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Introduction 

• 

reatimrf destmctwn/ cre­
ation/ dt.structicm/ crClltio11/ 
desfmct ion ... 

The cycle con tinued 
unfailingly, as it had for 

the past two years, the maelstrom 
howling its fury in the Gaunt Man's 
laboratory beneath illmound Keep. 

The Gaunt Man himself struggled 
to hold his substance together despite 
the force of the storm. But no sooner 
did he succeed in regaining his form 
than a roar from the maelstrom tore 
him apart again.Just when it looked as 
if he was doomed to de:.truction, his 
body would slowly reform until he 
was whole again. Tiien the entire cycle 
would begin anew. 

Occasionally, the High Lord of 
Orrorsh glared at the small red and 
blue!>liverof eternity shard that one of 
those damnable Storm Knights had 
used to initiate the 1nc:1elstrom.. U he 
could but outlast it, he would be free 
- free to resume his rightful place on 
the throne of bones, free to lead his 
realm to new levels of power. 

High Lord and shard both hung 
suspended in the maelstrom, each at­
tempting to subdue the other. The 
Gaunt Man furrowed his brow and 
hissed his fwy at the shard. He felt a 
new determination not to let some 
overglorified piece of rock get the bet­
ter o( him. 

In yet another bid for ajd, his mind 
sought out Heketon in its special ref­
uge. The Darkness Device's thoughts 
and emotions came to the Gaunt Man, 
but rather than offering help or ad­
vice, the Device merelv ''sat back" like 
some cruel father watching his son 
drowning, curious to see if the child 
would !;ave hlmself or be overcome. 
Such was the only reaction Heketon 
had ever given the trapped High Lord. 

His Device's indifference and mali­
cious curiosity dramed the last of the 
Gaunt Man's patience and fueled his 
fury anew. With an awesome display 
of willpower, he reached out for the 
shard, which hung but a few tantaliz­
ing centimeters from his grasp. To the 

High Lord's amazement, he found he 
could actually move his hand in the 
directionoftheoffendingobject,some­
thing he had been unable to manage 
for two years. Could it be that the 
shard was ... weakening? 

Bolstered by thi!> modest success, 
the Gaunt Man tried again. Slowly, 
slowly bis fingers closed the short dis­
tance, though lo the Gaunt Man it 
seemed the void between cosms. 
Closer .. . closer ... closer ... 

A loud shnek of painfuJ triumph 
electrified the air as the Gaunt Man 
grasped the sliver of the Heart of Coy­
ote. The shard immediately fought 
back, releasing all of its Apeiros­
granted energy into its enemy. 

The Gaunt Man felt the shard's 
power attempting to injure him from 
within. Ignoring the pain, the High 
Lord began to literally choke the life 
out of the sliver. Possibilities bled from 
the stone at an even faster rate and 
werehungrilydevouredbytheGaunt 
Man, whogrewstrongerwitbeachbit 
of energy consumed. As hegrew stron­
ger, he drained more and more possi­
bilities, while the shard grew weaker 
and weaker still. 

Finally, the shard was defeated. ln 
a blinding flash of red and blue light, 
the maelstrom vanished, dropping the 
Gaunt Man to the stone floor. He took 
some satisfaction from the fact that he 
had landed on his feet, seeing it as a 
good omen for the future. 

The sliver, now fully drained of 
possibilities, hit the floor with a dull 
thud Now, it was only a uselesschunk 
of red and blue veined rock. The Gaunt 
Man drew back his booted foot and 
kicked theoffendingstone. ltskittered 
across the lab floor and came to rest in 
the ruins of the Gaunt Man's possibil­
ity-sorting device. 

Regaining his composure, he 
brushed himselfoff, picked up his cane 
and surveyed his surroundings. The 
chamber was littered with the debris 
of his machine - much good that had 
done him! Turning away from the ru­
ins, the Gaunt Man's eye alighted on 

lnt:rod uction 

his enchanted mirror, Wicked. hang· 
ing on the wall. 

lnhalingand relishing a deep breath 
of the fear-tainted air of Orrorsh, the 
Gaunt Man walked around the cham­
ber, taking in every detail. He struggled 
to sort out the images and memories 
he had experienced during his struggle 
in the maelstrom. There was Kurst's 
betrayaJ, Kane's failure, and those 
damnedStonn Knights that had locked 
him in that humiliating state for ... 
how long? 

