Citadel so deadly that it is safer to bring caravans through the Underdark via Mirabar and Mithral Hall. These caravans bring mainly fruit, which the dwarves delight in eating during the winter. Goods made in Citadel Adbar are considered top rank and available only at high prices. The Citadel’s sword blades, axe heads, pick heads, and fine armor are used all over the North. Most human smiths in the communities of the North use forge bars (blocks of refined metal) from Citadel Adbar for their work. The dwarven smiths here also make armor and other weapons, and they mine mithral. Adbar armor is still the best dwarven make this side of the Deep Realm. The recent opening of long-abandoned Mithral Hall has made the largely mined-out mithral deposits of Citadel Adbar less important. The dwarves’ output has dwindled in recent years, however, as the miners grow fewer and orc raids upon the trade-caravans grow fiercer. The fortress humans see is only the small surface part of an underground dwarven hold known as Adbarrim. The Citadel exists to provide a secure connection with the world above and to keep the smoke, noise, and stench of metalwork out of the dwarven homes. Miles upon miles of chambers, passages, and suites have been carved out of solid granite. Like other dwarven communities in Faerûn, the number of dwarves here has been steadily dwindling. King Harbromm, is noted for his attention to strategy and detail, and he is a master smith. The city’s badge is his personal forge mark. It’s an upright, single-bladed hand axe enclosed by a circle of flame inscribed in red on a silver field. He’s managed to hold his community together in the face of threats from the orcish tribes. The king employs human adventurers in patrols outside the walls, and he keeps 200 dwarves on the battlements of the Citadel. Another 1,500 are ready to take up arms if the horn call is sounded through the speaking tubes cut in the Citadel’s rock. These tubes also allow dwarves to flee quickly underground by tumbling into them. In a day, Adbar can arm and armor 9,000 dwarven warriors (F2 to F5). Harbromm’s policy is to safeguard the lives of his folk and to keep inside the Citadel whatever befalls. No army from the Citadel will sally forth to do battle with orcs or to aid other communities.
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Deadsnows



D



eadsnows was the keep of a human lord whose dream of establishing a kingdom here was shattered by relentless orc attacks. It’s now home to 450 dwarves dedicated to the veneration of Marthammor Finder-of-Trails. The dwarves dwell in harmony with 30 human priests of Lathander. The humans serve Lathander in the promotion of growth and beginnings. To this end, they have a walled garden and a shop for experimentation. The walls of Deadsnows are studded with watchtowers covered with climbing roses. The flowers are tended by the priests of Lathander and provide cover for defenders. The dwarves worship in a natural cavern beneath a tor rising at the center of the walled community. In troubled times, everyone retreats to the cavern and the entrances are walled off. The cavern has two secret paths into the Underdark, but they’re guarded by traps to keep drow and other creatures from ascending into the dwarven halls. Deadsnows is named for the battle that killed its lord. It was a winter skirmish that left orc and human bodies strewn over several miles of snow-covered ground. When the thaw came, the area became known as the Field of Wolves, because so many of the animals came to feed. Local trappers hired mages to slay the wolves with magic to obtain their pelts undamaged. The trappers acquired so many pelts that they paid the wizards and made a handsome profit. In keeping with the dictates of their deities, Deadsnows makes any travelers other than armed orcs and evil beings welcome at the inn in the abbey forecourt. It provides desperate travelers refuge from winter weather and orcs. The priests of Lathander heal visitors in exchange for service, typically time on a fighting patrol scouring the mountain slopes near Deadsnows. Patrols drive out trolls, orcs, and predators attracted to the sheep and ponies kept in the two high, fenced meadows.



Places of Interest Lathander’s Workshop: This building is crammed with odd pieces of apparatus and failed experiments. Some adventurers have found this a source of metal gears, pulleys, wire, and locks, as well as bits and pieces that can be turned into weapons or armor. The Rose and Hammer: Tended by the clergy of Lathander and Marthammor, this inn is clean but barren and cold, with construction and furnishings sculpted of stone.



