Non-Player Characters 

Characters from The Pool of the Black One
The Non-Player Characters used in this sourcebook are not given fate points or languages.  There are several reasons for this omission.  First, if Non-Player Characters' use fate points as much as Player Characters, no one would ever get killed and the Player Characters' jobs will be that much harder.  Fate Points exist primarily as an opportunity for players to influence the game in a favourable direction.  Games Masters do not need that particular contrivance.  Second, who knows what a Non-Player character has been through in his life?  In both cases, the Games Master's discretion is required.  If the Games Master wants to give the Non-Player Characters described throughout this book Fate Points, he is at leave to do so.  Languages function in a similar manner.  If the Games Master wants a character to speak a given language or not, then the character speaks or does not speak the given language.  The needs of the game is paramount here, not a whimsical choice of mine.  Thus, both Fate Points and Languages are left off the stat blocks of the characters throughout this text.

Conan the Barachan

Medium Cimmerian barbarian 12/thief 1/soldier 1/pirate 2
Hit Dice: 8d10+2d8+50+15+2 (120 hit points)
Initiative: +18 (+5 Dex, +13 Ref) 
Speed: 30 ft. 
Dodge Defence:  25 (+10 level, +5 Dex)
Parry Defence:  22 (+5 level, +7 Str)
DR:  1 (+1 natural)
Base Attack Bonus/Grapple: +14/+21
Attack: Broadsword +21 melee
Full Attack: Broadsword +21/+16/+11 melee

Damage: Broadsword 1d10+7/19-20 x2/ AP 10
Special Attacks: Ferocious attack, versatility (no penalty), crimson mist, sneak attack +1d6/+1d8, sneak attack style (broadsword), greater crimson mist, to sail a road of blood and slaughter 
Special Qualities: Cimmerian traits, fearless, bite sword, trap sense +4, uncanny dodge, mobility, seamanship +1, trap disarming, improved uncanny dodge, improved mobility, damage reduction, pirate code (Barachan rockets and smoke)
Space/Reach: 5 ft./5 ft.
Saves: Fort +17, Ref +18, Will +11 (+14 vs. Corruption)  
Abilities: Str 25, Dex 21, Con 20, Int 19, Wis 18, Cha 19
Skills: Balance +10, Bluff +15, Climb +19, Craft (blacksmith) +6, Gather Information +6, Hide +12, Intimidate +13, Jump +17, Knowledge (arcana) +10, Knowledge (geography) +9, Listen +16, Move Silently +19, Perform (song) +6, Profession (sailor) +9, Ride +10, Search +7, Spot +18, Survival +14, Tumble +9
Feats: Brawl, Combat Expertise, Dabbler (counterspells), Diehard bonus, Endurance bonus, Fighting-Madness, Leadership, Mounted Combat, Navigation, Power Attack, Sleep Mastery, Striking Cobra, Track bonus
Reputation: 22 (Villain)

Leadership: 21
Code of Honour: Barbaric

Allegiances:  None
Possessions:  Bright crimson silk breeks, broad gold-buckled girdle, broadsword
And as a tiger leaps and strikes among his prey, Conan leaped and struck: thrice his blade flickered before any could lift a hand in defence; then he bounded from among them and raced across the sward.  Behind him sprawled three black figures, their skulls split.
~Robert E. Howard, The Pool of the Black One
Conan the Cimmerian is described by Howard as a tall man with mighty shoulders and a deep chest, with a massive corded neck and heavily muscled limbs.  He is dressed in bright crimson silk breeks, broad gold-buckled girdle and a broadsword.  His brow is low and broad, his eyes a volcanic blue that smoulders as if with some inner fire. His dark, scarred, almost sinister face is that of a fighting-man, and his velvet garments can not conceal the hard, dangerous lines of his limbs.

Conan is loud and vibrant, despising the ordinary and the dull.  The key to his personality is intensity.  Even when he appears impassive, turbulent passions are roiling invisibly behind the scenes.  He never forgets a kindness and repays it handsomely.  He never forgives injuries, either, and can wait years for vengeance.  The word ‘vengeance’ is vital here.  Conan of Cimmeria does not try to get 'even' – he conquers and destroys utterly those who betray or hurt him – he gets cold revenge.  Conan is a dangerous enemy.  When he sees a weakness in an opponent he moves in quickly for the kill.  Even in his most mirthful moods there is always a hint of an imminent change of heart, a sense that there is, beneath the surface, a lurking and unpredictable violence that can erupt at any time.  However, this intense and explosive nature serves Conan well.  He is incredibly adaptable, able to channel his unconquerable, intense energies into new paths as needed, without looking back.  He embarks regularly on entirely different roads in life almost instantly, thus is explained his wide range of character classes, moving from barbarian to thief to pirate to soldier and, ultimately, to noble.  As Conan himself once said, in Robert Howard’s The People of the Black Circle, ‘I was born in the Cimmerian hills where the people are all barbarians. I have been a mercenary soldier, a corsair, a kozak, and a hundred other things. What king has roamed the countries, fought the battles, loved the women, and won the plunder that I have?’  

Whenever Conan is confronted with disaster, he will move the entire cosmos if necessary to turn the catastrophe into a success.  Conan is formidable in his single-minded determination to win the day.  On the other hand, Conan is also subject to obsessive drives that are extremely resistant to reason.  He is intensely passionate about everything he does and his primary mode of operation is primal and violent.  Conan is ruled by instinct, not logic or reason.  He drinks, eats and kills with an intensity few can match.

