SWAMP: THE FOG
Night begins to settle over the swamp, cloaking the dense undergrowth in darkness and turning the water's surface to black. With it comes a clinging, creeping fog, rising from the water like spectral steam. The fog surrounds you, its dampness caressing you like cold, dead hands. The swamp seems to retreat from the mists, its sights and sounds disappearing into some unseen distance. All that remains visible is the cold, choking fog.
	Even your companions seem far away. For a moment, everything is quiet. What few sounds you can hear are amplified by the surrounding mists: your own breathing, your beating heart. Then the fog begins to dissipate, fading away as quickly as it appeared, leaving you and your companions in the dismal swamp.

SWAMP: THE SWAMP
The swamp seems even darker than it did before. The nearby trees have become twisted shadows with clawlike branches reaching out, and a foul odor rises from the murky water. Overhead, through the tangled branches, the sky also appears strange. The stars have subtly changed positions, and the moon is closer, nearly full. Menacing clouds begin to roll across the western sky like a curtain of black smoke. In but a few moments, the clouds blot out the feeble starlight completely. A storm is brewing - a very bad storm.

SWAMP: THE CROCODILE
The day is dark and dismal, painted gray by the mist and clouds. The sun has not shown its face since you arrived, and the air is clammy and cold. The water below the raft is several feet deep. To one side black logs drift lazily atop the stagnant water. To the other, shadows slip through the trees and the underbrush, moving in time with the raft. The eyes of the swamp are upon you.

SWAMP: GIANT FROGS
The raft slips through a tangle of tall reeds growing up from beneath the black, mury ater. The fog has dissipated, but the surroundings are still gloomy. Overhead, branches entwine to form a dense canopy.
	The sounds of the swamp are louder now, and they echo through the trees. Unseen creatures slide through the reeds below the water's surface. A chorus of croaks and ribbits begins, as if to greet you, growing so loud that every other sound is drowned out by their raucous song. Then, all at once, the chorus stops.

SWAMP: VISTANI
A little island of dry land rises out of the stagnant water. The light comes from a fire that forms the center of a small camp. In the flickering light you can clearly see a colorful gypsy wagon, two old mares, three gaily-clad children, and an old woman. A moment later, two men step into view. one is old and thin, the other young and strong. They settle themselves beside the fire. Then the old man looks up, directing the gaze of his good eye upon you. The other eye is milky and blank. The man smiles and motions with his withered hand, inviting you to join the group.

SWAMP: VISTANI - FORTUNE
The door at the back of the wagon opens to reveal a shapely young woman with dark, expressive eyes. She miles shyly, then settles nearby, beside the fire. "This," Scarengi proclaims proudly, "is my beautiful daughter Valana. She will tell your fortune."
	Valana gazes at each of you in turn, with the firelight shining in her large, black eyes. "The trouble began when I cast the runes for that quiet and lost young man," she explains sadly. "Perhaps it will end with another casting." She holds a flat pan in her lap and stone tiles in her hands. Then, after gazing once again into your eyes, she drops the tiles into the pan.
	"The lost one has called you!" Valana gasps. Each member of her family hastily makes a protective gesture. "The dead will walk with the coming storm, and you must find a way to put them to rest. If you cannot, the rain will turn to blood! It will drown you - you and all of Marais d'Tarascon."
	Scarengi quickly ushers his wife and daughter into the wagon. "No charge for your fortune," the old man adds hastily. "It is time to rest after the adventures of the day. Be our guests and sleep beside the fire."

SWAMP: FLOATING HOUSE
The trees in this part of the swamp close in around the raft, forming a thick tangle of branches and exposed roots, making progress slow and difficult. Sharp, broken limbs scratch your arms and legs as you push the raft forward, and the wind whistles an odd, lifeless tune as it rushes through the leaves overhead. As you break through a clump of foliage, a light appears in the distance. It is brighter than a single lantern, warm and inviting in the cold, damp air. The light is not at eye level. It hovers in the dark so that you must look up to see it.
	Like moths to a flame, you and your raft slide easily toward the source of the light. It is a small wooden house, hardly larger than a shack. Light spills from its two front windows and a wide open door. The house appears to be suspended in the air above the surface of the swamp, its reflection shimmering in the dank pool before it.

SWAMP: FLOATING HOUSE - ROPE
Suddenly a rope ladder drops from the doorway. no figure steps into the light to greet you, and not even a shadow passes the open door. The ladder, constructed of wooden steps and thick rope, simply rolls out with a brief clatter of knocking wood. The last step hangs just above the surface of the fetid water, inviting you to climb up into the warm light.

SWAMP: FLOATING HOUSE - LUC
The little house has only one room. All told, more than two dozen lanterns hang from pegs on the wall and sit on the warped wooden floor, flooding the shack with light. To the right of the door, unopened boxes have been neatly stacked against the wall. An open-topped barrel sits beside the boxes.
	In the center of the room, facing the door, is a young man. He sits within a circle of five burning lanterns, with his large blank eyes fixed in place. The young man is unusually thin and pale, and his long, blond hair hangs limply to his shoulders. His features are tortured. The simple shirt and pants that he wears are clean and fresh. He clutches a small book in his lap, but makes no move to get up or greet you - except to slowly struggle out an incomprehensible phrase: "The on descend shall evil of night the land, at near is signs of hexad this when hand."
	Then he returns to his quiet state, neither speaking nor responding in any way.

DAY ONE: THE FUNERAL
Solemn faces gaze at you suspiciously, but no one says a word. The villagers soon return their attention to the priest who stands over a coffin wrapped with heavy chains.
	The priest's booming voice echoes throughout the churchyard. "Friends and family, we mourn the untimely death of Jeremiah d'Gris," he laments. "Let us take comfort in the fact that he goes to a better place, and let us pray that his eternal rest is peaceful and without incident. Jeremiah, you will be missed, but you will not be welcome here again. Depart this plane and go to the next world with our blessing."
	The priest continues his liturgy, even through a muffled bang causes him a moment's pause. The villagers flinch but quickly regain their composure. The bang sounds again from within the coffin. The coffin rocks back and forth, but the priest and the crowd ignore it.

