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EXPLORE THE 10TH LEVEL OF MAGIC.

Only the most powerful characters are destined to

rule Athas. Warriors with vast armies of followers
campaign for glory; rogues become masters of illusory
magic to further their deadly schemes; spellcasters who
can also master psionics open whole new tomesqof
magic available only to them—the most poypferful

spells ever! And not only do they gain greater
magic, the spellcasters take on entirely Tew
forms when they advance beyond
20th level—clerics can attain
elemental form; preservers .
mutate into magnificent o
avangions; defilers

can actua”y transform

into dragons themselvagt Learn of these
advanced beingsathe new magical spells
available toghem; plus new psianic devotions
and organizationsdmilitary vehicles and
apmy lists,\@hd More, allWifhin the

pages of Dragon Kings!
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As | put the finishing touches to this volume, it
occurs to me that it has been more than two years
since design on the DARK SUN™ campaign be-
gan in earnest. For two years, pretty much every day
saw a new idea pop up, another fall by the wayside,
and a dozen questions get answered. In this book,
I’m committing to paper the last of the original con-
cepts we envisioned so long ago. For Athas, it is the
end of the beginning.

But where is the DARK SUN setting going, and
how does this book fit into that scheme?

The overriding design philosophy for support
products is simple: concentrated campaign deve
ment. If you're waiting for maps of the entire wor
of Athas, or campaign supplements that take us to
the far side of the Sea of Silt and beyond, don’t
hold your breath, ’cause they're not comi
for a while. We're concentrating on what

it up with slave tribes, mercha
ers, and more. The DA
ture is bright, but for
within the existing ¢

en new bodies, when they
dexperience. We originated all
on in the design of the DARK
, but we kept them out of the original
reasons. First, they wouldn’t all fit.
idn’t want to give away the secrets re-
e first DARK SUN novel, The Verdant
Passage. (If you haven’t read the novel yet, be
warned that this book spoils its surprises!)

The second, less obvious reason to present rules

SeCOﬂC‘],

for the highest-level characters is rooted in overall

campaign development. I'm a firm believer that the

macro-forces of a campaig
tone for even the lo
“trickle-down”’ theo
fiction world, th

races set the sta

e magical spell, one that takes years to pre-
yare and wipes out entire cities or nations. Whole
dventures can revolve around casting such magic
or preventing its casting.

The existing 9th-level AD&D® game wizard
spells do the same old stuff, just bigger and better:
They protect the wizard from being killed by a big-
ger monster. To me, it’s just not epic. Casting a spell
that erases a mountain range—now that’s magic!

Do [ expect lots of DARK SUN campaigns to
become high-level campaigns? Do | want player
characters unleashing 10th-level spells at one an-
other as soon as tl'ley open this book?

No. But I do expect players to have something
more to strive for, and | expect DMs to have every-
thing they need to evolve a complete array of power-
ful NPC:s for their little corner of Athas.

Obviously, use of player characters who have
advanced beyond 20th level dictates a somewhat dif-
ferent role-playing style. These characters are usually
people of great reputation who have many fantastic
accomplishments to their credit and can challenge any
foe or situation. More mundane adventures, such as
searching for small treasures or taking iobs as merce-
naries, become less important to the mega-characters.




Their attentions should instead turn to more city- or
region-sweeping epics, such as the search for lost an-
cient civilizations, stru between large armies or
nations, or quests for lost magical knowledge that can
win a throne! Encourage high-level characters to use
their talents toward lofty ends—what's the point of ad-
vancing to 25th level if all you’'re going to do is pen
scrolls all day?

Note, though, that in the DARK SUN™ world,
no one gains fantastic levels anonymously. In the
FORGOTTEN REALMS® campaign setting, a
wizard might go from 20th to 30th level and hardly
be noticed by the general populace, but I wa
something different for Athas.

No DARK SUN world character can escape the
consequences of superior experience. With the ex-
ception of the rogues, l'ligl'l-level characters
victims of their own success. Fighters
selves heading huge armies, like it or n
dragons and avangions have nothing bu
and psionicists must either join
zation or be hunted by it. In te
is this fair? Given that eac
tages, it all evens out i
nothing on Athas is

thank Zeb
."Robert King
Troy Denning and
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Legends of Athas

Athas has no gods, but despite this—or perhaps
because of it—it has legends and myths aplenty.
Every village, oasis, and city-state neighborhood
spawns its collection of tales. Most carry valuable
lessons for survival, such as ways to survive with little
water or avoid predators. Some, propagated by the
templars, give instruction in polite conduct. Many
more, whispered in secret, tell how a hero gained
revenge against a templar or sorcerer-king.

