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WXX’M Xhe /54)455 Jf- e N e o underground water exists, as poisqu_(_;ﬁs_
Za;f*u.fa/r.ca ¢  SAVAGETIDE gas belches from deep vents and fis-
6th of Wealsiin, 503 cy ¢ Llarissa  Vanderboren's journ sures. It's no wonder the natives fear this

I have returned from a journey with
the, Tanaroan natives to the volcano
Nextepeua, one of the twin volcanoes
kmown as: the Fangs of Zotzilaha. The
Tanaroans make annual pilgrimages
to offer appeasements to their bat-god
Camazotz, Thad agreed to the trip to dis-
play otir good intentions to our Olman
neighbors, hoping to help Verik's goal of
establishing mutual trade with them.

The Fangs are an imposing sight,
rising up to dizzying heights.and
dwarfing the scenery around them.
From their heights billow pillars of
black, acrid smoke visible for many
miles, polluting the air with ash and "
debris. Muffled rumbles growl from deep beneath the peaks,
suggesting the incredible activity of the world's bowels. The
fields surrounding the Fangs steam with slag and knee-deep
ash, while the grounds closer to the peaks are riddled with
lava tubes. Some evidence of flowing magma colliding with

appears in the Vanderboren vault
in the first adventure of the Savage
. Tide Adventure Path,
= Honer," from Dunceon #139. This
work contains her research notes on’
- the Isle of Dread’s ecosystem, along®
* with maps and sketches of the crea-
~tures of the island. Presented here =
are selected entries and sketch
. from that research, translated fro
~ Sylvan. The player's map of the Isle
: 6f Dread, included with this issu
can also be employed as part
Larlssas observatmn -
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place—they live under constant threat
of anl explosive eruption. -

The Tanaroans explained that we '
must wait until nightfall, when. the
volcanoes’ sacred baboon guardians
retreat to their caves, The Babo__ons—
omnivorous and 'dangerously raven-
otis—live out a pitiful existence, sur- '
viving off sparse vegetation and hud-
dling together arotind the few pools of
stagnant rainwater.

When twilight fell, hordes of* great
bats swept out from the lava tube
and fissures, blacking out'
clouded sky. T:was startled by th
tures” physical size; some with 1
spans up to 15 feet. In spite of their mass, they exhibited sur-
prising maneuverability, both in the air and on the groumd.
The sight of so many of them, a colony several thousag?d
strong, instilled a primal fear within me. Although they
drove the babeons hooting back to their caves, the bats
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‘inside extepewa'.the shaman
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'*he pﬂgg:lmage hegan repeat—

i use_ and the muﬂled rumbles heard
A g)_ui;Slde were deafening this close to the
" Voleanic core. The smoke and heat wayes
nade navigation nearly impossible,
I have surely been lost within
helhsh depths forever had not the
ans been so familiar with the way,
ngly capable of making the trek
vithout the need for sight.
_After what seemed an eternity, we
© arrived at the Shrine of Camazotz.
We hurnedly ‘placed our offerings at
a sa;pt-cavered carving of 4 bat in the
i faI wall. Within the shrine T placed a
0 mento my daughter Lavinia had
1ade for me when she was a child,
@ﬂ'e?mg something near to myheart as
. the Tanaroans suggested. 1.am hope-
s ful that through my ebeisance I have
pi— earned at least a marginal respect from
‘\é g the Qlman natives.

" Eoology ap the Pharaton

F - 24th of Wealsun, 593 cy
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stubbornly classifying the island’s

s - sight of a strange, diminutive primate.
o Carrying a spear, it had a satchel slung
across its shoulders and appeared to
be rtummaging for mushrooms on the
. spongy ground. It hadn’t noticed me
50" I'approached for a closer look:

‘more than 2 feet tall, the crea-
ke d like a raccoon, with dark fur
: its eyes and ringed stripes on
: IE-;taﬂ It also had primate-distinguish-

pr&hensﬂe tail, but displayed a thin
ﬁmbrane of skin stretdled between its

~its use for ghdmg between trees).
= :
[% ~3§

4 'taﬁon he Worked upon us
Bfﬁamt, for W& mthstood the

While wandering the central jungle,

endless varieties of flora, 1 caught

: mg features, such as opposable thumbs

Its eyes
suddenly met
mine, and fora brief
moment, I thought the :
creature looked inquisi-
tive, but then it started
shrieking ina shrill, warbling
cry. Almost instantly, more of
the ereatures came tushing through
the bushes and dropping from the
trees—too many to, count. Before I
could act, a primitive net made from
vines ensnared me; and the creatures
began pummeling me with their clibs
and the butt-ends of their spears until
I lost consciousness.

