Scroll & Feather
Head Priest Beheaded, Tongue Eaten by Apes 
Amidst the celebrations of the Flood Festival a vile deed befell High Priest Sarcem Delasharn.  While resting at the Lucky Monkey, a band of bandits ransacked the inn.  A single survivor was rescued from the pillaged inn.   Distressingly, none of the wands of control water were found on his decapitated body.  Asfelkir, Kord’s High Priest, was not concerned about the rain. “The lake won’t flood anyway, since it hasn’t flooded in over a decade.  All the buildings down by the lake have been rebuilt on stilts and behind breakwaters, so there shouldn’t be a problem.”  Jenya Urakis replaces Sarcem as High Priest of St. Cuthbert. 

Sarcem Delasharn’s final resting place

This Week in Cauldron’s History

In honor of the Demonskar Ball, Lord Zachary Aslaxin presents the founding of Cauldron.
816 Spellmason’s Appearance

816 years ago, Surabar Spellmason travels via magical gateway and appears from out of a volcano.  Immigrants follow and found Redgorge,   and Liduton (whose ruins are now called the Haunted Village).
508 Nidrama’s Annunciation

Spellmason receives Alakast, the divine staff, from Nidrama.  Spellmason is tasked with defeating evil.

A glabrezu demon named Nabthatoron leads an invasion of demons from out of the Demonskar.  He is exiled to Oerth when his army is routed by Surabar Spellmason at Redgorge. 

Cauldron is founded after Spellmason determines that this would be a good site for defense against demon incursions. 

466 Spellmason’s Transfiguration

Spellmason is transformed into a mountain.  A good-deeds fellowship, The Chisel, is formed to honor and continue Spellmason’s benevolence. 

Heard On the Street
The churches have lost the wands of control water.  There’s nothing to hold back the flood waters if the rains don’t stop.  

A friend saw a mysterious woman down by the lakeshore a few days ago.  She had fiery red hair and wore some sort of bulky armor under her black tabard.  She was talking to some shady individuals and handing them some weapons. 
Cauldron is not the first city built on this sight.  Adventures tell stories of a ruined city in the caverns below, a city built by a strange race of monsters.  
Vicious Venues Around Cauldron 
The Sinister Fountain

Many fountains are delights to behold. Elegant sculptures delight the eye and crystalline water fills the air with a soothing music all its own. This fountain, however, looks like something out of a nightmare. It resembles some emaciated fiend that weeps and drools foul-smelling liquid, and it sounds about as lovely as a leaky bucket.

The Kincep Mansion

Many visitors have stopped by the house over the years. Some were beggars seeking shelter, some were fugitives from the law, and some were thrill seekers. The survivors report that the whole house seems alive. The tattered furnishings move (but only when one is not looking), doors open and close by themselves, lanterns light spontaneously (and go out just as quickly), and the whole place creaks and groans as though it was about to collapse. Meanwhile shadowy figures lurk in dark corners and heavy footsteps -- accompanied by rattling chains -- can be heard on the upper floors. No one who has tried to stay through the night or ascend to the upper floors has ever been seen alive again.                                             The spirit of Jaccobux Kincep haunts the house. The last of the ancient Kincep family, Jaccobux died in a foreign land, and he has returned to his ancestral home, where he endlessly laments the loss of his life and the decline of his family fortunes. Only the discovery of a true Kincep heir can lay the spirit to rest.                                                                         Wolves gather in the orchard on moonless nights, howling at the ghostly blue lights that show behind the crooked shutters in an upstairs room. The wolves linger until just before dawn, then fade away like ghosts before sunrise.                                           Only days after old Jaccobux died, thieves broke into the house. They were looking for anything valuable, but they were mostly interested in looting the family silver from the kitchen and in searching the house for Jaccobux's earthly wealth. (Jaccobux was reputed to be a wealthy man, despite his family's decline.) Everything went well for the thieves until they reached the library on the top floor. There, the very books attacked, crushing and smothering the invaders. It is said that the spirits of the thieves are now doomed to guard the very treasures they once sought to loot.  

The house isn't haunted at all. It is the headquarters for a group of particularly vicious kidnappers and assassins acting under the direction of a fiendish leader who delights in their acts of violence. 

Dragonsbreath Basin

Dragonsbreath basin is in reality the grave of a great gold wyrm that literally melded itself into the landscape at the moment of death. The stony corpse of the dragon can still be seen, and from time to time, the dragon still breathes, much to the peril of anyone nearby.

Bits of the dragon's vast hoard still lie in a steaming pool that surrounds the corpse, but families of gold dragons still lay their eggs in the area and jealously protect the grave. Still, the dragons also leave offerings to the departed dragon in the pool, and a clever thief could not only stash up some valuables, but also come away with a dragon egg or two.