A few legends are even funny, for when not strug-
gling to survive, every Athasian enjoys laughter.
The humor, though, is almost always cruel, a jest at
the expense of some detested rival race or class.
Some typical legends follow.

The Drunken Half-Giant

In a village south of Raam lived a

so no one bothered him
inebriation—no one but his b

said.
But Junnai replie

at the inn every evenin

until the inn

navagreed. That evening he
of his beloved ale before

elven runner found Junnai sitting,
the road back to his village, he
y to enquire. - ‘Normally I can find my
ing the middle road of the three blurry

ee, Junnai said. ‘‘But this evening | drank
but one tankard of ale, so [ see only two fuzzy roads

before me.”’
“Isee,” said the elf. *‘I can help you see the third

Thoialf sl

?_Joacl-, friend. Herg,_ ' drink this.”’

Junnai a bottle of brew. Th
gratefu!ly downed t[’uﬁls gi

path and contmued

ing Junnai. He
poisoned, his pos
all around.

akla wllage stands a temple ruin,
one of many elven attacks. All that

respect for her father

ay, as she visited the temple, a great sand-
lew up. Hating to see the statue damaged
rther, she wrapped her own shawl around it while
waiting out the storm. A drake happened by, and
(as this was back in the days when drakes were quite
intelligent and polite) he stopped to observe.

When the storm let up, he inquired of the daugh-
ter, ‘' Damsel, why do you give your own robes to the
image, an image of simple stone, that cannot feel
the sting of airborne sands?’’

The daughter was startled but composed herself
before replying. “‘If it were but stone, mighty drake,
then how could it answer my prayers and those of
my fatl'ter?’ :

Never had the drake heard such wisdom, not
even from the spirits that counseled it. The drake
returned often to visit the daughter on her daily
trips, and in time came to love her. So taken was he
that he sought out a wizard to alter his form. Then
he went to visit the daughter as a human.

The daughter shared his love. and the two founcl-
ed a vill_age of their own beyond the mountains.
Their offspring, it is said, share the wisdom of their

‘mother and the ferocious strength of their father. To
this day, any child who displays both attributes is i
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often termed a ‘‘drake’s child.”

Arkhold’s Devastation
The dwarves of Balic say the ruins of Arkhold

were once a farming village. Its troubles started in a
Year of Priest’s Vengeance, when Thorlin, a ruler of
uncommon power and cruelty, claimed to hear ““the
high voices from the moons.’ He said the two
moons, Rul and Guthay, commanded him to visit
them and receive their wisdom.

Thorlin flew into the sky with a magical device of
some kinci—variously, a iozhai-drawn chariot, a net
carried by air elementals, or (one of the most bizarre
touches in Athasian mytl'lology) a spoon. He re-
turned a year later with “‘a wild and burning eye.‘ '

Thorlin urged the villagers to burn their cropssin
great bonfires, then sacrifice all livestock. This, he
said, would bring prosperity to the village, So it was
done.

After the devastating famine that fo].lowecl, Survi-

vors left for all parts of Athag. Wothing reafdins of
the village of Arkholda exceptigulins. Se say the
dwarves.

Unc]e Tontor: A Wyrm,s lee

Elf merchants arountd the Lost Oasis believe (or
claim to believe) that g @he has evagseen young or
small silk wyrms. No one, they say, has ever seen
them breed or reproduce, despite repeated (usually
fatal) attempts. The mystery has prompted many
taleg One comeerns Old Uncle Tontor, a mythical
old Rumankrown for nosiness about other people’s
affairs. #As the elves tell it, Tontor grew curious to
learrtthow silk #yrms reproduce. None too bright,
Re tried o disguise himself as one, dyeing his skin
green and wearing limp cloth wings. Then he crept
out<to
TOOStEd‘
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a fearsome deep cavern’  where wyrms

Uncle Tontor entered the cavern, trying as far as
possible to look and sound like a wyrm. His bum-