1awoke with my hands tied behind my
back, lying on a wooden platform sup-
ported by the boughs of an ancient deklo
tree. I could sense that T was high upin
the jungle canopy, and I noticed my pro-
visions and research notes dumped out
next to me. As I looked around, T could
see more platforms in the surrounding
trees, connected by treacherous-look-
ing bridges made of knotted vines and
strewn with simple wooden hufs. These
creatures had built an entire village
among the trees, Scores of the small crea-

tures ‘watched from nearby platforms;
through tiny hut windows, and from the

foliage of branches above, spying on me
curiously as I came to my senses,

.invited me to a village feast and th&

-and culfire. When I left, the one that T

L

As I composed myself, one of the
tiny creatures, their leader by the
look of his. unique, brightly feath-
ered adornments; approached me and
untied my hands. He shocked me by
speaking a crude sort 6f Sylvan—dis-
tinguishable = phrases interspersed
with soft hoots and odd clicks of the «
tongue. He apologized for the incon- :
venience and explained that T had
surprised a group of his people while
they gathered medicinal herbs from
the forest floor below. He had looked
through my journal, discovered my
druidic’ beliefs; and was very ap_.olo'-
getic for the misunderstanding. He

following grooming session that eve-
ning as a token of their good will.

I stayed with the creatures—who I
came to know as phandtons—for three
days thereafter, learning of their society

had spied on the jungle floor, named
Hato, offered to join me'as a guide—a
sort: of peace offering from these crea-
tures. At first, Hatoi was shy, bu




time I Ibegan to connect with him by
letting him look at my journal. He is
fond of my sketches, particularly of
the island’s plant life, and he will no
doubt prove inyaluable in classifying
the jungle flora.

The Eppects o doco Weed
7th of Richfest, 593 cx

For the past several-days, I've been
observing a herd of ankylosaurs that

_graze near an inland lake in the north-"

western reaches of the isle. Within
this group, one male in particular has
been exhibiting very curious behavior,
- of hostile and unsocial bearing, I've
come to blame this comportment on

mbaﬁks

short, shallow breaths, and seems a
bit unsteady on his feet. Once the

Several mimtes: after eafing the
weed, the ankylosaur begms ‘taking

drug fully takes hold, he exhibits an ity

increased blood ﬂow»-—emdenced by_.
‘his overall pinkish hue—and. begins
to drool. Other effects of the plant
are rapid eye movement, loss of bal-

ance, occasional vomiting, and highly
aggressive behavior:

Theamount of weed consumed hasa-
_proportional effect on the ankylosaur's

belligerence. On a normal day, he eats
only' a_small quantity—enough to

;M&i«(@ /%fd

become easily agitated. The rest of the

~herd has learned to avoid him during

these episodes, as he swings his tail at
anything that approaches. Even when

~docile and not under the influence of

the plant; the herd and other local her-
bivores give him plenty of space, not
wishing to incur his wrath. A bruised

_ shin is apparently enough to make evén
the largest diplodocus wary of him.

Lafger meals of the plant have a
more powerful effect on the giant rep-
file, czmsmg him to become extremely
aggressive and attack anything he sees.
His depth perception seems altered
during these episodes, as yesterday I
observed him-charging into the jungle

_patch When he rg.mt ﬁnd SoU

* about the weed, they smiled and 1 red
to themiselyes as if Pprivy to some n’m e

-roughly translates from Olman to “an;

. -isle’s eastern peninsula, today Tiyit-
“nessed a pack of males force a

less avians gained confidence,

the weed, he ‘goes through st

rejection might account f
behavior, as he is-an outeast
the group. '

When I asked the Panitube =

Jeke, Whith I !:ake tn Trican ’rhat. t‘ﬁggg re-

.of them eall 1t “cu:doco zacatl,

grass” The few natives who spcgkéf
trade tongue, however, have ma(g
ken translation; cal]mg 1t “loco

Tervurtorial Bohavion 0;-
Tervan Binds

1oth of Reaping, 593 cx =
Concerning the flock of terror '[mwds
that I have been studylng near

trodon away from its Idll, _The crea-
ture had wandered into the lngh
grasses of the flock’s territory and 5
brought down a giant scorpion, am
easy caich with little signs o g

very persxstent when it comes
bing meals.