Conan needs action or his feelings turn inward and he becomes brooding, jealous, resentful and vengeful.  There is an underlying grimness to Conan.  However, once a course of action is evident, that action has his unswerving dedication, and all of his legendary energy, drive and endurance are fully engaged to bring that action to a successful conclusion.  He tends to accomplish things first – rarely does he announce his plans beforehand.  More than once has an enemy become aware of his violently vigorous progress too late to do anything about it.  His need for action gives rise to his wanderlust.  He is a consummate wanderer, even as king.  

Conan is fair, and, true to his barbaric heritage, somewhat blunt in his dealings with others.  His diplomacy skills are minimal at best; he will attempt to dominate and control anyone who lets him.  He tries to be just but will do what is necessary for the good of his kingdom.  He cares about the people of his kingdom and is intensely loyal to them, but he is suspicious and wary of others at first.  He is reluctant to trust anyone fully but once he does, that trust is vibrantly intense.  He adheres to high principles, his barbaric code of honour, and is a positive force for helping others.  Even as king, Conan is still very much a man of action. If he discovers a threat to his rule, he will tend to ride out and meet it head-on – though these days he may ride out at the head of many thousands of armoured knights. He has learnt a certain degree of caution, and will certainly act in a manner befitting his high Intelligence; but given no other options, he would sooner be acting than sitting about in a council meeting.

Women are attracted to him quickly, sensing a powerful magnetic sexuality and an aura of strength and violence.  He is disturbing, unpredictable and a thoroughly masculine presence.  Conan has so much energy and passion women have no problems seducing him, although it is much harder to form a relationship with him.  His love affair with Bêlit is a legendary exception, probably because she could deal with the simmering danger lurking just barely beneath the surface.  He will never allow a woman to dominate him and he will keep a woman only as long as he wants her.  He is direct and forceful in approaching women and there are not too many who can avoid responding to his physical passion, as uncomplicated as it might be, because he brings out the full sensual potential in any woman he is with intimately.  He has the uncanny ability to understand a woman's sensual needs and he makes his women feel as though they are at their best while they are with him.

On a religious level, Conan believes in Crom, although he does not pray to that grim god.  He also swears by other Cimmerian, Æsir, Zamorian and Shemite gods, although he does not pray or sacrifice to them either.  Crom and his race of gods despise weaklings who call on them for aid and would likely make the situation worse for the petitioner.  The Cimmerians value individuality and self-worth; their gods expect them to take care of life themselves.  Indeed, Crom only took pride in a Cimmerian if that Cimmerian never called upon him for aid in his life.  Cimmerians are supposed to take what they want from life, not ask a god for blessings, wealth, health or anything else.  Conan does not want to attract Crom's attention, or any god's, for Conan once said he would not want to walk on their shadow even.  As Conan said, 'What use to call on him?  Little he cares if men live or die.  Better to be silent than to call his attention to you; he will send you dooms, not fortune!  He is grim and loveless…'  In Conan’s experience, the actions of Crom, of any real supernatural entity, usually bring about the destruction of men, not the succour of man.  Simply put, Conan does not pray to Crom… ever.

Conan is very different from most Cimmerians, despite his doomed moodiness.  Most Cimmerians are depressive and dismal all the time and not usually given to wanderlust.  Conan’s mirth is as gigantic as his depressions are deep and, as stated earlier, Conan is a wanderer.  As one of Conan’s councillors says in The Phoenix on the Sword, 'I never saw another Cimmerian who drank aught but water, or who ever laughed, or ever sang save to chant dismal dirges.'  Conan, in many ways, is more like the Æsir than he is like the typical Cimmerian.

Conan's History:  Conan was born on a battlefield, according to Robert E. Howard in a letter to P.S. Miller, during a fight between his Cimmerian tribe and a horde of raiding Vanir.  The country claimed by and roved over by his clan lay in the northwest of Cimmeria, but Conan was of mixed blood, although a pure-bred Cimmerian.  His grandfather was of a southern tribe who had fled from his own people due to a blood feud.  The tales of his grandfather, who had taken part in many raids of the southern Hyborian kingdoms, roused Conan's interest in travelling.  His father was a blacksmith (hence Conan’s ranks in Craft (blacksmith).  Presumably he learned some of the craft from his father).  At Venarium, Conan was about 15 years old and was already a formidable barbarian warrior, growing in reputation.  He soon encountered The Frost Giant’s Daughter when he fought with the Æsir against the Vanir. Captured by Hyperboreans, he escaped and made his way into Nemedia and encountered The God in the Bowl.