Felbarr
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nown by humans as the Citadel of Many Arrows and dwarves as Felbarr, the former home of orcs was liberated a short few years ago by the ambitions of Emerus Warcrown (LG dm F11), leader of Clan Warcrown. The circumstances surrounding King Warcrown’s conquest of the citadel are detailed in the History section in Book 1. In the two years that the citadel has been under dwarven control, the dwarves have managed to clean up the mess left by



its former inhabitants. This has consisted primarily of demolishing structures (while burning others) and fortifying the walls. The greatest feat of the dwarves was that of rebuilding the massive stone gates that were destroyed when the orcs battled one another. With the main gates sealed once again, the dwarves have had to worry less about roaming monsters wandering into the city. King Warcrown has been fanatical about security, however, and a full compliment of dwarven guards stands watch at all times. This has necessitated the dwarves working double-shifts for more than a year (eight hours of rebuilding followed by eight hours of guard duty), but all of the dwarves understand the need. There is a proud sense of accomplishment in the air here, but each dwarf realizes their tenuous situation. An orc horde sweeping down from the mountains could very well spell their doom. Fortunately, the dwarves have reinforcements on the way: 4,000 dwarves from the south heeding the call of King Warcrown. When spring arrives, the dwarves should have the manpower to hold the citadel. Currently, 1,200 dwarves and 250 humans (troops from Silverymoon) reside in Felbarr. With Felbarr now allied behind Alustriel of Silverymoon, more and more cities believe that the former Citadel of Many Arrows has the ability to survive the inevitable clash with the orcs of the surrounding mountains. While a political crisis has yet to challenge the fledgling confederation of cities, the rulers of the allied cities are confident that Alustriel can guide them into Faerûn’s future.
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Places of Interest Felbarr Fields: This is a vast wilderness area outside the main citadel that contains the very lifeblood of Felbarr: its gold and mithral mines. As dwarves and human miners slowly re-enter the abandoned mines, they’re discovering a variety of monstrous denizens blocking their entrance into new-found wealth. Hook horrors, orcs, grimlocks, and other beasts have been reported in the surrounding mines. The dwarves initially sent large groups to clear out the mines one by one, but they now prefer hiring adventurers to do the work for them. Harmglade Arms: Anthos Harmglade (LG dm F5) has been a weaponsmith for hundreds of years. A known master of his craft, Anthos produces fine, bejeweled weapons with gold, mithral, and silver highlights. His work is outstanding, but his prices are equally noteworthy. A “typical” long sword manufactured by Anthos costs 150 gp. Anthos has made it clear to King Warcrown that his shop should be considered an armory should Felbarr come under attack. After all, he stated, “no dwarf should ever fall to an orc because of a poorly crafted weapon.”
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The Stonemarch: This masonry shop is becoming the largest in the city, bringing dwarves to Felbarr with the lure of creating works of masterful stone. Owned by Banthor “the Razor” Stonemarch (NG dm P5 [Dumathoin]), the stonemasons are making rapid (in dwarven terms) progress toward rebuilding the city. Lately, Banthor has been hiring bands of adventurers to go out to specific quarries and bring back stone that he’s earmarked for certain sections of the city. While some adventurers have scoffed about being paid to haul rocks, Banthor’s been paying good wages to those who do this back-breaking work for him. Warcrown Hall: This is the new hall for King Warcrown that is still under construction. While once the main hall for the previous dwarven ruler, the hall is being totally reworked by the best dwarven craftsmen available. The dwarves are hoping to complete the hall by 1375, but the audience chambers and connecting passages should be finished late in 1370.



The Delimbiyr he word “Delimbiyr” refers to the upper reaches of the River Delimbiyr and its tributaries. This is monster territory and travel here is dangerous. Most folk stumble into Llorkh and Loudwater grateful that people actually dwell in the easternmost lands of the North.