The tall birds slowly eqa
predator, assessing the situation.
first, the dimetrodon seéméd ing

birds that. gat too dase As the fli

began: ﬂaunungfusmg upto their:
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: é—igphys failed to intimidate the feed-
ey .""i-i_z.g__g."’-.érgda’gor, some of them began

= and kicking dirt into its face. This
S '&iatél’y garnered the I'eptile’s'
tention.

nwilling to. give up its lcﬂl the
ﬂiﬁ’iﬁ&odcn flushed the sail on its
ha{:k ‘bared its teeth, and began bel-
Iowmg at its attackers. This show of
force came too late, though, as the birds
hglcl;__workcd themselves into a frenzy.
‘The flanking terror birds nipped at its
tail, hitting and running, muchto their
target's frustration. While doing little-
harm, it made the dimetrodon spin
around to snap at them, Taking advan-
~tage -of this momen’tary distraction,
(= t]:l.c other birds rushed in for quick
stﬂkﬁ:buttmg and quickly biting with
their powerfirl beaks: At one point, the
~ dimetrodon actually staggered to keep
_ its balance. Finally having had enough;
e giant lizard abandoned its meal

In other parts of the Flanaess, these
flightless' birds ‘are top predators of
= e
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ftheir habitats, but here they are clearly.

bottom-feeding scavengers. If it were
not for their strength of numbers,
they would certainly be ill equipped at

defending their nests and Imght have.

long ago disappeared from the island.

They have adapted quite well to their

situation and exhibit a remarkable

ability to drive off most predators that

threaten their nesting grounds.

Nravwsavus Kex!

22nd of Reaping, 503 ¢y

In gathering data for my documentation
of the island’s food chains, Hatoi and I
witniessed a tyrannosaur consume alesser
theropod in the northeastern grasslands.
The prey was too small to sate the giant
beast’s hunger, and once it caught our
scent and spotted us, it charged—fright-
eningly fast for a creature of such size,
Terrified, and against all instinct, T held
my ground, knowing that fleeing would
certainly be myTast act

. lLattempted to speak to it to try to

ealm the massive beast, but it ignored

me, slowing its advance only slightly,

My heart pounding, I redoubled my
'cff'o_rts and the rex came fo a tehic-

tant halt: 1 have heard tales of druids

who consort with these beasts, but that
seemed a-dangerous proposition. Verik

‘would surely scold me if he knew I had

even dttempted it.

The titan lowered its head to'sniffme
with one great nostnl ity scimitar-sized
teeth scant inches away Fascmated 1

-h:lstfee and iéﬁded_équarelyon the tﬁ‘_p
of the tyrant’s skull. T }re]led at him to.
stop, but it was too late. The fyranno-

O\ a deafening toar. Tt began thrashing v
. and spinning its body to shake offthe
 small nuisance, snapping its great jaws

- in anticipation of the morsel. As Hatoi'

“what was to occur, but too late. He

face; unable to remove the tiny spear.

‘the west, .splintering the innocent
trees as it ran. The sound of its flight §

saur raised its mighty head and let out

raised his spear, I cried out to-prevent

plunged his spear deep into one of the
tyrannosaur’s eyes, blinding _fhe giant
and sending it into anuncontrollable
Tage, Between roars, it swung its tail
wildly while clawing impotently at its

The last I saw of the rex, it was
bullying its way into the jungle to

turned to sounds of intense struggle,
the trees began shaking violently and
a-shoci{ed reptilian roar reverberated
throughthejungle. Reappearing from
the undergrowth, Hatoi began franti-
cally waving his hands as if warding
off some perceived evil. When the
tyrannosaur abruptly,be.ca_mg quiet,
choked off in‘mid-roar, and the tops
of the trees stopped moving, wide-
eyed Hatoi started making loud, agi-
tated ticking sounds. He wanted very
desperately to leave the area, pulling
my hand to lead me away from the.
mysterious and disturbing sounds.
Not questioning my native guide's:
obvious urgency, we quickly journeyed
back to the village: Later, when ] asked,
Hatoi refitsed to speak of his actions,
becoming frightened and emotional.
For the first fime, I've come to real:
ize the phanaton is keeping certain
truths pertaining to the isle a secret
from me, :

