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THE ROSE OF JUMLAT

15. Skeleton Chamber.

This room is dark and seemingly lit-
tered with human bones. A square
hole in the ceiling stretches up out of
sight. The room’s single exit is blocked
by a door made of iron bars.

The door is locked with a poor quality
lock (+10% on chance to pick).
Alternatively, a successful bend bars roll
renders it permanently open. On the
second round of any living being’s pres-
ence in this room, seven skeletons rise
up from the floor to kill the intruder.
They fight until destroyed.

Skeletons (7); INT non-; AL N; AC 7;
MV 12; HD 1; hp 7, 6, 5 (x3), 2 (x2);
THACO 19; #AT 1; Dmg 1-6; SD half
damage from edged or piercing
weapons, immune to mind affecting
spells; MR nil; 8Z M; ML special; XP 65
each; MM/315.

Top Level

16. Reservoir.

This vast natural cavern seems to be
some sort of reservoir, To the north
the water cascades down a set of
rapids to form an underground
stream, and a landing leads east. The
cavern is dark and unlit except for a
pair of oil lamps fixed to the wall by
the landing. To the south the reservoir
stretches away into blackness.

In the southeast of the cave (area 16b)
there is a bubbling of water welling up.

The water is about 10' deep in most
places, and the ceiling is 15’ high. Near
the western edge of the reservoir is an
underwater fissure, wide enough to
allow a man to pass, through which
water flows out to sea. During the day
there is a 10% chance that one of the
two servant women is at the landing
(area 16a), refilling the oil lamps or
fetching water. See area 4 for statistics.

17. Cavern of Fires. See the
description in area 9.

18. Gallery.

An elaborate balcony set with wooden
screens reaching all the way to the
ceiling guards against falling from
this gallery. A number of faded tapes-

tries hang against the walls.

This gallery is 15 off the floor of the
hall below. One tapestry in the gallery’s
southeast corner conceals a door.

Any large amount of noise in this
area attracts the attention of the cor-
sairs in area 19, and possibly also
Mahmud, from area 23.

19. Small Dining Chamber.

This square room contains a long, low
table, with cushions arranged around
it to seat nine people. A low cabinet is
set against the south wall, and a
small double door, lacquered white, is
visible waist high in the north wall.
Next to the double door a lever is
recessed into the wall. A small niche
in the western wall holds a gong.

The doors in the north wall lead to
the elevator tray down to the kitchen.
The cabinet contains fine silver plates
and serving spoons (worth 200 dinars)
and a matched set of gold boxes
engraved with desert scenes which con-
tain salt and pepper (worth 450 dinars).

The lever disarms the trap in area 3,
while the gong is sympathetic to the
one in area 2 (magically sounding if its
mate sounds).

During the daytime there are either
4 or 6 corsairs here, depending on
whether there were two in area 3. Two
of them are armed with slings (and
sling stones). They are playing cards
and making so much noise that they
don’t notice anything outside this
room—but, once the door is opened,
they respond quickly.

20. Corsair Barracks. This room
contains six simple cots, with a chest
standing at the foot of each cot. The
chests contain the belongings of the cor-
sairs in areas 3 and 19. Some clothing
and 1-8 dinars is the norm. At night
the cots are occupied by the corsairs
from area 19.

21. Baths. The western part of this
room contains a semi-circular pool
about 10’ across. Draped on a wooden
rack are four thick towels. The water
comes from the reservoir via a sluice
mechanism operated by the wooden
lever in the north wall. A large rubber
plug in the pool’s floor prevents the
water from draining away.

22, Sitting Room. This large cham-
ber has several rugs lying on the floor,

and colorful paintings adorning the
walls. A number of arches give access to
a large balcony, where climbing plants,
cane chairs, and tables stand.

The balcony has a magnificent view
stretching across the cove and the
sandy hills to the south. To either side
of the balcony, arched windows open
onto the bedrooms to the north and
south of the sitting room. About 40’
south along the cliff face a second such
balcony is visible.

23. Mahmud’s Room.

Whoever lives here has expensive but
bad taste. Thick scarlet curtains with
infantile embroidery litter the room,
making it difficult to see anything.
You can just make out a large bed
with what appears to be a scarlet
mattress sitting in the northwestern
corner of the room, and a wooden table
with carved legs depicting tubby genies
sits by the large arched windows.

If the PCs have been quiet, Mahmud
is in here.

