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The following text is transcribed from the speaking of Vasdenjas, a most noble and 
intelligent dragon. I have written down his words almost without alteration, adding my own 
comments and clarifications only as appropriate. In the immense bestiary described in this 
volume, the dragon included certain creatures that I might have left out as inconsequential, 

had I been the sole author; I did not feel inclined, however, to question the judgment of 
so powerful a patron and so have written of evey creature about which he spoke. For 

ease of use, I have organized the creatures into alphabetical order; Vasdenjas, however, 
spoke of them as he happened to think of them. I have left his words virtually untouched 

by the editor’s pen, as I found his rambling style of speaking most entertaining.
—By the Hand of Tiabdjin the Knower, Scribe of the Great 

Libray of Throal and First Scholar of the Khavro’am

To the small folk of Barsaive, Vasdenjas the Mas-
ter of Secrets extends most cordial greetings. (For 
those who recognize my Name, yes, I am that Vas-
denjas, the one called the Terrible. I would remind 
you, however, that the cattle farmers on the great 
Scythan plains first called me that in their anger 
over losing their herds to my appetite—as if a 
dragon has not as much right to eat as any other 
Namegiver! As for the name Eater of Cities, that 
label is completely unjustified. I have eaten but one 
city in all my centuries of existence.)

I have read a certain book, titled An Explorer’s 
Guide to Barsaive, which claims to accurately de-
scribe the wonders and perils of Barsaive for the 
edification of travelers and adventurers. It is my sad 
duty to inform its authors that their opus is rid-
dled with grievous errors and woeful inaccuracies, 
more than a few of which might cost you weaker 
folk to lose life or limb. (Shocking, it is, how little 
you know of the creatures with whom you share 
breathing space. But then, how much might one 
really expect mere dwarfs to know? I should not 
blame you too much for your lapses, I suppose…
after all, your small brains cannot hold much in-
formation…You’re scowling, Tiabdjin. Is the smell 
of the fresh meat bothering you again? No? [Here 
Vasdenjas paused.] Oh, dear. I am sorry…I did not 
mean to speak slightingly of your people. Why, some 

of my dearest friends have been dwarfs. Indeed, the 
dwarf race does very well within its limitations…
oh, please. Don’t look like that. I really am sorry. 
Shall we continue with the preface?)

For any adventurer who wishes to preserve a 
whole skin (or for any Namegiver with anything 
like decent curiosity), consider this volume my gift. 
It contains several centuries’ worth of my own vast, 
personal knowledge of the flora and fauna of Bar-
saive and beyond, most ably transcribed by the ex-
cellent scholar, Tiabdjin the Knower.

I consider myself reasonably well read, and my trav-
els have given me knowledge of many things, but upon 
meeting Vasdenjas in his mountain lair I felt near-
er to being an unschooled child again than I have in 
many years. The dragon later told me that his reptil-
ian peers consider him small and weak by compari-
son with them, but he remains the largest and most 
terrifying being I have ever laid eyes on. Were it not 
for my desperate desire to glimpse the famed Un-
winding the Mysteries of Mana—the dragon had 
induced me to come by sending me a page from that 
long-lost magical tome—I would no doubt have run 
screaming for my life back down the rocky slopes of 
Wyrmspire. As it was, only Vasdenjas’ ample store 
of elven brandy gave me sufficient calm to speak co-
herently to him rather than to simply stand before 
him and shake.

Chapter 1:  
Preface
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Chapter 1: Preface

Master Tiabdjin has served well as my scribe for 
the past three years, and I feel certain that this vol-
ume will contain few (if any) inaccuracies. As a 
token of my benevolent feelings for you, my small-
er cousins, I bequeath these writings to the Great 
Library of Throal with only the following stipu-
lation: that my Name and proper title, Master of 
Secrets, appear on the front of the bound volume. 
I should like them to be at least a hand’s breadth 
high, worked in gold leaf

and outlined in copper gilt…well embellished, 
too, befitting such a princely present as my accu-
mulated wisdom.

I shall trust those at the Great Library to choose 
the artisan…I am digressing again, aren’t I? I can 
tell by the look on your face, Tiabdjin. It seems 
I learn as swiftly as ever. My fellow dragons all 
know I can out-think them. Jealous, that’s what 
they are…[Here Vasdenjas cleared his throat—
sounding very much like a thunderstorm—and, 
with a somewhat abashed look, proceeded.]

This volume includes my discourses on many of 
the immense variety of creatures I have encoun-
tered, from the present day all the way back to the 
distant time when little magic existed in this world. 
(Skeptical Tiabdjin—you don’t believe me when I 
tell you that once upon a time no magic existed in 
the world. It is true, nonetheless.) I have observed 
many areas of Barsaive that to you small folk re-
main unexplored wilds, and so this volume con-
tains valuable information on creatures you might 
expect to meet in less civilized regions. Because I 
wish this book to be of specific use to Barsaive’s 
bold explorers and travelers, rather than of inter-
est only to students of natural history, almost all 
of the creatures I describe are the extremely dan-
gerous species of our land. Wise readers may learn 
how to avoid these hazards when they can—and 
how to fight them off only if they must.

I include one last reminder to the prospective 
traveler or the would-be adventurer in the grip of 
wanderlust. Even I, with my enormous strength 
and formidable powers, treat many of these crea-
tures with a healthy respect. If a dragon gives these 
beasts a wide berth, then certainly so should you 
weak and fragile denizens of this land.