Ecology af #he Mashor. .
s5th of Goodmonth, 593 ay =
My interactions with the natives are
beginning to bear fruit, ds they have
begun trading with Farshore, eager to
‘exchange pearls: harvested from oys-
ters that live around the coral reef§
of t_he island.. Following rumors of




huge pearls, we've bartered two canoes

with the fishermen of Burowao, the

easternmost peninsula village, in
exchange for guides to lead a Far-
shore expedition to a reef where they
claim giant oysters make their homes.
I went along with the explorers to
investigate the reports of such giant
mollusks-and learn more about the
isle’s aguatic inhabitants:
Weanchored at a reef off the north-
eastern shores of the island. Our

guides spoke of monstrous, territorial"
eels that feed on the coral there—a

trait that has since earned them the
name “mashers.” With the help of the
fishermen, we deyised a strategy for
stealing the pearls from their homes.

Approaching the reef m outriggers,

we maneuvered into the shallow water
over the reef—less than 2 feet deep—
and disembarked. Walking on the reef
proved difficult—ifyou weren't careful,
you could easily break an ankle. Our
mission was to attract the attention.of
the mashers by dislodging chunks of
the reefwithlong poles, hoping to pro-

_ voke a feeding frenzy, giving our divers

the necessary distraction to gather the
pearl-bearing oysters. :

Within' moments: of breaking off
the first coral chunks the mashers
responded. Several sets of the eels’
wicked black spines broke from the
water, serpentine in their movements
as they approached. Some- looked

For e'l.'complctc’i'ist of Runebound
‘products, please.visit
www.fantasyflightgames.com

Figh Pibihing, Lne U Rights Rrerved.




o | excess of 30 f‘eet long; mak-
: 41:1 'them more th.'m a matt:h fm: t]le

. "=1-'e_:i1i'ze'd' ﬂ':l'eir iﬁtf_li’don's and
yelling for my comrades to
f. The mashers' skulls bear thick
hs of bone, with which they
n relentlessly ramming the reef;
sending jarring shockwaves through
cking us from our feet. A great
_ schism opened in the coral we stood
1, and the solid surface beneath tis
as '§udd;in1}* gone, sunk into the
oW L] underwater mazes, leaving us
%ﬂg: water that was now deep
for the mashers to navigate.
four _mc_n__gwhg_ chose to swim
‘1o the canoe are no longer with us.
One monient they were .th_ere and the
next they were simply gone, nothing
marking their presence other than a
clo‘ud ‘of turbulent bubbles of blood.
[ﬁ;‘ we emerged onto the standing:
reéﬁl noticed one of the native’s arms
- hanging limp at his side, quickly turn-
= ingblack—he had brushed against one:
of the poisonous spines on the mash-
© ers! batks. Cursing myself for lacking
£ thevital spell, I tried to treat the poison
i s BE?& ‘was unsuccessful—the black dis-
) loratlon quickly spread to the rest of
 Body, coursing across his skin. He
' Vﬁrmg and babbhng incoher-

PR
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== We. had suﬂ‘ered three fatalities ;md_
r divers managed to bring up only

four nermal pea_tls from the depths.
Appalled, Verik has decided that
further risk outweighsthe value of the
still-rumored giant pearls and has for-
bidden all fisture diving expeditions.

Crieony;
19th of Goodmonth, 593 cy
Today I came upon a'clearing where
it seemed a herd of dinosaurs had
recently stampeded. The footprints
were massive and the devastation to
the area immense—likely caused by
a herd of diplodocuses or other large
herbivores. There were no signs of
an attackers footprints, leading me
to believe that the panic's source had
come from the sky.

As T was studying the ruined land-
scape, I discovered a large plant, a

oo e plants of
(2,/}.}{ ;:sé Coe /f} rffé.«»&%

'ff %’f w&f i i

greenvise once nearly 15 feet tall,

fatally trampled into the ground. Its

still huge, flytraplike moyths twitched
violently—seemingly hungry even

in death—and spasms ran down the
length of its main stalk, causing the
~plant’s tendrils to flutter and make a

sound like someone shaking a tree,
About halfivay down the stalk that
served as the greenvise'’s throata puls-
ing bulge appeared to be the source
of the plant’s post-death contractions.
Whatever was inside the carnivorous
weed was stll alive, struggling to
escape. When I sliced open the stalk to
try to free whatever was trapped within,
I encountered some resistance—the

greenvise's thick stem proving tougher -
to carve than a ripe melon. Viscous
froth spewed from the incision and




-~ oozed ifs way {o the groun
me ofithe saliva'of a ﬂeshj? Creature—
exceptthat this reeked of sap.