Llorkh
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lorkh was an important mining town of 2,000 humans and 300 dwarves. All were busy farming and taking iron and silver from shallow mines in the mountains. Those lodes were soon exhausted, and Llorkh shrunk. The Zhentarim soon arrived and the last of the old lords, Phintarn Redblade, was found dead at the base of Lord’s Keep. Overnight, the Zhentarim installed their own man, Geildarr Ithym (LE hm W7), in the Lord’s Keep. Four hundred purple-cloaked Lord’s Men (LE hm F1/F4) appeared. They fought several battles with the militia, easily slaughtering them under the pretext that the soldiers were troublemakers. This didn’t win Geildarr over with the townsfolk, and the dwarves left. Zhent caravans began to arrive, needing accommodation, beasts, food, wagon repairs, and water. Townsfolk were pressed into work, and new but ugly inns and taverns were thrown up. The Ten Bells tavern was joined by the Drover’s Cup and the Wet Wizard (Geildarr is not sure if this is a pun directed at him). The Zhent arrival has been met with mixed feelings. Some view the increase in commerce as a sign of prosperity, while others see the unscrupulous elements increasing daily and feel less safe in their homes. Most inhabitants have thrown in with the regime, though they’ve no great affection for its leader, and the town is the endpoint of caravans from Darkhold. The only inn in Llorkh was run by Phintarn’s brother. Mysteriously, he died the night before his inn burned to the ground. Within a month, two new three-story inns opened. These are Tantarn’s Inn and the Six Shields. The former is pleasant. Tantarn is a veteran innkeeper from Iriaebor who fell on hard times during the recent Zhent troubles there. The Six Shields is no better than a Zhent barracks, full of muddy boots and rough fighters sharpening rougher swords. Three of the mines have been taken over for storage by the Lord’s Men. Monsters are said to have established lairs in some of the other tunnels, so the traveler hoping to use them for shelter had best beware. The increased security in Llorkh is due to Zhent fears that Hellgate Keep will send shapechanged tanar’ri to infiltrate and destroy the stronghold before it’s completed, so they’re rushing to strengthen their might. Except in the worst of winter, two caravans a week come from Darkhold, bringing weapons, Zhent warriors, and trade goods. Work has begun on a ditch around the town, and fortifications are not far off. Zhent warriors are camped east and south of town, and Lord Geildarr is hiring adventurers to scout the mountains. He’s searching for lost magic to bolster his forces. Zhent troops have wrought two other large changes in town thus far: There’s money in Llorkh and a temple to Cyric, the Dark Sun, presided by Mythkar Leng (LE hm P12). Despite its activity, the Black Network is confined to the area by the efforts of the Lords’ Alliance.



Loudwater



T



his town of 4,000 inhabitants spans the river, with an arching bridge made a millennia ago by the dwarf Iirkos Stoneshoulder for the elves who lived here at the time. The river was cut into a wide pool to provide a lading area for cargo and to carry the river’s flow around rocks that caused the rapids for which the town is named. The pool is crowded with flat-bottomed skiffs and barges for fishing or trading. It’s a human town today, although a quarter of the town’s inhabitants are half-elven descendants of Eaerlann. Loudwater citizens now make their living farming, fishing, and providing caravan services. Loudwater’s lands extend for two days’ ride along the river.
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Loudwater’s a beautiful place. No two buildings are alike, but all are overgrown by vines and hung with plants until they blend back into the forest. The village is a gardener’s delight. Beautifully tended plants are everywhere—in houses, on roofs, every patch of ground, and the roadways. The streets are planted in tanglemoss. Streets wind and curve, meandering to take the best view or an interesting way, matching the town’s pace. The town has no walls, just a rampart and a ditch, both planted with flowers. The closest thing to ugliness in Loudwater is its four harborside warehouses and the cooperworks. Loudwater is defended by patrols of 20 warriors, the full guard numbering 300, under the two Gauntlets: Harazos Thelbrimm (LN hm F5) and Kalahar Twohands (CG hem F6). Both are under the command of the High Lord of Loudwater, Nanathlor Greysword (NG hm F11). Nanathlor is a widely respected warrior and a careful, just, and loved administrator. His gray beard and long, flowing gray hair mark him as much as does the bastard sword riding on his back in its baldric. Nanathlor’s a friend of the Harpers, who come to slay the Zhent agents scouting the town. With Orlbar now fallen to Zhentarim control, both Nanalathor and the Harper’s are keeping a weary eye trained to the east.