A locked chest is hidden under the
curtains. It contains 328 dinars, 440
dirham and two carved pieces of jade
(worth 200 dinars each). If the corsair
ship is at sea, the chest is missing
(Mahmud takes it with him).

24, Ahmed’s Room.

This chamber is rather spartan,
with only a narrow bed, a low table
with a sitting cushion and a chest as
furnishings.

The chest contains 56 dinars and a
small amber statuette (worth 250
dinars), as well as assorted clothes. If
Ahmed escaped the PCs earlier in the
adventure (see “The Past Returns”), he
is found here.

25. Privy. This very clean room is
empty except for a brass disk lying on
the floor. The disk covers a 1' diameter
hole. A minor enchantment keeps the
room smelling perpetually fresh.

26. Hallway. A faint, vertical blue
line can be seen on the walls here from
10’ away, on a roll of 2 or less on a d10.
The line is a warning enchantment,
which rings a loud bell-like tone when-
ever someone moves across it without
saying “jawaz.” It can be removed by a

DUNGEON 45













THE MURDER OF MAURY MILLER

Therefore, little distracts you from
enjoying the day, until you notice a
crossroads in the distance. There you
see a heated argument between a
halfling child and a wagon master.

The halfling is a youngster by the
name of Snags Thistlethorn, the son of
a farmer in Lowick. He was hired by
Shepton, the mayor of the hamlet, to
stand at the crossroads every day and
question the passers-by in hope of find-
ing heroes to bring back to the village.
He takes his mission very seriously and
has faithfully stopped and interrogated
every person who has passed during
the past week.

Snags Thistlethorn: AL NG; AC 10;
MV 5; 0-level halfling; hp 3; THACO 20;
#AT 1, Dmg by weapon type; S 6, D 14,
C 14,111, W 8, Ch 15; ML 5; sling, 7 cp,
assorted kid-stuff (string, pretty stones,
bugs, etc.)

Unfortunately, not everyone Snags
has encountered has appreciated his
youthful exuberance. The wagon mas-
ter the PCs see arguing with the lad,
for instance, is a particularly sour old
coot. Indeed, as the PCs come within
earshot of the crossroads, they begin to
hear bits of the argument between the
two,

“Look, runt,” shouts the teamster, ris-
ing from his seat atop the turnip cart.
“I don't need this. It's been a long day
already, and I don’t need no lousy kid
keeping me from my supper. Now get
out of the way, or I'll grind you into
the dirt, youngun or no!”

The halfling boy, looking very much
the peasant in his homespun
trousers, plain tunic, and straw hat,
doesn’t move from his position in
front of the snorting mules. “But sir,”
he pleads, wringing his hands in dis-
tress, “I just wanna find out if you're
one of them hero-types! It's been a
whole week and I ain’t found one yet.
Mister Shepton’s gonna be sore if I
come home without any heroes again
tonight.”

“Well, I ain’t no hero, and I don’t
give a diddly-dang who gets mad. If
you ask me, you could use a good
whuppin’l Now get out of my way!”

Reluctantly, the young halfling
moves aside. Whipping his mules into
action, the wagon master continues on
his way, rolling right past you without
so much as a glance.

Wagon master: AL N; AC 9; MV 12;
0-level human; hp 8; THACO 19; #AT 1,
Dmg 1-2 (whip) or by weapon; S 15, D
11,C 12,19, W 9, Ch 7; ML 8; whip,
dagger, 14 gp.

When the PCs reach the crossroads,
Snags notices them and comes trotting
over. “Excuse me, girs. But are you
heroes? I need to find some.”

Assuming the PCs answer in the
affirmative, Snag’s eyes light up like
lanterns. “Wow! Really? Holy moly! Say,
do you think you could come to my vil-
lage? We really need some heroes.” If
the PCs are agreeable, Snags’ face
erupts into a huge grin. Grabbing the
largest PC’s sleeve, he begins bounding
down the side road, which leads, accord-
ing to the signpost, to a place called
Lowick.

If the PCs deny that they are heroes,
Snag persists. “Are you sure? You look
an awful lot like heroes. Maybe you're
just not heroes yet. We sure do need
help.” In short, Snags says anything he
can imagine to persuade the PCs to
return to Lowick with him.