In Arenjun, a 2nd level barbarian/1st level thief, he learned something of thievery and encountered The Tower of the Elephant.  Still in Zamora, he investigated The Hall of the Dead and then travelled to the west of Zamora where he had the adventure related by Howard as Rogues in the House.  Conan then joined the Free Companions, serving as mercenaries for a rebel prince of eastern Koth.  When the prince made peace, the Free Companions plundered Koth, Zamora and Turan impartially.  Hunted down as kozaki, the Free Companions were slaughtered at the Ilbars River by Shah Amurath and his Turanians from Akif; Conan survived the massacre and avenged the deaths of his comrades-at-arms by killing Shah Amurath.  After Shadows in the Moonlight, Conan joins the Red Brotherhood of the Vilayet.  He is now a barbarian 5/thief 1/soldier 1/pirate 1. 
He becomes a mercenary, earning the name Conan the Throat-Slitter, and ends up in Khoraja in time to battle Natohk's horde in Black Colossus.  His stint as a mercenary adds soldier levels to his total.  Conan travelled to Argos and joined with Bêlit, The Queen of the Black Coast.  He sailed with her for nearly three years and ended up on foot in the Black Kingdoms.    He continues as mercenary, making his way to Khauran for the events told in A Witch Shall Be Born.  He is now a barbarian 9/thief 1/soldier 1/pirate 1. 
After Yezdigerd is crowned king of Turan, replacing his father, Yildiz, Conan finds himself in Zamboula.  After Shadows in Zamboula, Conan heads toward Ophir.  Conan is next seen as part of a rebel uprising in Koth, travelling through Shem and Stygia to Kush and beyond.  He encounters Xuthal of the Dusk before returning  as a kozak for The Devil in Iron.  He is next seen as a hetman among the Himelian tribesmen in The People of the Black Circle.  He rescues the Devi of Vendhya from the Black Circle.  Later, Argos and Koth attacked Stygia, then Koth switched sides.  He is a barbarian 11/thief 1/soldier 1/pirate 1.  Conan fought in a mercenary army for Argos and ended up, again, in the Black Kingdoms for Drums of Tombalku. In the black kingdoms he learned to dabble in the occult and learned the sign of Jhebbal Sag.  He raised a small kingdom of black tribesmen just before The Vale of Lost Women, lost his kingdom and made his way to Kush in The Snout in the Dark.  
After King Numedides replaced King Vilerus as King of Aquilonia, Conan was in Pictland for the events of Beyond the Black River and The Black Stranger. Conan then embarks on career as a Barachan Pirate, taking a second level in the pirate class.  He is now a Cimmerian barbarian 12/thief 1/soldier 1/pirate 2.  In The Pool of the Black One, Conan is forced to leave Tortage on a sinking boat.  Conan continued his pirate activities upon slaying Zaporavo.  
Sancha of Kordava
Medium Female Zingaran Noble 1/Temptress 3
Hit Dice: 1d8+3d6 (18 hit points)
Initiative: +5 (+2 Dex, +3 Ref) 
Speed: 30 ft. 
Dodge Defence: 13 (+1 level, +2 Dex)
Parry Defence:  11 (+1 level, +0 Str)
Base Attack Bonus/Grapple: +2/+2
Attack: Unarmed strike +3 melee finesse
Damage: Unarmed strike 1d4 non-lethal
Special Attacks: Sneak attack +2d6 
Special Qualities: Zingaran traits, title, rank hath its privileges, wealth, comeliness, savoir-faire, seductive art +1, dance of desire 1/day
Space/Reach: 5 ft./5 ft.
Saves: Fort +1, Ref +5, Will +10 (+13 vs. Corruption)  
Abilities: Str 11, Dex 15, Con 10, Int 15, Wis 14, Cha 18
Skills: Appraise +7, Balance +7, Bluff +9, Climb +2, Diplomacy +13, Escape Artist +4, Gather Information +9, Knowledge (nobility) +4, Listen +5, Perform (dance) +11, Profession (sailor) +5, Search +3, Sense Motive +12, Spot +4, Swim +9, Use Rope +5
Feats: Agile, Athletic, Negotiator
Reputation: 8 (Observer)

Leadership: –
Code of Honour: Civilised
Allegiances:  Zaporavo (at beginning of story) or Conan (at end of story)
Possessions:  Short silk kirtle, leather sandals (spends much of the story nude, however)
Sancha, once of Kordava, yawned daintily, stretched her supple limbs luxuriously, and composed herself more comfortably on the ermine-fringed silk spread on the carack's poop-deck.  That the crew watched her with burning interest from waist and forecastle she was lazily aware, just as she was also aware that her short silk kirtle veiled little of her voluptuous contours from their eager eyes.

~Robert E. Howard, The Pool of the Black One
Sancha is the daughter of a duke of Kordava, with thick black tresses and olive skin.  She is a young woman, once spoiled and petted, now the plaything of a pirate.  She was stolen from her father by Zaporavo during a raid.  Her will is strong; she bends without breaking and lives where other women would die.  She has come to terms with her kidnapping and her new life, finding pleasure in it.  A bit narcissistic, Sancha feels she is the jewel of the Wastrel, the centre of beauty and loveliness, states she takes for granted.  She judges people by their outward appearances and accepts that as the whole of their being. She does not like to do hard work and has frivolous tastes, yet is an altogether charming woman and a natural diplomat.  She is intellectual and analytical, but willing to compromise in order to avoid conflict.
Zaporavo was the first man to possess Sancha.  Although she did not love him, her life is centred around partnerships, so his death unnerved her because it left her alone.  She quickly latched onto Conan.  
She dislikes conflict and tries to keep any relationship harmonious – often to the extent of masking her own feelings on any given matter.  She hides her feelings so often and so well she is not always even aware of how she truly feels.  She often struggles to make decisions because she does not trust her instincts and does not want anything so badly she would risk conflict to obtain it.  Sancha is apt to simply stand rooted to the spot, squealing, if faced with supernatural terrors.  She also has a tendency to giggle when nervously scared.
Zaporavo the Hawk

