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Handout 1: Note from Father Thorn 
 
Provide this Handout to those PCs which just completed ABER4-1. 
 
 

Saviors of Tarsith, 
 
Now that you have rested from your ordeal, I 
wish to meet with you to discuss the weapon 
against the dragons that I mentioned 
previously. I ask you to meet me at the Salty 
Wench Tavern in Marrauk in five days time. 
 Marrauk is a desolate city, with whipping sand 
storms. Most inhabitants favor hooded cloaks 
and scarves to cover their mouth and eyes. One 
side benefit of the weather in Marrauk is that 
you will not get strange looks keeping your 
features hidden from others. 
 I look forward to seeing you, and taking 
another step on the path to the end of 
draconic rule! 
 
Father Thorn 
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Handout 2: Note from Father Thorn 
 
Provide this Handout to those PCs which have not played ABER4-1 before. 
 
 

Adventurer, 
 
I hope you can forgive me for being somewhat 
cryptic, as I have information that would be 
devastating if it should fall into the wrong hands. I 
am the leader of a small group of rebels on the 
continent now known as Returned Abeir. Our 
fondest dream is the overthrow of the dragons that 
have ruled our land by terror for many 
generations. Recently I’ve become aware of the 
location of an item that might be able to help turn 
the tide of this conflict. Cultivating numerous 
sources, your name came to my attention as someone 
who would be willing to assist. If you desire to see a 
foreign land, fight dragons, or help a noble cause, I 
ask that you meet me at the Salty Wench Tavern in 
Marrauk in five days time. 
 Marrauk is a desolate city in the Dusk Ports, with 
whipping sand storms. Most inhabitants favor hooded 
cloaks and scarves to cover their mouth and eyes. 
 I look forward to meeting you, and taking 
another step on the path to the end of draconic 
rule 
 
Father Thorn 
 
Included with the note is a ticket for passage to the Dusk Ports from Waterdeep. 
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Handout 3: Note from Father Thorn 
 
Provide this Handout to those PCs which have completed ABER4-1 in the past, but have done other jobs since. 
 
 

Savior of Tarsith, 
 
It’s been quite some time since the events of 
Tarsith. I hope you will remember the 
sacrifices that were made so that you might 
live. If you still wish to honor their sacrifice, 
I ask that you meet me at the Salty Wench 
Tavern in Marrauk in five days time. 
 Marrauk is a desolate city, with whipping sand 
storms. Most inhabitants favor hooded cloaks 
and scarves to cover their mouth and eyes. One 
side benefit of the weather in Marrauk is that 
you will not get strange looks keeping your 
features hidden from others. 
 I look forward to seeing you, and taking 
another step on the path to the end of 
draconic rule 
 
Father Thorn 
 
Included with the note is a ticket for passage to the Dusk Ports from Waterdeep. 
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Handout 4: Beaten Journal 
The following journal entries might shed some light on the path taken, which will assist your efforts. 
 

Tarsakh 9 – Morning 
It’s a fine morning to start on this trek. Soon we will be the 
heroes of a free land! Jonas assures me that his research on the 
Swallowed City is the most comprehensive to date, and that 
we’re sure to find it. Accompanying my brother and I are two 
other pilgrims and four servants. One of the other pilgrims, 
Freidric, is a capable swordsman, as are each of the servants. 
Hopefully their expertise won’t be necessary, but the rumors of 
the dangers of Melabrauth make that wish seem unlikely. 
 
Tarsakh 9 – Evening 
Today’s trek was slow, following the coastline, yet being 
careful never to get too close to the water, for fear of being 
seen from above. The bugs here are entirely too numerous for my 
tastes. It will be a miserable rest.  
 
Tarsakh 10 – Evening 
We lost two of our number today to a foul beast with four 
heads that breathed fire. One of the other pilgrims, Josed, was 
killed before we even knew it was there, and one of the servants 
died trying to fight it off. I don’t even know his name. 
Apparently the creature was sated with its meal of two, for it 
dragged their corpses off and didn’t follow us. 
 
Tarsakh 11 – Morning 
We’ll be leaving the coastline shortly and heading due west into 
the jungle. Jonas tells me this is the furthest west that the 
shoreline goes, and it is the closest it comes to the mountains. 
Apparently he believes the Swallowed City to be in the mountains 
that border Gontal. There are many ruins there; it makes sense.  
 
Tarsakh 11 – Afternoon 
We arrived at the mountain edge and Jonas is now casting a 
couple seeking rituals attempting to learn more information. 
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Tarsakh 11 – Early Evening 
Jonas seems excited, and thinks it’s only a short way to the 
north; we’re heading that way now. He says it maybe two or 
three hours at most.  
 
Tarsakh 11 – Evening 
We’ve found a building, I can’t believe it, is it really Djerad 
Kusold? It’s rather small on the outside, barely more than a 
door that leads into a chamber. Inside are a few simple 
furnishings, rotted from time, and a narrow portal with writing 
on it, some sort of riddle my brother says, dealing with a hero 
of Faerûn who slew a dragon long ago. While he looks, I 
explore the displaced earth and rocks surrounding it. Nothing of 
note, but it is possible that some of these rocks may have once 
been bricks that have been rounded by weather and time.  
 
Tarsakh 13 – Evening 
It’s horrible…my brother is dead, everyone else is dead. I went 
down to one of the mountain streams to get some water for 
cooking the morning of the 12th. When I returned, I heard 
screams. Running around the rocks and trees at the edge of the 
tree line I came upon the most horrid sight. A red dragon was 
tormenting the rest of our group, taunting them to come out. I 
stood for a time, frozen, not knowing what to do. After a 
while, the dragon apparently grew bored as it drew in a deep 
breath and threw fire on Jonas and the others. Sobbing, I ran 
into the jungle and back towards Marrauk, not knowing what 
else to do. I have no food, only a little drinking water, I fear I 
may not make it back alive. Hopefully, if I don’t make it, someone 
will find this journal and return to Djerad Kusold and free our 
people from the bonds of servitude. 