Dragonsbreath basin is a place of eldritch power that is guarded by vengeful spirits. Some say, however, that a meek person can pass by the spirits and can gain a wish simply by casting three pieces of sun-warmed gold into the basin -- the size of the golden objects need only match one's desire for the wish.

Dragonsbreath basin marked the center of an ancient dwarven kingdom that grew too rich for its own good. Greed and splendor have long since brought about the kingdom's downfall, but wonderful treasures await those hardy souls that can brave the spirits, both of fire and of long-dead dwarves, that haunt the place. 

The Hanging Tree

Black Bryan Battani still lurks near the tree, waiting to rob and kill again to satisfy his lust for gold. 

The tree is dangerous, but not because of any ghost. It's the tree itself that is evil. It has become twisted from being involved in so much death and suffering, and now it kills anyone who ventures beneath its branches. 

Black Bryan Battani hid his lost treasure under the very tree where he was executed, and now he remains there still, guarding the loot. 

Anyone who eats the roots of the herbs that grow beneath the tree sees a vision of a great treasure. 
Faeries dance on the green during moonlit summer nights.

Messages from the Clerics of Cauldron
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Church of St. Cuthbert – Jenya Urikas  - “Kill not the non-evil beasts of the land, and so not attack the fair people!.”
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Cathedral of Wee Jas - Embril Aloustinia - “Strive not to wield the Great Force of Evil for its power will overcome thee!”
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Temple of Lordly Might – Asfelkir Hranleurt -
“True valor is seen not in the force of arms, but in the force of will!”
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Church of Pelor – Kristof Jurgensen – “Honor is like finely polished armour. Without constant care, it will soon tarnish!”
Thousands of years ago, a cruel, aquatic race called the kopru embarked on a mission of conquest and established a mighty undersea empire. The legendary might of these creatures was rivaled only by their cruelty to both enemies and subjects. The vicious kopru conquered and enslaved all the other sentient aquatic races with which they came into contact, including aquatic elves and sahuagin.

The aquatic elves who had not yet been enslaved by the kopru built their settlements far away from the empire's borders, but still they lived in fear of its expanding army. Constantly fortifying their defenses, the elves watched and waited for the day when their enemies might attempt to annex their territory and enslave them.

The sahuagin had not yet reached the pinnacle of their power as a race, but their numbers were increasing, and those not already absorbed into the empire harried its borders on a regular basis, seeking to free their enslaved kin. An individual kopru could easily defeat a single sahuagin, but the sahuagin often overpowered kopru defenders by sheer numbers. However, even the clerics of the shark god Sekolah could not provide the sahuagin with the leadership they needed to overthrow their kopru oppressors.

At last, as the elves had feared, the kopru began expanding once again, pushing the borders of their holdings outward. The aquatic elves saw this expansion as a real and imminent threat to their continued survival, so they sought allies for a final stand. The elf leaders met in secret with the leaders of the various sahuagin factions and eventually formed what would be an effective but short-lived alliance. 

Bolstered by elven magic and complex strategic planning, the sahuagin army moved against the kopru expansion forces. In a single week, the unlikely allies attacked and sundered one kopru outpost after another. The cost in sahuagin life was enormous, but still they persevered. 

After the kopru incursion into elven and sahuagin territory had been repelled, the sahuagin wanted to continue the fight, and the elves were more than willing to lead them into battle. The campaigns went on for years, gradually forcing the kopru farther and farther back within their borders. In time, their empire was simply overrun. Their cities were reduced to rubble, their slaves were freed and added to the invading army, and their citizens were slaughtered wholesale by the bloodthirsty sahuagin. The few surviving kopru fled their ruined cities and went into hiding. 

Once they had soundly defeated the kopru, the aquatic elves and sahuagin fell to bickering over whose contribution to the war had been more valuable. Their alliance fell apart, and in less than a year, the two races were once again sworn enemies. Though a number of sahuagin fought to retain unity within their own race so that it might take the kopru's place as the dominant force of the deep, old rivalries quickly resurfaced and splintered the tribes, diluting their power.

For thousands of years, the kopru have remained in hiding, maintaining small communities and avoiding the races their ancestors had once enslaved. Most of their settlements are built in undersea caves, often near their ancestral homelands. But the powerful magical wards set up by the elves, still in place after all these years, have thus far kept them from entering the ruins of their ancient civilization.

Now, however, it appears that one of the matrons has found a way past the wards and taken up residence within one of the ruined cities. Who can penetrate the occupied city and put an end to the empire-building aspirations of the matron and her followers?