Medium Zingaran Pirate 16
Hit Dice: 10d8+12+10 (70 hit points)
Initiative: +15 (+5 Dex, +10 Ref) 
Speed: 25 ft. 
Dodge Defence: 25/29 (+12 level, +3 Dex*; +4 seamanship if aboard ship)
Parry Defence: 26/30 (+8 level, +3 Str, +4 Cha, +1 parry; +4 seamanship if aboard ship)
DR:  7 (+6 mail hauberk, +1 steel cap)
Base Attack Bonus/Grapple: +12/+15
Attack: Arming sword +19 melee finesse
Full Attack: Arming sword +19/+14/+9 melee finesse
Damage: Arming sword 1d10+5/ 19-20 x2/ AP 5 (fencer's finesse allows him to add his Dex modifier to damage instead of Str)
Special Attacks: Sneak attack +6d6, ferocious attack (additional attack, stun, blood & slaughter), to sail a road of blood and slaughter, sneak subdual 
Special Qualities: Zingaran traits, seamanship +4, pirate code (Zingaran trumpets), uncanny dodge, bite sword, improved uncanny dodge, poison resistance +2
Space/Reach: 5 ft./5 ft.
Saves: Fort +11 (+13 vs. poison), Ref +15, Will +6  
Abilities: Str 16, Dex 20, Con 12, Int 16, Wis 12, Cha 18
Skills: Appraise +12, Balance +16, Bluff +19, Climb +10, Decipher Script +11, Diplomacy +3, Gather Information +12, Intimidate +8, Knowledge (fencing: Zingaran school) +18, Knowledge (geography) +13, Profession (sailor) +16, Search +11, Sense Motive +2, Tumble +10, Use Rope +16
Feats: Combat Expertise, Fencer's Finesse, Greater Mobility, Improved Feint, Improved Mobility, Intricate Swordplay, Leadership, Master Fencer, Mobility, Navigation, Parry, Weapon Focus (arming sword), Web of Death 
Reputation: 22 (Villain) (+3 bonus to Bluff, Intimidate and Gather Information if recognised)
Leadership: 18/19 (9th level cohort; 120 1st, 5 2nd, 2 3rd and 1 4th level followers)
Code of Honour: None
Allegiances:  None
Possessions:  *Mail hauberk (ornate; max Dodge benefit of +3), steel cap (ornate), arming sword (ornate), clothing (ornate)
Zaporavo has black brows and thin lips.  His stern face is dark, saturnine and hawk-like.  He dresses as a Zingaran grandee with rich and ornate clothing and armour.  Zaporavo is surrounded by an almost palpable atmosphere of malevolent melancholy.  He is grimly disciplined and a near-perfect swordsman, trained in the Zingaran fashion to be cool and detached during a fight; however, he remains a passionate Zingaran inside his trained remoteness.  He does not allow himself idle pastimes or pleasures for such things distract from his grim and grandiose dreams.
Zaporavo is characterised as having a lurking devil in him that causes him to hurt people for little or no reason.  He certainly is not one to explain his reasons.  Taciturn, harsh and gloomy, Zaporavo is often engrossed with his broodings.  All of his pleasures have become bitter pleasures over the years.  No one knows his mind and he is hard to predict.  Sober and gloomy, Zaporavo is cautious by nature – a trait that ultimately killed him.  Still, he does not take action unless he knows the probable outcome.  He is a master of charts and maps and never leaves established paths unless he feels reasonably sure of where his going.  He is a master at researching and gathering information; he must have all the relevant information before he makes a move toward his goal

His pride and his vanity are both great; he does not forgive slights or insults.  His pride also does not allow him to ever live with an obligation to another, so he always repays his debts.  Likewise, he is domineering in his relationships with women, refusing to feel vulnerable, preferring to control the other person in all ways.  He is an autocrat, believing in responsible authority as preferable to democratic rule by combined idiots.  His energetic passions bolster his authoritarian methods and personality, turning him into a driven force determined to succeed.   Zaporavo does not understand people, though.  He underestimates anyone not of his standing and certainly would not believe any of his crew would ever dare to attempt a coup.   
Zaporavo is the veteran of a thousand fights by sea and by land.  His fighting style uses cunning instead of force.  There was no man in the world more versed than he in the lore of swordcraft – but even that did not help him against the force of nature known as Conan the Cimmerian.
Zingaran Freebooters 

Young Freebooter
Medium Humanoid (Zingaran Pirate 3); Hit Dice: 3d8-3 (10 hit points); Initiative: +5 (+2 Dex, +3 Ref); Speed: 30 ft.; Dodge Defence:  15 (+2 level, +2 Dex, +1 seamanship); Parry Defence:  14 (+1 level, +2 Str, +1 seamanship); DR:  5 (+4 leather jerkin, +1 steel cap); Base Attack Bonus/Grapple: +2/+4; Attack: Arming Sword +6 melee or Broadsword +6 melee or Hunting bow +4 ranged; Full Attack: Arming Sword +6 melee or Broadsword +6 melee or Hunting bow +4 ranged; Damage: Arming Sword 1d10+2/ 19-20 x2/ AP 4 or Broadsword 1d10+2/19-20 x2/ AP 5 or Hunting bow 1d8/ x2/ AP 1; Special Attacks: Sneak attack +2d6, +1 racial bonus to attack rolls with broadsword and arming sword, ferocious attack, to sail a road of blood and slaughter, sneak subdual; Special Qualities: Zingaran traits, seamanship +1, pirate code (Zingaran trumpets); Space/Reach: 5 ft./5 ft.; Saves: Fort +2, Ref +5, Will +2 ; Abilities: Str 14, Dex 15, Con 8, Int 13, Wis 12, Cha 10; Skills: Appraise +4, Balance +9, Bluff +4, Climb +3, Knowledge (geography) +4, Profession (sailor) +8, Search +4, Spot +4, Swim +4, Tumble +5, Use Rope +9; Feats:  Combat Reflexes, Freebooter's Fortune, Weapon Focus (arming sword or broadsword); Reputation: 3 (Villain); Leadership: –; Code of Honour: None; Allegiances:  King or noble, officers, shipmates; Possessions:  Single edged arming sword or double-edged broadsword (50% chance of one or the other), leather jerkin, metal cap