- rtowsofdensethorns protruding down
toward the plant’s gut, arrayed in such
a fashion as to'prevent captured prey
from escaping back iip to the maw. I
could see a sizable frog peering. up at
me. ‘through the thorns, desperately
trying to push past the barbs to reach
the opening I had created. I spoke to
it in an attempt to calm it, but the
traumatized thing was fully intent
on escape. The frog must have kicked
one of the ooty organs that once
guided the greenvise’s locomotion;
for one of the plant's tendrils con-
vulsed, knoecking me off my feet and
pinning me to-the ground.

: Stmgg]ing- to free myself, I heard
the flap of powerful wings and stilled
myselfat the sight of a pair of wyyerns
scouring the carnage. These creatures
were: likely the culprits behind the
stampede, returning to pick over the
devastation. Inst‘lnctively, I shifted
myself into a small snake and slowly
slithered away from the remains of
the man-eating bush, seeking a i-udmg
place where I could wait for the preda-
tors to depart. Behind me, T 'heard the
lesser dragons tearing into the green-
vise, not discriminating between frog
and plant. At least the poor creature
did not suffer long.

Arnarea Hapitart

15th of Harvester, 503 €Y

I canmot put to words the sense of
grief and guilt that consumes me. By
now, Hatoi is surely dead, a victim of’
an unspeakable fate T unwittingly had
a handin weaving. If only I had heeded
his warnings, he would still be here
with me as I write this. For the thou-
sandth time T ask why I ignored him,
foolishly venturing into a darkened
hollow in ‘the eastern jungle where I

noticed even the thunder lizards feared ©

to treadi There, my curiosity cost me
and my friend dearly.

As we entered the vale, made eter-
nally dark by the dense jungle canopy,
I immediately felt something. was

L].n_mg ‘the inside of the stalk ran :

/f-{ é.»: / /&%ﬁi
»:/ e

watching us. At first, 1 shrugged it off
as nerves, but it became increasingly
difficult to keep Hatoi calm. When he
suddenly stopped and started hissing,
staring intently into the darkness, T
halted in deference to his keener senses.
It-was then that T became aware that we

had been walking beneath a floating .

maze of spider webs strung threugh the
trees above. Disgusting corpse husks
dangled from the rope-thick strands
like macabre Midwinter ornaments. Yet,
even more terrifyingly, something had
purposefully positioned the carcasses,
forming rotting shelters as sickening.as
they were crude.

All of the hairs on-my body stoad on

_end when I caught a glimpse of move-

ment. Praying for my eyes to adjust
to tHe darkness, I could barely see
them; giant, horrifying spiders slowly
descending from their webs, seemingly
hoveringin mid-airand gesturing with
their front appendages—disgustingly

elongated arms with multi-knuckled

hands. Althou_g:_ih 1 had never seen one,

_ creatures as: the SUITOUR!
“suddenly came alive with i

look closer or atkempt. to

sinister shadaws and. the _s
slinking things, Despite the ¢
could sense nothing other tha
the spider things, and mys_‘__

now, 1 don't know if samﬂtlnn%m :
actually there, or if these images and =

noises were mere figments meant
drive us to some deadlier trap.

Regardless, an overwhelming ne
to flee consumed me, and T pr
Ehlonna to steel my nerve. I don't kn
what came over poor Hatoi, i
because he bolted; heading dee
the hollow as if charging one of

ders, a terrified but determmed 100} 1L

his face. [ can't help but wonder

was frying to defend me. I had: m:ely__ )

a moment to call out before T :
peril, each bound into the undergro
covering him more and more in:
strands of webbing, ghostly rop
ping around him like wet nooses. T
sounds of him calling out to me ag |

‘was hefted into the silken nightmare

above still ring in my ears, and through

my own screams I thought T heard 4

chittering arachnid laughter Lhat will
ever torture my nightmares.

Conclusion

1st of Sunsebb, 593 cy

Some time has passed since 1 leﬂ: Far- .

shore and—in light of the recent trag-

edy—this is likely to be my last entry.
When we returr to Sasserine, I shall
deposit the bulk of this work into the
farmnily vault for safekeeping until such'

a time that 1 can organize my
and publish a full disserta
island's ecosystern: Whatever |
my observations take, though,

dedicate the work to those soul: w_ho :
lost their lives in that unforgwnig land.

I hope their sacrifices might serveas a

warning of the savage nature and pm%gl ~
ferocity that epltom:izes the aptly named

Isle of Dread.
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