\Vhile in the maelstrom, time had 
lost all meaning for the Gaunt Man_ 
All he could remember was whatevt!f 
his barely functioning five sen~ had 
been able to tell him. The image of 
Thratchen gloating over his predica­
ment was the most prominent 
memory. 

The Gaunt Man strode to Wicked, 
rasping "Show me the present," in a 
voice like dead leaves skittering across 
the floor of a crypt. Wicked shlfted 
and blurred and revealed Jakarta, In­
donesia to its mac;ter. Using the power 
derived from the shard, the Gaunt Man 
extended his scru.es and looked about 
the city. Foc:ll!>ing in on a newst.and, he 
examined the date on a paper's mast­
head. 

''Two years," he muttered. "A blink 
of an eye when compared to my 
lifespan, but a Jong time when one has 
plans for this cosm." He turned his 
back on Wicked and began to pace, 
letting the implications of his long 
absence from the war sink in. Then he 
spun on his heel and shouted at the 
mirror, ''Show me Thratchen, that 
damned, pathetic. armor-plated gar­
goyle!" 

Obediently, the mirror presented a 
picture of Thratchen. The techno-de­
mon was consorting with others of his 
kind in a large city in North America. 

"Tharkoldu? How can this be?" the 
Gaunt Man wondered aloud. Then hjs 
skeletal face grew dark with growing 
realization and fury. "Wicked! Show 
me the realms on Earth! NOW!" 

For the next hour, a collage of im-
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ages played acroS5 the surface of the 
occult artifact. Events and personali­
ties flashed across the silver pane. The 
Gaunt Man hissed as he saw Uthorion 
routed by Storm Knights and the forces 
of the Light and forced to take refuge 
in the form of a dragon. 

··~y tmstr,l lieutenant!" the Gaunt 
Man said, inlu~ing the words ~vtth 
polSOnouscontempL "M y mcompetent 
lieutenant is more appropriate!" 

The scene shifted again to show a 
s tunningly beautiful woman clad in 
ebon armor leading a charge against 

4 

Ardinay's armies. The Gaunt Man 
watched closely, but said nothing. 

Again, the mirror shimmered and 
the Gaunt Man found himself eaves­
dropping on a meeting of the 
Cyberpapal College of Cardinals. He 
could hear their fearful whispers, their 
worries that Malraux was losing sup­
port both here and in Magna Verita 
They were silenced when the 
Cyberpope walked in, his flesh now 
mixed with steel implants. The Gaunt 
Man smiled thjnly, wondering if per­
haps Malraux had been influenced by 

Thratchen's '1ook." 
"Has that pompous cleric begun to 

emulate the techno-demons ?" he said 
aloud. 

Assuming the question begged an 
answer, Wicked obediently showed 
Malraux descending the maelstrom 
bridge to Earth. The Gaunt Man saw 
his ally being attacked by Dr Hachi 
Mara-Two and becoming something 
entirely new - a Cyberpope. 

"And even with this incredible tech­
nology, he struggles to expand his 
boundaries!" the Gaunt Man said, 
shaking his head. 

The High Lord's frustration grew 
as he beheld hundreds of edeinos ac­
tively battling Baruk Kaah, while natu­
ral disasters of all sorts rocked the 
Eastern Land. "Scaled idiot," he mut­
tered in disgust. "He cannot even con­
trol his own pleasure-seeking reptile 
scum!" 

Perhaps fearing to show the Gaunt 
Man any more failures, Wicked pre­
sented an image of 3327 plotting fur­
ther expansions in America. inter­
spersed ·with this were images of 
Nippon agents battling Orrorshan 
horrors. 

"Wealth-seeking, materialis tic, un­
cultured barbarian," the Gaunt Man 
said, dismissively. "l should have 
known better than to recuit a glorified 
merchant." He added a silent promise 
that the Nippon High Lord would pay 
for daring to challenge the horror 
realm. 

"Thratchen, Kanawa, J<aah. l am 
craftingquitealistof peoplewhomust 
needs be .. . disciplined." 

Seemingly oblivious to the Gaunt 
Man's comment, Wicked continued 
the spectacle, showing Dr. Mobius' 
tremendous progress. Finally, the 
Gaunt Man allowed himself to be im­
pressed. He even let out a ghoulish 
cackle as he reflected on the fact that 
the most successful High Lord was 
also arguably the most insane. The 
irony was delicious. 