Veteran Freebooter
Medium Humanoid (Zingaran Pirate 5); Hit Dice: 5d8-5 (17 hit points); Initiative: +7 (+3 Dex, +4 Ref); Speed: 30 ft.; Dodge Defence:  17 (+3 level, +3 Dex, +1 seamanship); Parry Defence:  15 (+2 level, +2 Str, +1 seamanship); DR:  5 (+4 leather jerkin, +1 steel cap); Base Attack Bonus/Grapple: +3/+5; Attack: Arming Sword +8 melee finesse or Broadsword +7 melee or Hunting bow +5 ranged; Full Attack: Arming Sword +8 melee finesse or Broadsword +7 melee or Hunting bow +5 ranged; Damage: Arming Sword 1d10+2/ 19-20 x2/ AP 4 or Broadsword 1d10+2/19-20 x2/ AP 5 or Hunting bow 1d8/ x2/ AP 1; Special Attacks: Sneak attack +2d6 (plus 1 if he qualifies for seamanship), +1 racial bonus to attack rolls with broadsword and arming sword, ferocious attack, to sail a road of blood and slaughter, sneak subdual; Special Qualities: Zingaran traits, seamanship +1, pirate code (Zingaran trumpets), uncanny dodge, mobility; Space/Reach: 5 ft./5 ft.; Saves: Fort +3, Ref +7, Will +2 ; Abilities: Str 14, Dex 16, Con 8, Int 13, Wis 12, Cha 10; Skills: Appraise +5, Balance +11, Bluff +4, Climb +4, Knowledge (geography) +5, Profession (sailor) +9, Search +5, Spot +5, Swim +5, Tumble +8, Use Rope +10; Feats:  Combat Reflexes, Freebooter's Fortune, Sharp Blade, Weapon Focus (arming sword or broadsword); Reputation: 5 (Villain); Leadership: –; Code of Honour: None; Allegiances:  King or noble, officers, shipmates; Possessions:  Single edged arming sword or double-edged broadsword (50% chance of one or the other), leather jerkin, metal cap

Freebooter Officer
Medium Humanoid (Zingaran Pirate 7); Hit Dice: 7d8-7 (24 hit points); Initiative: +7 (+3 Dex, +4 Ref); Speed: 30 ft.; Dodge Defence:  20 (+5 level, +3 Dex, +2 seamanship); Parry Defence:  17 (+3 level, +2 Str, +2 seamanship); DR:  5 (+4 leather jerkin, +1 steel cap); Base Attack Bonus/Grapple: +5/+7; Attack: Arming Sword +10 melee finesse or Broadsword +9 melee or Hunting bow +7 ranged; Full Attack: Arming Sword +10 melee finesse or Broadsword +9 melee or Hunting bow +7 ranged; Damage: Arming Sword 1d10+2/ 19-20 x2/ AP 4 or Broadsword 1d10+2/19-20 x2/ AP 5 or Hunting bow 1d8/ x2/ AP 1; Special Attacks: Sneak attack +3d6 (plus 2 if he qualifies for seamanship), +1 racial bonus to attack rolls with broadsword and arming sword, ferocious attack (additional attack), to sail a road of blood and slaughter, sneak subdual; Special Qualities: Zingaran traits, seamanship +2, pirate code (Zingaran trumpets), uncanny dodge, mobility, bite sword; Space/Reach: 5 ft./5 ft.; Saves: Fort +4, Ref +8, Will +3 ; Abilities: Str 15, Dex 17, Con 9, Int 14, Wis 13, Cha 11; Skills: Appraise +7, Balance +13, Bluff +5, Climb +6, Intimidate +1, Knowledge (geography) +7, Profession (sailor) +11, Search +7, Spot +6, Swim +6, Tumble +9, Use Rope +12; Feats:  Combat Reflexes, Freebooter's Fortune, Sharp Blade, Weapon Focus (arming sword or broadsword), Web of Death; Reputation: 7 (Villain); Leadership: –; Code of Honour: None; Allegiances:  King or noble, officers, shipmates; Possessions:  Single edged arming sword or double-edged broadsword (50% chance of one or the other), leather jerkin, metal cap

Zingaran Feats

Fencer's Finesse (General)

You wield a finesse weapon like a scalpel. 

Prerequisites:  Knowledge (fencing: Zingaran school) 5+ ranks, Balance 2+ ranks

Benefit:  You use elegance and speed to make exacting, deadly cuts on your opponents.  Apply your Dexterity modifier to damage, rather than your Strength modifier.
Freebooter's Fortune (General)

Your absolute certainty that the bloody road leads to a better life seems to lend a charm of good luck to your path.

Prerequisites: Must have been a Zingaran, may only be taken at 1st level.

Benefit: If you fail a Swim or Profession (sailor) skill check you may immediately re-roll the check with a –4 penalty. If you fail this check then you fail the skill roll.

Master Fencer (General)

Your exacting precision, accuracy and control allow you to make deadly attacks against foes who are not ready for you.