Most people of my acquaintance react badly to drag-
ons—those who do not fear them dislike them because 
they often seem arrogant. As a counter to the unpleas-
ant view of dragons espoused by so many of my fellow 
Namegivers, I relate my own experiences with Vas-
denjas, whom I found most cordial and friendly (if a 
bit lacking in insight as to the needs of Namegivers 
other than himself ).

As soon as I arrived in the vast cave that was his 
lair, he offered me fine elven brandy to put me at my 
ease. After I had drunk a flagon and a half (the first 
downed in as close to a single gulp as elven liquor 
will permit, the second sipped with greater apprecia-
tion), Vasdenjas sociably joined me in a light repast 
consisting of several sheep as he told me his purpose 
in bringing me to Wyrmspire. He was so kind as to 
roast with his own breath the bits of mutton he of-
fered me—his own portion he devoured raw, after 
killing the unfortunate snack with a single blow of 
his talons. I admit I found the bleating of the fright-
ened sheep unnerving, but Vasdenjas no sooner no-
ticed this than he magnanimously killed the rest of 
his meal at once. As most dragons prefer their meat 
as freshly killed as possible, it was most civil of him 
not to insist on slaughtering each sheep as he ate it.

He also exerted himself to provide me with accommo-
dations to my liking, shaping a dwarf-sized bed from 
a pile of gold coins. It is true that cold metal is not the 
most comfortable substance on which to sleep, partic-
ularly when strewn with precious gemstones (which 
the dragon had intended as a special nicety), but my 
host meant so well by his efforts that I had not the 
heart to correct him.

He did notice, after several hours of our discourse, 
that I was turning blue with cold, and inquired deli-
cately as to how he might ease my discomfort. When 
I suggested a blanket, he took up an uneaten sheep 
carcass, stripped it of its skin with a single stroke, 
and most politely blew hot breath on it to cure it be-
fore handing it to me. It stank dreadfully, but Vas-
denjas was so clearly delighted with his contribution 
to my comfort that I accepted his offering with as lit-
tle distaste as I could manage.

Within the limits of his understanding—surely sim-
ilar to our own—Vasdenjas behaved in a manner hos-
pitable enough to be worthy of a dwarf.
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Basilisk
The basilisk is an annoying creature, able to do 

damage far out of proportion to its size. An ugly 
thing, it looks like a cross between a garden snake 
and a lizard no bigger than my forearm.

A more specific description of its size might be help-
ful to readers.

More specific? I know exactly how long my fore-
arm is … ah, I take your point.

A basilisk grows about four feet long. Drab-look-
ing things, they’re usually grayish or brown, 
with no distinguishing features save for a gray, 
roosterlike comb atop their heads. Some schol-
ars claim the basilisk resembles the cocka-
trice—don’t believe them. A basilisk 
no more looks like a cockatrice than 
I look like a basilisk. All right, 
it looks a bit like a cockatrice, 
but not much. Some folk 
also think basilisks 
and dragons are kin, 
though I can’t imagine 
why. As if such mag-
nificent beings as drag-
ons could have anything 
in common with dull little 
lizards! Of course, that’s not to 
say they’re beneath notice. Quite the con-
trary. Basilisks may be drab, but they are 
quite dangerous (even to dragons!).

Did I say the basilisk has only one distin-
guishing feature? It has two: the comb and its 
beady eyes. The eyes glow with a fierce white 
light, which might save a lucky adventurer from 
destruction if he spots the glow and has the sense 
to run. He had best run fast, however; the glow 
is only visible at night, and after dark a basilisk can 
kill almost any creature with one glance. During the 
day, sunlight obscures the basilisk’s eyelight. It can 
still kill you, but only if you’re standing close to it. 
The knowledgeable woodsman has a slim chance of 
turning the basilisk’s power against it. Like its hap-
less victims, the creature cannot withstand its own 
sight. If you can reflect a basilisk’s eyelight back at 
it, the nasty beast will die. To perform such a feat 
and stay alive is no simple task, but I have known 
those who managed.

I have heard tales of adventurers who met a basilisk; 
most died before they realized what was killing them. 
The only device that I have ever heard of being used 
successfully against one was an elaborate set of mirrors 
placed in the path of a hunting basilisk by a brave—
or foolhardy—adventurer.

The basilisk hunts by night, crawling out of its cave 
at twilight. (This habit proves they are not dragon-
kin—dragons hunt whenever we please!) At twi-

light they are most dangerous, driven to 
hunt by ravenous hunger. Travelers 

in the northern regions of Bar-
saive, where night falls ear-
lier and lasts longer, should 
take the greatest care not to 
become a meal for one of 

these loathsome pests.
I knew a man once—thought 

basilisks were close kin to my kind, the 
fool—who mistakenly believed that 

basilisks are vulnerable in their 
lairs. Because many dragons 
sleep in our lairs, and might 
(by the foolhardy) be consid-
ered vulnerable to attack when 
slumbering, the fool of whom 

I speak thought that basi-
lisks also slept in their 

lairs and believed he 
might more easily kill 

a sleeping one. He was 
right in one thing—basi-

lisks do sleep in their lairs. But 
unlike most creatures, they sleep with their 

eyes open, lighting up the small caves as if 
with a hundred candles. My acquaintance, upon 
entering the beast’s lair, met the full glare of its 
eyes and … [Here Vasdenjas made a gesture that 
I interpreted as the dragon equivalent of a shrug.]

Because of its powerful killing glare, the basi-
lisk rarely needs to fight its enemies and so often 
travels into dangerous places in search of food. If 
the basilisk runs into anything hostile, it tries to 
kill its opponent—and it usually succeeds. If it 
cannot kill its opponent—because the sunlight is 
strong enough to mask its glare or the opponent 
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