Places of Interest All Faiths Altar: This is a shrine open to the devout of all non-evil faiths. Travelers sometimes sleep here. The Enchanter’s Ecstasy: This cedar-roofed, fieldstone lodge is a pleasant place to sleep, but it is unexciting unless one fancies statuettes of smiling wizards, mermaids with fish spouting cascades into a fountain, enspelled clocks chanting the hours, doors that thank those who open them, chamber pots that light for use in the dark, and so on. The High Lord’s Hall: The Hall is a walled manor at the center of town. Agrath Dundai is spreading rumors of a crypt under the Hall that’s haunted by undead to this day. Specifically the haunters are the restless remains of former High Lords, some of whom dabbled in dark magic. The Merry Mer-She: At night, this place is a tumult of loud music and frequent fights. It is not a place to relax or hold a conversation. The beer is watery, sometimes arriving in a hurtled tankard. The Nighthunt: This comfortable place is a day’s ride east of Loudwater, south of Dawn Pass Trail. This wood construction, heavily enspelled to prevent fire, is cloaked in pines and maples. The Lodge is named for a ghostly boar hunt that gallops into the South Wood on certain nights. The owner is Ildur Arntar (NG hm F16;) a former ranger who lost his powers after an incident he won’t talk about. He’s a friend of the Harpers and a foe of the Zhent. Outspoken about the Zhent’s hold on Llorkh, his days are numbered. The Old Owl: This quiet place is favored by elders given to quiet conversation. Loud revelers are shown the door. The proprietor, a retired warrior, sets his prices low. The Risen Moon Market: Across the street from the High Lord’s Hall is the best produce shop in town, selling fresh
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crops, except in winter. It stocks smoke-flavored mushrooms grown in the store’s cellar. The Scarlet Shield: This roadhouse’s furnishings are deliberately rustic, as are its cleanliness and service. The seldomseen help is generous when apportioning meals or handing out bedding. The inn is named for a rusting old shield borne in battle by the inn’s builder, a warrior who’s now dead. His nephew runs the inn and is full of tales that leave one thinking his uncle was the greatest warrior in all Faerûn. The Smiling Satyr: This delightful place stands on a hilltop. The lane to the tavern is marked by a roadside statue of a dancing satyr with pipes. A permanent magic mouth spell emits soft piping sounds when anyone approaches within 20(FM) of it. Lore says that when the moon is full, the satyr whispers dark secrets of treasure and treachery. Arvyn Umbryl, the proprietor, is an ex-adventurer of unknown accomplishments. He owns two fields on either side of the hill. A stream offers water, and both fields have outhouses, fire pits, and firewood. It’s become a spot for guides, adventurers, caravans, and mercenaries to gather. Inside, the flagstone floor leads to two huge hearths, one at each end of the taproom. The walls festoon with monster skulls, shields, weapons, and other trophies. Of note, two old, crossed battle axes on the wall behind the bar animate to protect Arvyn and his staff. They’re battle axes of dancing that obey his command. Tales of buried loot, treasure maps, and hidden caches cling to the Satyr. If even a tenth of them are true, it holds great riches for those who know where to look. The Watchful Turtle: The Watchful Turtle rents guarded storage space. The Loudwater bridge next door has fanciful, snarling carved stone heads resembling dragon turtles that stare at the warehouses, giving the place its name. The proprietor, Agrath Dundai, is full of tales about Loudwater and the lands around.