Pressing Wicked for more informa­
tion, he was treated to a display of the 
Nile High Lord's major victories and 
defeats. At one point, he cried, "Wu­
Han has reformed? That is asea change 
that shan't last long!" 

Still, Wicked was not finished. He 
showed the Gaunt Man another realm, 
one populated by handsome people 
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and odd beasts, all bearing technology 
more advanced than even Malraux's.. 
TheGauntMan'ssm.ilewasacold one 
- he knew of these Akashans, but had 
not expected to see them on Earth. 

"So Manwaring failed me," he said, 
making a mental note to punish the 
vampyre. "Very well, then. We shall 
see how long these beings can stand 
before the most powerful emotion in 
the cosmverse: fear. And if their ma­
chmes live as well, then they too can 
know terror To me, all fear tastes the 
same." 

Wicked moved on to show techncr­
demons wandering through a large 
oty TheGaunt M.m was perhaps most 
surprised by this sight - the 
Tharkokdu had failed in their attempt 
to invade Earth. Or had they? 

"Show me Kranod!" he com­
manded. The High Lord of Orrorsh 
detested mysteries, unless he was the 
one who crafted them. 

Wicked gave its master a bnef 
glimpse of the rotting corpse of a 
techno-demon. Then it showed a hu­
man woman, one adorned with the 
same sort of equipment as Mara-Two, 
and she stood beside Malgest. 

The Gaunt Man bellowed in evil 
mirth. "So that is what has happened! 
The fool failed in lus invasion and lost 
his Darkness Device to that woman! 
Splendid! She will be far easier to con­
trol - new to the power she now 
wields. An alliance may be in order." 

He eyed the image of Jezrael more 
closely. "Yes, and perhaps it is time I 
took a mate once more. One who is not 
so ... fragile." 

In quick succession, Wicked 
showed the current whereabouts of 
the Hellion Court members and the 
Nightmares, followed by some of the 
more prominent Storm Knights who 
had arisen in the past tv.ro years. When 
it was done, the Gaunt Man sat down 
on hts throne rested his head on his 
steepled fingers and began to ponder. 

After a few moments, he whispered, 
"Render Heketon unto me." 

ln the mirror's heart, there appeared 
a gaping maw lined with razor-sharp 
teeth. The Gaunt Man arose, reached 
into the mouth and emerged with the 
glowing black heart which was his 
Darkness Dev1ce. 

''So you saw fit to withhold your 
aid from me?" 

The heart pulsed as if in answer. 
"Yes, 1 realiz.e that you could have 

allowed Thratchen to find you, but r 
know you too well, 'old friend.' De­
spite his strength and his talent for 
treachery, he is still not the stuff of 
which a High Lord is made. In the 
future, you would do well to remem­
ber who is your rightful master!" 

TheheartpuJsedagaininhis hands. 
"Changing the subject, are we? A 

traitor?lnmycourt?"TheGauntMan 
appeared genuinely surpris~d. 

"Wicked! Show me my false-hearted 
servant!" 

The mirror obeyed, revealing an 
image of General Avery Wellington 
poring over some occult texts. '1n­
dced. My 'honorable' courtier has de­
cided to take advantage of my .. ab­
sence in order to seize power for him­
self? Wellington -gone from soldier 
to scholar? T would never have sus­
pected! And here t thought that the 
combination of the rigid, unimagina­
tive Victorian mind and the repres5i ve 
restrictionsof nul1tary life would keep 
hlm loyal tome. Th is situation must be 
corrected." 

The Gaunt Man left the room, deep 
in thought. With his disappearance, 
much of what had d welled in the Keep 
had wandered away. Many of the 
rooms were ruined, courtesy of 
Thratchen's fruitless search for 
Heketon. 

''This will not do," the Gaunt Man 
said to Heketon, gesturing all about 
him. "Repair. Replenish. Redesign." 

Immediately, furniture began to 
reassemble itself, walls "healed" of 
their cracks and scars and floors be­
camelevel once more. For miles around 
Illmound, the dead rose from their 
graves and burial pits as numerous 
Waiting Village spirits entered their 
bodies, altered them, and began to 
shuffle toward the Keep. 

Reflecting on his setback at the 
hands of Kurst and Mara, the Gaunt 
Man wondered if perhaps Illmound 
was too easy to breach. At his mental 
command, rooms shifted position and 
walls appeared where none had been 
before until he was well and truly 
satisfied. 