Prerequisites:  Fencer's Finesse, Knowledge (fencing: Zingaran school) 8+ ranks

Benefit:  When making a finesse melee attack, you gain +1d6 points of sneak attack damage (if you are making a sneak attack).  If you already have sneak attack damage, this damage stacks with it.

Special:  This feat can be taken multiple times; its effects stack.

Sharp Blade (General)

You have a gift for cutting deep with a blade in your hands and a deck under your feat.

Prerequisites: Seamanship class feature, must be a Zingaran.
Benefit: When you successfully execute a sneak attack and you would qualify for your seamanship bonus you may add your seamanship bonus to the total damage you do.

Isle of the Black Ones

Usurpers of the Ruins

The Isle of the Black Ones, several weeks to the west of Zingara, is mentioned in the mysterious Book of Skelos, and it is written there that this island holds crypts filled with hieroglyph-carven gold guarded by strange monsters.
History

Originally built via magic, possibly as a cultural outpost, the castle on this isle was deserted for unknown reasons prior to the Great Cataclysm.  The black ones either drove off the original builders or arrived subsequently.  The writings of Robert E. Howard are silent on this matter.
Layout

The island is beautiful and winds bring the scents of fresh vegetation and spices to ships just off its coasts.
The Island
The island is difficult to reach, as it is uncharted.  A shallow bay affords easy entry onto the island by ships.  The island is surrounded by a white girdle of sand.  

Once past the beach, the island is thick woodland.  Fruit and fresh water are both easily found (see Foraging DCs for Edible Food and Drinkable Water table) with a Survival or Knowledge (nature) check.  A Survival DC 10 check or a Knowledge (nature) DC 5 check can determine if found food is safe for consumption (although a certain golden-skinned fruit does have a non-lethal side effect – see the sidebar). The degree of success indicates the level of success in foraging.  Foragers who beat the DC by 5 or more find enough to feed four people.  Beating the DC by 10 or more results in finding enough food to feed eight people.  There is no limit to the number of foragers searching, however, for every increment of four searchers, the range of the search must increase by 1 mile.  A standard search assumes one mile of searching.  Characters hailing who have a forest favoured terrain enjoy a +4 bonus to their Survival checks made to forage.  Characters with 5 ranks in Craft (herbalism) or Knowledge (nature) receive a +2 synergy bonus to these checks. 

Foraging DCs for Edible Food and Drinkable Water

	Survival Need
	Winter
	Spring
	Summer
	Autumn

	Fresh Fruit
	14
	12
	10
	12

	Drinkable Water
	24
	22
	24
	24


On a result failed by five or more when searching for food or water, the character has accidentally ingested something harmful.  While most plants are really not lethally poisonous, there are few that are deadly.  Water, on the other hand, is usually obvious if something is amiss.  However, if an individual consumes foul water the results are often severe.  Characters having drunk bad water or inedible food must roll a d100.  If the result is a 01, then the plant or water is clearly poisonous.  Effects can include random ability damage on a failed Fortitude save, sweating, cramps or even disease.  See the Effects of Contaminated Food or Water table for sample results.  On a roll of 02-04, the character suffers cramps and sweating.  The onset time is 1d10 rounds.  The effects last 1d10 minutes.  They take 1d2 hit points of damage per minute for as long as the cramps and sweating persist.  Any other roll just indicates the food has no nourishing value and tastes bad.

Effects of Contaminated Food or Water

	D20
	Fortitude DC
	Primary/Secondary Damage

	1-5
	15
	0/Unconsciousness

	6-10
	14
	1d4 Int/2d6 Int

	11-13
	11
	1 Wis/2d6 Wis + 1d4 Int

	14-16
	13
	1 Con/1d8 Con

	17-18
	17
	2d6 Str/1d6 Str

	19
	18
	2d6 Con/1d6 Con + 1d6 Str

	20
	Varies
	Disease as determined by Games Master


Beyond the belt of forest, the island is an expanse of gentle grassy slopes with even swards and clustered groves.  The general trend as one moves inland is upward, even as one ascends and descends the gentle slopes with monotonous regularity.  The array of small hills are seemingly endless.  Until the summit of the island is reached, the shining green walls of the ruin are almost impossible to see against the green landscape (Spot DC 42 until the summit is reached or other reasonably close distance is attained).

[[[ Boxed Tex ]]]
Golden Fruit of the Isle
The delightful golden-skinned fruit with the sweet and cloying smell on the island has a soporific effect on those who eat it.  The target must make a Fortitude save (DC 20) or fall into slumber for 2d4 hours.  During the time the affected character may have visions of the past or the future.  The Black Ones will usually act against all affected characters, carrying them to the Pool for sacrifice.

[[[ End Box ]]]

The Green-Stone Ruin

The ruin is composed of shining green walls and towers.  The wall is circular and made entirely of semi-translucent green stone.  Entrance to the ruin is accomplished through a tall archway in the curving wall; there is no door.  Inside the archway is broad open court covered in grass.  Various arches open from the circular court.  The architecture is alien to human sanity, a mad symmetry.   The plan of the ruin is a great number of circular courts surrounded by walls and connected through open arches, all grouped around a cluster of fantastic towers in the centre.

One of the courts does not have smooth walls like the rest.  Its wall is banded with long ledges and crowded with small objects.  In the midst of this strange court is a dark green pool – the demon that lurks at the heart of all green-stone cities.  The pool is placid but glimmers, as though one were looking through thick green glass.  The round pool is bordered by green jade and is apparently incredibly deep.  A faint luminosity can be seen in its depths at times, but one is never quite sure.