Orlbar
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his town consists of 450 shepherds residing on the north bank of the confluence of the Loagrann River and the Greyflow. Orlbar has nothing to recommend it to travelers except that it’s a place to buy food and shelter. It has a drafty warehouse-like shrine shared by all faiths, where travelers sleep on the floor. Up until the last year or so, Orlbar has remained a sleepy community. Last summer, however, the arrival of a Zhentarim caravan signaled the end of their freedom. Orlbar is now ruled by Felishar Ivarzin (LE hm W5), a former lieutenant of Geildarr Ithym of Llorkh. The only place of true interest in the sleepy village is a temple to Iyachtu Xvim. The building stands mostly vacant unless a Zhent caravan winds through the city, although Felishar makes certain to attend weekly services.



Secomber
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his major village of 200 (and 700 others living in surrounding hamlets) rests on the northwestern bank of the confluence of the Unicorn Run and the Delimbiyr River. Secomber stands on three hills atop the western fringes of a oncemighty city that was, if legends are true, the proud capital of the human realm of Athalantar, Kingdom of the Stag. Folk digging cellars turn up old cobbles and stone walls. Freed gargoyles are a recurring problem, but sometimes magic treasure is unearthed. Secomber is a peaceful, boring village of fisherfolk, farmers, stonecutters, and guides and guards for frequent caravan traffic traveling west to Zundbridge and Ironford. Farmer holdings fan out northwest of the village, and the fisherfolk eke out a living spearing and netting fish and freshwater crabs from skiffs. The stonecutters manage a living quarrying pink granite from the cliffs marking the High Moor’s northern edge. The town is very similar to Daggerford in design and lifestyle, but it is farther away from the main trade routes and is less important commercially. It does not have major resident nobility, though a few barons have holdings in the region. Roughly half of the Secomberites are human; almost as many are halflings whose low, garden-adorned homes make the hills of the village seem more a terraced estate than a settlement. The remainder are dwarves of the Ironeater Clan and a scattering of gnomes and moon elves. It has a garrison of 30 soldiers provided by the Lords’ Alliance dwelling in a small palisaded fort atop a hill and train 100 or so locals in swordwork and rudimentary tactics. Many of the swingswords hire as caravan guards. The garrison, led by Traskar Selarn (CG hm F11), a ranger of some fame, patrols the farmland and vicinity diligently, capably dealing with the few orcs and bugbears who get this far. If they have to defend the village, they’re aided by an iron golem and two-headed golems provided by Amelior Amanitas—and the mage himself, if he’s at home. The winged but flightless golems look like giant gargoyles. (If it weren’t for the on-again off-again residence of Amelior, who blows up laboratories or sends pieces of furniture to other planes, life in Secomber would be duller than it already is.) Lord Traskar makes adventurers welcome in Secomber, and many adventuring bands and rangers use the village as a supply base for treasure hunting forays. iance intervention. The village is a strategic wayside for Zhent caravans traveling from Anauroch to the Sword Coast. Dominance of this community would be difficult; a large base of operations would attract swift attention among the fishermen and farmers, and large numbers of the mainly human Zhentilar and Zhentarim would stand out amidst the population.
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Places of Interest The Seven-Stringed Harp: This tavern rests beside a pond in the center of the bowl between the three hills Secomber is built on. It’s a ramshackle, sprawling building of many wings and bay windows and cupolas. It’s easy to get lost inside, due to the alcoves, the dimness, irregular steps, and the odd pieces of furniture and tapestries salvaged from half a hundred Waterdhavian villas. Locals come to meet; merchants come to do business and hire guards. Beware when chatting, lest you be overheard by someone standing behind a tapestry. (Blades through a tapestry are considered bad form.) It’s a hard spot to miss. It’s overlooked by a floating, glowing, faintly playing harp. The harp’s not an item, but a permanent spell by Amelior Amanitas. It’s not solid and can’t be disturbed. This is a pilgrimage for minstrels in Faerûn. It’s as the place where “The Ballad of the Dream Weaver” was first heard. There’s rarely a night without three to seven bards in attendance, playing for free. Their presence makes this a noisy but melodic tavern. It’s a place to watch people, with adventurers, pipe-smoking halflings, dancing gnomes, and gambling elves— but it’s not a quiet place to relax or to conduct private business. Forty winters ago, the tavern was just as ramshackle, but it lacked the name and reputation, when it was simply the Stag. A half-elven lady named Talanthe Truesilver sat down in the bar one night and sang “The Ballad of the Dream Weaver.” It is now one of the most widely performed songs in Faerûn. Today, bards use this ballad to end long sets of songs and as a rumors compilation, adding legends and sights as verses. The Singing Sprite: The Sprite is a solid-looking stone building that’s cold and damp in winter, warmer and damp in summer. With its pleasant staff, it offers meeting rooms for hire and a superior feasting board. The innkeeper on duty is either Heverseer Windfeather or one of his three brothers—they work in shifts. The Sprite is named for Lathiril Shrune, the long-dead wife of its builder, the human wizard named Ganatharas. She was a sprite who sang atop tables to the delight of patrons. The present gnome owners don’t go for such performances—not with the Harp across the road. The inn has walls slathered with cream-colored plaster and hung with tapestries. The floors are polished duskwood, and the furnishings are old and comfortable—and every room comes with its own portable (by two strong people) polished copper bathtub. The Sprite has secret rooms (actually storage closets), that the innkeeper allows guests to use. One room has mysterious maps scratched on its walls. The Windfeathers charge to look at these and claim they show the layout of a lost dwarven hold nearby—just where, they’re not sure. The hold, Firehammer Hold, is said to hide rich treasure. The dwarves all perished through disease.
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Zelbross
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his hamlet is home to about 120 folk, mostly quiet farmers. At this point, the Shining River has rich natural clay pits along its banks. This may even be the reason the very old settlement was established. A dozen elderly craftsfolk in Zelbross make pottery of all sorts. Their work is excellent, and passing merchants and peddlers snap up all they can produce. Samples of their work have been seen as far east as Daggerdale, as far south as Chult, and even in distant Evermeet (or so the local rumor tells). Zelbross is famous as a source of clay smoking pipes, baked iron-hard with a mottled, tortoise-shell finish. These pipes can be found throughout Faerûn.