For the Dungeon Master

Less than a year ago, Lowick was a
happy, prosperous little community.
While not rich by any means, its dual
incomes of fishing and farming were
enough to ensure a comfortable life for
its citizens. The hamlet was small
enough that each person knew every-
one else, and there was a general feel-
ing of neighborly camaraderie among
them. Sheltered as it was, its inhabi-
tants were well-removed from the
great wars of the past, and they knew
nothing of true hardship except what
little they heard from the people they
dealt with when bringing their wares
to market in the city.

When news reached the village of
the old tax collector’s death last
spring, no one was particularly sur-
prised or saddened. The old man, who
was in his late eighties, was not much
liked in the hamlet. He was, after all,
the tax collector. But neither was he
truly disliked; the peasants realized
long ago that he was just a part of life.
He came, did his business, and left. No
one in Lowick hated the man for doing
his job.

When the new tax collector, a grossly
fat, balding man named Rander, came
riding into town, however, the peasants
immediately knew that change was in

the air. Right behind Rander was a
gang of four rough-locking men-at-
arms who immediately spread out and
began to harass the people. They
informed the citizens of the new
“Private Defense Tax,” to take effect
immediately. Though more than a little
unhappy and reluctant to pay, everyone
did, thinking it to be just another tax
imposed by the king.

Naive and unworldly as they were,
none of the peasants realized that
“Private Defense Tax” was just a
euphemism for “protection racket.” The
truth behind the new “tax” soon
became clear, though, when a farmer
from the area was unable to pay. Two
of Rander’s thugs beat him while the
others set fire to his home. The man’s
neighbors got the point, and no one
was late with their payments again.

Maury Miller, the owner and propri-
etor of the area’s only grain mill, had
had enough. Maury knew everyone in
the township better than most, for
everyone either had their grain milled
or bought flour at his mill. The assault
of one of his friends added to the bla-
tant unfairness and dishonestly
already displayed by the tax man
drove Maury and his closest farmer
friends to action.

In a series of late-night meetings,
Maury and his friends discussed find-
ing a solution to this problem. On the
surface, it seemed there was no easy
answer: getting rid of the tax man
should take no more than reporting
him to the King's Representative for
the area. Unfortunately, Rander the
Tax Collector was also Rander the
King’s Representative. And as he had
made clear to several of the peasants
from the outset, the only way to go
around the Representative was to get
a special appointment with King
Cobbisham himself. No one in the vil-
lage, not even Mayor Shepton, felt that
he had the slightest hope of getting an
audience with the king—a viewpoint
that Rander helped foster with stories
of mountains of red tape and seas of
bureaucracy to be negotiated. He
painted a very unflattering picture of
the king indeed, telling the peasants
that he was a nasty, ill-tempered old
man prone to tossing anyone who dis-
pleased him into the dungeons. The
truth behind these lies is quite differ-
ent, as the PCs may discover.

With their hopes of using legal and
political machinations against the tax
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The leatherworker is a man named
Poggo Lundy, a whipcord-thin, balding
man. He works side-by-side with his
wife, a huge woman named Dunny.
Both are extremely surly and have eter-
nally foul expressions on their faces.
They treat everyone—villagers and
strangers alike—with rudeness and
impatience. .

Poggo: AL LE; AC 9; MV 12; 0-level
human; hp 8; THACO 20; #AT 1; Dmg
by weapon type; S 13, D 14,C 9,1 15, W
9, Ch 6; MLL 12.

Dunny: AL N; AC 10; MV 10; 0-level
human; hp 6; THACO 20; #AT 1; Dmg
by weapon type; S 14, D 10, C 10,1 11,
W11, Ch 7; ML 12.

Both Poggo and Dunny carry knives
but nothing else of interest. They are
capable of fixing, but not making,
leather armor. They do so only for a
grossly inflated price (300% list).

Meeting with Shepton

Shepton the Bard, Mayor of Lowick,
has led a life much more interesting
than that of any other inhabitant of
Lowick. Born and raised in the hamlet,
he spent most of his early life there.
However, when he was just a young lad
of 30 or so (a mere whelp by halfling
standards), he decided, as many a
brash youth has done, to leave home
and seek his fortune in the big city.
Packing up his belongings, he traveled
south and then east, to Gundershire,
the capital of Cobbish. Among his few
possessions was a mandolin given to
him by his father when he was just a
toddler. Twenty years of practice had
paid off, and Shepton was by now quite
an accomplished musician. He hoped to
audition for and become a member of
the Gundershire guild of Musicians
and Players.