Set upon the long ledges in that circular wall are thousands of tiny, mostly greyish figures about the length of a man's hand.  They are clear enough that racial characteristics can be made out, such as Zingarans, Argoseans, Ophireans and Kushites.  The Kushite figures are black, not grey.  Modern races are on the upper shelves.  The lower shelves hold extinct or ancient races.  They feel as though made of petrified bone.
Monsters of the Isle of the Black One
Black Ones

Large Outsider (native)

Hit Dice:  10d8+50 (95 hit points)

Initiative: +8 (+2 Dex, +6 Reflex)

Speed: 25 ft (5 squares)

Dodge Defence: 19 (-1 size, +2 Dex, +8 natural)

DR: 7

Base Attack/Grapple: +10/+20

Magic Attack: +8

Attack: Claw +15 melee 1d8+6

Full Attack: 2 claws +15 melee 1d8+6 and 1 bite +10 melee (1d4+3)

Space/Reach: 5 ft/10 ft.

Special Attack: Whistle

Special Qualities: –

Saves:  Fort +12, Ref +9, Will +7

Abilities: Str 22, Dex 15, Con 20, Int 14, Wis 10, Cha 16

Skills: Balance +15, Climb +19, Bluff +16, Jump +19, Knowledge (arcana) +15, Hide +15, Intimidate +16, Move Silently +15, Perform (ritual) +16, Perform (pipes) +8, Search +10
Feats: Cleave, Improved Sunder, Power Attack, Steely Gaze

Climate/Terrain: Isle of the Black Ones

Organization: Solitary, group (6 – 10), or the entire group of 50

Advancement: —

The superb symmetry of body and limbs was more impressive at close range. Under the ebon skin long, rounded muscles rippled, and Conan did not doubt that the monster could rend an ordinary man limb from limb. The nails of the fingers provided further weapons, for they were grown like the talons of a wild beast. The face was a carven ebony mask. The eyes were tawny, a vibrant gold that glowed and glittered. But the face was inhuman; each line, each feature stamped with evil – evil transcending the mere evil of humanity. The thing was not a human – it could not be; it was a growth of Life from the pits of blasphemous creation – a perversion of evolutionary developments.

~Robert E. Howard – The Pool of the Black One
No one knows the origin of the Black Ones, save perhaps those mad scholars who drink deep of the wisdom contained in the Scrolls of Skelos. Whatever it is, they seem to inhabit a single island far out in the Western Ocean. What purpose it serves, if any, cannot be guessed. Similarly their dark desire to take a target to their great green pool, hold it within, and transform it into a palm-sized statue devoid of live can only be understood by minds that move in the same, inhuman ways as their own.

These creatures appear to have existed for centuries, if not millennia, on the Isle. They constructed an elaborate city at one point; the ravages of time transformed that city into a ruin long ago. Of the handful left, most refuse to ever speak to a mortal; indeed they fight in utter silence, not even grunting or gasping as they slay.

There may be a great treasure of gold and silver located on the island. However, only the mightiest could hope to possibly deal with these creatures, their diabolic intelligence, and the sorcery of their leader.

Combat

The Black Ones have no respect at all for humans. They regard humans as animals; they do, however, recognize an armed human as a potentially threat. As such, they will typically wait until hungry crews drug themselves on the fruit of their island (Fort save DC 15 or fall into slumber for 1d4 hours) before gathering the main bulk for transformation into statues. Stragglers or those who go off alone will be quickly attacked by at least one of these creatures, often with a small group waiting near by in case the hunter needs assistance.

When attacking in melee combat the black one may choose to either rend with his claws (inflicting slashing damage) or close his hand into a great fist (inflicting blunt damage).

In addition, all black one's have the following special ability:

Whistle (Su): Once per day the black one may use his thin black flute to target a creature within evil eye range. On the first round he casts entrance on the target; on the second round he casts domination. These abilities function just like the spells of the same name.
High Priest of the Black Ones

Large Outsider (native) Scholar 6
Hit Dice:  10d8+50+6 (101 hit points)

Initiative: +11 (+3 Dex, +8 Reflex)

Speed: 25 ft (5 squares)

Dodge Defence: 21 (-1 size, +2 Dex, +8 natural, +2 class)

DR: 7

Base Attack/Grapple: +14/+24
Magic Attack: +12 (+5 base, +3 scholar, +4 Cha)
Attack: Claw +19 melee 1d8+6

Full Attack: 2 claws +19 melee 1d8+6 and 1 bite +14 melee (1d4+3)

Space/Reach: 5 ft/10 ft.

Special Attack: Whistle

Special Qualities: Scholar, background, base power points, knowledge is power, new sorcery style x3, advanced spells x4, bonus spell, +1 power point, increased maximum power points (triple)
Saves:  Fort +14, Ref +12, Will +15
Abilities: Str 23, Dex 16, Con 21, Int 15, Wis 12, Cha 18
Skills: Balance +16, Climb +19, Concentration +6, Bluff +17, Hide +16, Intimidate +23, Jump +19, Knowledge (arcana) +21, Knowledge (local) +6, Knowledge (nature) +6, Move Silently +22, Perform (ritual) +23, Perform (pipes) +22, Search +15
Feats: Cleave, Improved Sunder, Iron Will, Power Attack, Ritual Sacrifice, Steely Gaze, Tortured Sacrifice

Power Points: 7 (4 base, +1 Wis, +2 bonus; 21 maximum)

Sorcery Styles: Hypnotism, Curses, Summonings

Spells Known: Demonic pact, domination, entrance, greater ill-fortune, ill-fortune, lesser ill-fortune, summon demon, summon elemental
Climate/Terrain: Isle of the Black Ones

Organization: Solitary, group (6 – 10), or the entire group of 50

Advancement: —

The leader of the Black Ones is not only a black one but also a sixth level scholar. He wears a jewelled headband, the only clothing seen on any of these creatures. His knowledge of sorcery extends back centuries.