The one chamber which did not 
change was that of Basjas, the 
arachnidan member of the Hellion 
Court. Entering, the Gaunt Man no-

lntroduc:tion 

ticed dozens of human-shaped 
bundles of spider silk hanging from 
the ceiling. The High Loni was pleased 
to see that Basjas. at least, was doing 
her part to spread fear. 

"All hail the power of the Torg!" 
said a statuesque, beautiful woman as 
she approached the High Lord . "He 
who has defeated the power of Apeiros 
and now walks again to reclaim his 
throne!" 

"Eloquent as always, Basjas,'' the 
Gaunt Man said with pleasure. "Dur­
ing my ... inconn>nience, l was aware 
of your secret \•isits. I saw ho'-' you 
wished to help and your frustration at 
your powerlessness. Your loyalty will 
be rewarded, my dear." 

"The only reward l seek is the chance 
to spill Thratchen's blood," she hissed. 

"Once my plans have been com­
pleted, 1 will allow you to begin yours 
against that traitorous techno-demon,'' 
he replied. "As well as have you pay 
visits to some of the more restless 

ightmares, if only to remind them 
where true power in Orrorsh lies." 

"Sconce and Maletretius have been 
plotting to seize a larger share of power 
in Orrorsh!" the woman said. 

"Yes, yes, so Wicked has told me," 
the Gaunt Man answered s moothly. 
''Hence your visits. If they do not re­
ceive you well, you may help them on 
their wa}' to the Waiting Village." 

Basp.s' eyes gleamed v.'1th wicked 
anticipation.. "I am ready tosen·e you, 
master .. in any way you desire,'' she 
whispered, her fingers toying with the 
laces on her flimsy gown. 

"So 1 see," the High Lord replied. 
"Prepare your plans of vengeance, 
Basjas. l shall inform you when to set 
the wheels in motion." And he was 
gone. 

As he walked back to his labora­
tory, the Lord oflllmound Keep shook 
his head Why did his female allies, 
beings such as Sabathina and Basjas, 
feel compelled to make romanticover­
tures toward him? 

"When have I ever shown any in­
terest in such things?" he muttered 
aloud as ltls footsteps echoed down 
the halls of the Keep. "Even my wife 
never felt my touch ... save for when I 
killed her," he added hastily. 

After moving Wicked to hlS tea 
room, he used it to make contact with 
Parok, his ravagon lieutenant His in-
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stnictions were simple: come to 
Illmound wilh a dozen of the Dark 
Hunters. and tell no one. 

While he a"'-aited their arrival, an­
other potential problem occurred to the 
Gaunt Man.Storml<nightshad checked 
tumoncewtthanetemityshard-some­
th:mg must be dune to prevent such a 
thing from happening again. He walked 
to his library and began paging through 
ponderous volumes of occult Jore, seek­
ing an answer. 

'1 wish a defense against eternity 
shards," he intoned, reading from a 
large book bound with human flesh. 
'1 will create an occult talisman that 
will protect me from eterruty shards. ( 
will use a piece of a shard to create the 
talisman. I Wiii research a rituaJ to 
enchant the shard which will create 
the talisman. The talisman will protect 
me from shards for as long as 1 am 
within lllmound Keep." 

The Gaunt Man pauS<..>d in his re­
search as Parok, warlord of the 
ravagons, en1ered the library, bov..ing 
low. Behind him, a dozen ravagons 
knelt before the man they believed to 
be the Sixth Prophet of their religion. 

'"My lord!" Parok hissed. "We 
thought you were lost! This is indeed 
a joyous day! lf you now desire that I 
destroy Thratchen -" 

"Thratchen can wait," the High 
Lord answered . "Anse, faithful one, 
you and your kin. I knew your loyalty 
would never waver." 

"We live to serve, lord .. 
·As it shouJd be.'' the Gaunt Man 

said, noddingwithsatisfaction. "Now, 
Parok, heed me: I require stormers 
and Ords.dead or alive, it matters not 
I require perhaps two dozen of each. 

"Su.rely, many of my so-called al· 
lies havt;-sent their agents lo my realm 
to see if 1 had met \.yjth my demise. 
Seek out and fetch these stormers. Take 
your vict1ms from all areas of Orrorsh_ 
Tell no one who sent you, lest I con­
sign you to eternal damnation, for I 
shalt disC'over any treachery. Now go!" 

As the creatures bowed and de­
parted, the Gaunt Man returned torus 
work, taking no nourishment save for 
the possibilities that Heketon fod to 
him. 