True to his ambitions, Shepton tried
for a place in the guild and gained it.
One thing he didn’t know before he
tried for his apprenticeship, however,
was that in Gundershire the terms
“Musicians’ Guild” and “Thieves’ Guild”
were synonymous.

Instead of leaving the guild when he
discovered its secret, Shepton stayed
on, for he heard that thieves’ guilds
often provided their members with
proper educations. Sure enough,
Shepton soon began receiving instruc-
tion in history, philosophy, language
arts, and—of course—music. To earn
his keep, Shepton was also made to

learn certain thiefly abilities. He didn’t
mind that facet of his lifestyle; after
all, the only people that he had to rob
were those who could afford it, and he
earned enough money to send some
back to his parents in Lowick.

To make a long story short, Shepton
eventually joined an adventuring band
and was involved in several very suc-
cessful ventures. Soon, though, he tired
of the adventuring lifestyle and longed
for the comforts of home. Returning to
Lowick a fairly wealthy halfling,
Shepton built himself a large, comfort-
able house on the hill above town and
settled down for a life of leisure and
relaxation. Hearing of his campaigns
and heroic deeds, the townsfolk voted
Shepton in as mayor. The moderate
stipend afforded him and the mostly
enjoyable work as mayor agreed with
his tastes very well, and he has contin-
ued in this capacity up to the present.

Shepton takes great delight in enter-
taining, especially for fellow adventur-
ers. There is nothing he would rather
do than spend an evening in his study
with colleagues, swapping tales of der-
ring-do over a glass of wine. To this
end, he often invites his old adventur-
ing companions, some of whom have
become quite powerful, to his home for
a visit.

After a short walk up the hill, you
arrive at the gate. Letting yourselves
in, you approach the door of the
house. The sun has gone, and evening
gives way to night. Shaded by several
massive trees, the house might
appear dark were it not for the light
of many candles and lamps pouring
from the windows. As you get closer,
you catch the strains of a pleasant
melody wafting through the open win-
dows to your left. Peeking through the
glass, you see a smiling halfling seat-
ed at a large harpsichord, apparently
the source of the music.

If the PCs knock at the door, they
are greeted by a rotund, gray-haired
halfling woman. This is Mrs. Teubo,
Shepton’s housekeeper. After politely
asking the PCs their business, she
gives Snags a gold coin and sends the
lad on his way home before escorting
the PCs into the library. If there are
more than four PCs present, Mrs.
Teubo brings in extra chairs, always
leaving one of the overstuffed arm-
chairs free for “Mister Shepton.”

After serving tea and cakes (both
excellent), Mrs. Teubo goes into the
kitchen to prepare a late supper for the
PCs, and Shepton arrives.

As you sit sipping your tea and chat-
ting idly, the door opens and in walks a
stout halfling. By far the best-dressed
person you've seen since entering
Lowick, Shepton sports velvet trousers
and a silk shirt with buttons that look
like pure silver. He has muttonchop
sideburns and a good haircut.

Shepton introduces himself all
around, then produces a fine pipe and
pouch of tobacco. After offering the
pouch around, he lights his pipe and
smokes. For the first 15 minutes of the
visit, Shepton sips tea and sticks to
small talk. Then he sets aside his
teacup, signalling that it's time to get
down to business.

“Well,” says Shepton, toying with his
pipe. “I suppose you have all gathered
that this town is in desperate need of
champions. You see, it seems we have
a problem with this arsonist.”

Mrs. Teubo enters to announce that
dinner is ready, and Shepton stands.
“We can discuss the rest over dinner.
Please, follow me.”

The PCs can ask Shepton any ques-
tions they wish, and he answers truth-
fully and as completely as possible. He
personally has not seen the scarecrow
responsible for the fires, and he sus-
pects that the stories about it are just
the results of the peasants’ overexcited
imaginations. He advises the PCs to
take the rumor of a living scarecrow
with a grain of salt.

The one subject that Shepton shies
away from is the village's problem with
Rander. Like everyone else in the vil-
lage, Shepton has felt the sting of the
tax man's scheme, and he also fears
violence if he is found spreading the
truth about Rander. Ex-adventurer or
not, Shepton would still be just one
halfling against a gang of armed
hooligans.

As for a reward, Shepton tells the
PCs up front that the town hasn’t
much money. He can afford a 50-gp
reward, plus room and board for the
duration of the PCs’ stay. He can also
supply them with any equipment avail-
able to him, but he shakes his head
apologetically if asked about a horse.
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Player Handout #1). Hidden in a secret
compartment in the back is Maury’s
diary (see Player Handout #2).