Places of Interest The Sly Fox: The Fox is the sort of tavern one would call rustic. It has a low-beamed, smoky taproom with a hearth surrounded by elders warming their toes and nursing tankards. They ignore visitors, who find the beer good but the wine awful. The other drinks available are unfiltered cider and a rusty-colored water that came from either a stagnant pool or a near-empty, shallow well. The Sly Fox is rumored to be built on a mass-grave site. The sepulcher is believed to contain the remains of famous adventurers and warriors who fought battles or discovered important sites throughout the North. The tombs supposedly contain the long-moldered corpses of the individuals as well as all the gear they perished with. (Assuming the rumor glitters with a ray of hope, a PC may find the remains of a long-dead or even longforgotten predecessor, giving a player character the chance to find an ancient ancestral magic item or family relic.) The Last Place: The origin of this old, crumbling establishment’s name has been lost over time; perhaps it was once the last inn on a particular route. The north bedchambers have nice views of the High Forest and shelter from road noise. The chambermaids are nothing to look at; they’re either tainted with orc or ogre blood, with a personality to match if angered. If heavily tipped, they promise services that would make the strongest human and elf turn tail and run. The food served here is reminiscent of a frontier town, which this is. The meats are heavily salted, which either means the salt wasn’t steeped from the meat before cooking, or the meat was in a salt vat for years. In either case, expect a high bar tab after the meal.



Bargewright Inn
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The Bargewright Inn The Rise Belvyn’s House of Good Cheer Shondrin’s Packsack of Plenty The Wet Crossing Rinthar’s Wagonworks The Stalls The Mud Haeleth’s Horseshoes Ruldarr’s Pipes, Locks, Tobacco, and Fine Furniture



11. The Back 12. House of Belvyn 13. House of Halduth Meer 14. House of Shondrin 15. House of Rinthar 16. House of Haeleth 17. House of Ruldarr 18. Tabra’s 19. The Healing House 2 0 . Rental Paddock 2 1 . Inn Stables
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