DAY TWO: SCENE OF THE CRIME
The constable regards you sternly. Spattered all around him on the ground and walls are flecks of reddish brown. Before him is a large stain of the same substance, apparently dried blood. In the center of the stain is a single piece of bright red licorice.

NIGHT TWO: THE ODOR OF DEATH
A vile stench wafts into the building.

NIGHT THREE: THE MADMAN STRIKES
A scream shatters the quiet afternoon, echoing throughout the village streets.

EVENT: THE DINNER PARTY
Beyond the window lies a spacious dining room with fine appointments, showing taste and wealth. A chandelier of burning candles fills the room with a warm and pleasant light. A number of large, covered serving trays lie upon the table in the center of the room, and places have been set for four.
	Three servants enter from a side passage, their heads bowed deeply as they walk. One of the servants goes to the table. With a flourish, he lifts the lid from the grandest platter, revealing tonight's meal: the remains of a freshly dead young man. Dried blood covers much of his pale flesh, and a wicked cut stretches from ear to ear. Suddenly, a face appears in the window, staring with malevolent eyes - the eyes of a ghoul!

DAY FOUR: FACING THE MADMAN
The madman stands before you, completely enshrouded by a black, hooded cloak. Only the curved dagger in his pale right hand is visible. The he tosses back the hood, revealing a face twisted by madness and eyes lit by the fire of insanity. That fire is clearly consuming him, burning away what is left of his mind and his humanity.
	"You should not have come to Marais d'Tarascon," the madman hisses. "And you should not have brought that whelp of a brother with you!" he shouts, waving his dagger at Luc. "You have forced this confrontation! Let the blood be on your hands as you taste the blade of Jean Tarascon!"
	With that, the madman attacks.

THE STORM
With the coming of night, thunder shakes the village. It starts as a low rumble in the distance and builds to a terrible, long-lasting explosion that rocks cottages and knocks items from shelves. Lightning dances wildly across the sky, casting stark shadows in its skittering flash. Then the rain begins, falling in large, foul drops that soon become a deluge. The streets quickly turn to mud; small streams form in the cracks and depressions. Vision is obscured by the unending sheets of dark water, and the rain falls with such force that it hurts those who venture into its fury. Through it all, the thunder continues to roll above the village, and the lightning intensifies. The storm has arrived.

ZOMBIES ON THE MOVE
You make your way through the pounding, slimy rain like blind men. You can barely see a foot in front of you unless lightning flashes, briefly illuminating the area. Even then, the houses and trees are nothing more than vague shapes obscured by a shimmering curtain of rain. Walking is difficult, for the dirt paths have become muddy and slick. Finally, you reach the eastern path. The fields beyond remain hidden by darkness and the storm. Peels of thunder and the driving rain muffle nearly every sound.
	Then, in a spectacular crack of lightning, the figures come into view - dark forms moving slowly towards the village. They look like misshapen humans, but it's hard to tell. A flash of lightning illuminates the entire field. The dark shapes are everywhere! The closest are but 500 feet away, shambling forward. Darkness returns. It seems as if an eternity passes, or maybe just a heartbeat, and then a brilliant flash lights the sky. Now you see the figures clearly, if only for a second. They are zombies, and they are marching on Marais d'Tarascon!

LAIR OF THE ZOMBIE MASTER
Near the old cemetery, all is quiet.

THE FINAL BATTLE
As the doors creak open, the yellow light from within bathes you in its pale glow. A vile fetid air flows out the doorway in a gust. The huge chamber before you is littered with a carpet of bones and half-eaten carrion. the ceiling is a glass dome, through which you can see the storm clouds parting to unleash a stream of moonlight.
	A platform of bones lies in the middle of the chamber, flanked by two flaming braziers that are fashioned from stacked skulls. Atop the platform is a finely-crafted throne. Seated there is a hideous creature who resembles Jean Tarascon, but with rotting, pale gray skin.
	"Welcome to my domain," intones the figure with a cold, rasping voice. "I am Marcel Tarascon, lord of the undead. Give me the scroll of the six signs... or join the rest of Marais d'Tarascon in living death!"
	With that, large shapes shamble out of the dark recesses that line the chamber walls. As they step into the light cast by the foul braziers, you see that they are zombies - and they are moving toward you!

THE ECLIPSE
In the midst of the battle, a great thunder shakes the chamber. Then lightning strikes the dome overhead and the glass explodes, showering the chamber with glittering shards. The full moon above fills the room with a pale red light. Immediately, Luc begins to drone repeatedly, "The light of the sky, shining over the dead, shall gutter and fail, turning all to red...."
	The zombie lord shrieks and looks into the sky. The moon is indeed red, and it is slowly disappearing - shrinking as though some unseen monster were swallowing it bite by bite.



SCROLL OF HYSKOSA
These signs were foreseen by Hyskosa, a Vistani most gifted with the Sight. Spread word of these wherever you travel. Only the true hearted can stop the fall of the night of evil.

The night of evil shall descend on the land
When this hexad of signs is near at hand.

In the house of Daegon the sorcerer born
Though life, unlife, unliving shall scorn.

The lifeless child of stern mother found
Heralds a time, night of evil unbound.

Seventh time the son of suns doth rise
To send the knave to an eternity of cries.

Inajira will make his fortunes reverse
Dooming all to live with the dreaded curse.

The light of the sky shining over the dead
Shall gutter and fail, turning all to red.