6. The Cap.

Peeking through the trap door, you
gain a rat's perspective of this small,
circular room. You barely have time to
swing your head about to survey the
room, however, before your nostrils
are assailed by a horrible stench. The
smell of decaying flesh is so powerful
that you must cover your face to stave
off nausea. Holding your breath, you
take a quick look around the dome.

A huge wooden cog, easily ten feet
in diameter, occupies the center of the
room. A large shaft bisects the room,
jutting from the centerpoint of the
vanes outside to where it is fixed on
the opposite wall. A smaller wheel is
attached to the shaft and intersects
the larger wheel, somewhere off to
your left. The only sound is a quiet
rattle caused by the slow revolving of
the mechanism.

Around the circumference of the
room, off to the right, lies the decom-
posing body of Maury Miller. It lies
beneath the spot where the shaft is
attached to the wall, and it is not visi-
ble from the trap door.

The body is in poor condition, having
lain here for four months, A moldy noose
is tied about its neck, and its head lolls
at a painful angle. It is dressed in a foul,
rotten nightgown. If a PC examines the
body, he must make a constitution check
at -3 to avoid nausea.

Examining the body reveals nothing
that is not also immediately obvious.
There is nothing of interest or value in
the pockets of the nightgown.

Pressing the Case
Armed with the evidence of Maury’s

murder (the invoices and diary, in combi-

nation with testimony by the village folk
about Rander’s protection scam—that is,
if the PCs can convince the villagers to
tell them the whole story about Rander),
the PCs should by now have come to the
conclusion that Maury was murdered by
the corrupt tax collector. If not, the DM
will have to improvise, perhaps having
the PCs gain hints from the people of
the village that they suspect Maury
didn’t just run away because he couldn’t
pay his taxes, and so on.

worry about him anymore.

first game, but the seco

Player Handout #2

+ . . night. I ended up mating him, but it was close, the
Game went on for a good two hours before I finally pinned
hlm down. Before he left, I made him promise me a rematch.
No meeting tonight. The big one is happening tomorrow.

It worked! I can’t believe it, but it worked! It went just
the way we planned at our meetings. We met here an hour
before he was to arrive. When he did, we told him off. Ha!
The look on his face when he saw all of us lined up like that
. . . It was priceless! He slunk off like a dog with its tail
between its legs. Finally! It looks like we won’t have to

Anyway, after the excitement, Anord stayed behind .;mﬂ
we played a game of Nucks. I wiped the floor with hmﬂw-- b

Hmtoga Heard a noise downstairs. A f

12-5-02

The PCs now have two obvious cours-
es of action: either to bring the evidence
before the King of Cobbish, or to con-
front the tax collector directly. Both pos-
sibilities are dealt with below. Note,
however, that while the PCs are gone,
the fire attacks continue until Rander
is actually arrested.

Gundershire, the capital of Cobbish
and the residence of King Cobbisham, is
two days’ journey by horse or four by
foot. It is more a large town than a city,
supporting a population of only 5,000. In
all respects, it is a standard fantasy-
milien town, right down to the market-
place and the Drunken Dragon Inn. The
DM is encouraged to develop the town
further and include various encounters if
he wishes to make the PCs’ stay in
Gundershire more interesting.
Alternately, the DM may simply substi-
tute an already-existing town for
Gundershire, replacing the King of
Cobbisham with another local ruler.

Any PCs desiring an audience with
the king are directed to his castle, a
modest little keep on the hill north of
town. When they see fit to request an

audience with the king, read or para-
phrase the following:

At the gate to the castle, you are met
by the King's Secretary, who politely
asks you your business at the King’s
Court. After receiving your response
and noting it in a colossal log book,
the Secretary escorts you to the
King’s audience chamber. Along the
way, you hear the sound of talk and
quiet song floating down the hallways
from somewhere deeper in the castle.

You soon reach the end of the hall-
way at a huge set of double doors. The
secretary opens them with a flourish,
gesturing for you to enter.

King Cobbisham sits fast asleep in
his seat, snoring loudly. His secretary
makes motions for you to rise, then
sets about trying to rouse the king
from his slumber. You slowly rise to
your feet and survey the court.

Rich tapestries adorn the walls, and
a burgundy carpet runs from the
doors to the foot of the throne.
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