The moon had passed through aJJ 
of its phases when the Gaunt Man 
finaJJy emerged from Lhe library . 
Clutching the scroll with its occult 
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ritual written in Stormer blood, the 
triumphant High Loni strode into his 
laboratory and began creating the tal­
isman, using a small piece of the Heart 
ofCoyoteasthemaincomponent. The 
Gaunt Man cackJed with delight The 
object which had made his life miser­
able for the past two years would now 
becomehisdefenseagainstsuchathing 
ever happening again! 

A week later, the ravagons returned 
from theirgnslymission,bearingtwenty 
dead Ords, twenty dead Storm Knights, 
and six live ones. TheGaWttMan never 
left his work. but instead orderedParok 
to imprison the six lh-eStonnJ<nights in 
lhe dungeons, and to stack the dead 
bodies in the laboratory. 

The remaining ravagons were or­
dered toguardtheI<eep,fortheGaunt 
Man did not require thdll to seek out 
more Storm Knights. Many of the 
realms were sending groups of Storm 
Knights into the Orrorshan realm to 
ascertain the Gaunt Man's condition.. 
Many o( those Knights wound up at 
lllmound. No, the ravagons did not 
need to fly anymore Stormers, good 
and evil, entered filmound in search of 
answers. Nom.? ever left. 

F"mally, the talisman was complete. 
The neck chain was made of the finger 
bones of dead Storm Knights. The 
amulet which held the eternity shard 
was a portion of a human skull, carved 
into the shape of the Carredon's head, 
\.vtth the shard mounted in its mouth. 
With a nod of satisfaction, the Gaunt 
Man put on the necklace and placed 
his cloak over it, so that it would be 
hidden from the casual observer. 

Leaving his lab, the Gaunt Man met 
Parok. who bowed and said, "Loni, 
how can we serve you now?" 

The Gaunt Man raised his head and 
stared at the ceiling in thought. "For 
the nonce, nothing. I must name some 
new Nightmares to the Hellion Court, 
plus a staff for the Keep. However, I 
need one of your strongest people, a 
true warrior, who you feel can obey 
precise orders and is not afraid to die 
serving me. Someone whose strength 
lies in his sinews, not his mental facul· 
ties." 

'1know the one to serve you, Lord!" 
Parok replied, grinning evilly as he 
thought of a particular ravagon who 
wished to supplant him but was being 
rather circumspect in his plans. "May 

I ask what he is to do?'' 
The Gaunt Man grinned wide, 

stretching thin the skin across his skel­
etal face, his eyes glowing red with 
malice. "l wish him to deliver an invi­
tation to a group of Storm Knights in 
Jakarta~ But he must do it in a partiru­
lar manner." 

"An invitation to Storm Knights?" 
Parok's expression betrayed his sur-
prise. 

"Why, yes, Parok!" the Gaunt \.fan 
answered sarcastically. /1 After all, 
those accursed stormers seem to have 
so much success these days, I fee1 that 
I should recrwt some myself. Now 
hearken, for here is what I want your 
ravagon warrior to do ... " 

As the Gaunt Man explained his 
plan, the haJlsoflllmound shook with 
the e\'1.l laughter of both beings. 

A High Lord 
Resurrected 

Tl1eGa1mt Man Returns is an adven­
ture for Torg; Roleplayi11g 111e PossibzJ. 
ity Wars. You must have the boxed 
game to play this adventure, as well as 
lh.e Orrorsll sourcebook. 

Adventures for Torg O«Ur in the 
Near Now, where seven different re­
alities and their High Lords have in­
vaded Earth. Themightiestof theHigh 
Lords, and the instigator of the Possi­
bilil) Warson Earth, is theGauntMan, 
ruler of a realm built on fear. Trapped 
m a maelstrom by Storm Knights (see 
the Torgnovel trilogy), lheGaunt Man 
is about to return to the fray. 

WARNING; Thisadventurethrusts 
lhe Storm Knights into an extremely 
perilous situation in perhaps the most 
dangerous of realms. It is recom­
mended for experienced players 

Adventure 
Background 

For most of the first two years of the 
Possibility Wars, the Gaunt Man has 
been trapped in a maelstrom wilh an 
eternity shard, the Heart of Coyote. 
Oanng that period, lus body has been 
continually torn apart and reas· 
sembled by the power of the reality 
storm In his place, Thratchen, a 
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