Whistle (Su): Once per day the black one use his thin black flute to target a creature within evil eye range. On the first round he casts entrance on the target; on the second round he casts domination. These abilities function just like the spells of the same name.
The Pool of the Black One (Name Unknown)

Colossal Outsider (demon)
Hit Dice: 32d8+256 (400 hp)

Initiative: +8 (-4 Dex, +12 Reflex)

Speed:  20 ft.

Dodge Defence: 23 (-8 Size, -3 Dex, +24 natural)

DR:  12 (demon lord)

Base Attack/Grapple:  +32/+63
Attack:  Slam +39 (4d6+15/ 19-20 x2/ AP 20)

Full Attack:  Slam +39 (4d6+15/ 19-20 x2/ AP 20)

Space/Reach:  Variable/ 15 ft. (3) 

Special Attacks:  Fetish-making touch, engulfing torrent
Special Qualities:  Immunities, improved grab
Power Points:  55 (base 50, +5 Wis)

Magic Attack Bonus:  +21 (+16 natural, +5 Charisma)

Saves:  Fort +26, Ref  +15, Will +23
Abilities:  Str 40, Dex 4, Con 27, Int 28, Wis 20, Cha 20

Skills:  Climb +50, Concentration +43, Craft (alchemy) +44, Craft (herbalism) +44, Decipher Script +44, Gather Information +40, Intimidate +40, Knowledge (arcana) +44, Knowledge (history) +34, Knowledge (nature) +34, Knowledge (religion) +34, Listen +40, Move Silently +32, Search +44, Sense Motive +40, Spot +40, Survival +35, Swim +50
Feats:  Power Attack, Cleave, Die Hard, Endurance, Great Cleave, Improved Bull Rush, Improved Critical (slam), Improved Overrun, Menacing Aura, Steely Gaze, Track
Environment:  Any land and underground

Organisation:  Solitary

Advancement:  -

The green pool was like a geyser now, the noise rising to deafening volume as the great column of water reared and reared, blossoming at the crest with a great crown of foam…. Its green trunk was laced with white; its foaming crown was thrice the circumference of its base.  Momentarily it threatened to burst and fall in an engulfing torrent, yet it continued to jet skyward…. It was as if a gigantic green-stemmed and white-blossomed flower swayed above the towers, the roar filled the sky.  Then the jade-green and snowy pillar broke with a noise like the rending of the skies, and the walls and towers were blotted out in a thunderous torrent…. The torrent had not spread out and dissipated; like a giant serpent it flowed over the depressions and the rounded crests.  It held a consistent course – it was following them….  The green river burst through the fringe of trees.  Those trees fell as if their stems had been cut away, and as they sank into the jade-coloured flood, they vanished.  The tide flowed out over the beech, lapped at the ocean, and the waves turned a deeper, more sinister green.

~Robert E. Howard, The Pool of the Black One
The Pool of the Black One is a demon lord worshipped by the Black Ones.  It has a green gelatinous body.  Sacrifices are dunked into its body and turned into small petrified fetishes, their souls devoured by the demon lord.  It moves as a massive river of emerald green, but can only extend a few miles from the well where it is contained.  

It is intelligent but its intelligence is alien in all ways.  If it speaks, it does not do so in any manner discernable to human beings.

Weapons can hurt it, but its body provides no resistance.  Weapons may clang upon the floor or walls (possibly breaking them), yet the Pool takes damage as normal, spilling out greenish fluid that also can petrify and shrink people.  Anyone hitting the pool with a slashing weapon risks being covered in horrible, fetish-making gore (Reflex save DC 18 for only 1d12 points of damage; failure means the character must make the Fort save described in its special attacks).

The Pool of the Black One is capable of teaching all spells, both those found in Conan the Roleplaying Game as well as any of Mongoose's Conan the Roleplaying Game supplements, although it rarely casts spells itself (it may cast fruit of air to sustain the black ones in return for the sacrifices).
Combat

The demon often attacks anyone above it with a grapple.  Anyone thrust into the demon's body is also effectively grappled.

Fetish-making Touch (Su): Anything that falls entirely within the greenish ooze that comprises the demon's body is petrified and shrunk (Fort save to avoid set by Pool's magic attack bonus).  Each round of contact causes another save.  People are shrunk to approximately the length of a man's hand; feet become inches, so a six-foot man becomes a six-inch statuette apparently made of petrified bone.  The only things apparently immune to this touch are the green-stones used to build the castle around it.  The touch kills and destroys plant-life, causing trees so touched to crumble and fall into the gelatinous body of the demon, which, in turn, shrinks and petrifies the trees.  

Engulfing Torrent (Ex): The demon of the pool can jet skyward, pulling its entire mass from the nether realms into a massive plume of green, viscous liquid and white foam.  Once it has pulled itself up, it can then collapse itself down into a city-sized mass of green liquid, petrifying and shrinking virtually anything in its wake.  This attack takes twenty rounds to implement.
