
The Book of the Dark Eye 

This small tome is bound in black leather with a engraved frontispiece made of silver bearing the title. 
The book is divided into three separate sections by sheets of blood-red velvet. 
 
The first section of the book consists of worm-eaten pages, about a dozen in number, filled with a 
dense, crabbed script which occasionally becomes spidery and sprawling without apparent reason... 
extended readings prove nauseating and disorienting. The language is a corrupted form of ancient 
Elvish, and marginal notes suggest that the pages are a translation from an older tongue. The author 
or translator displays an obsession with capitalization and interjections. Most of the text is a 
meandering prayer, both groveling and gruesome, to something variously called the Dark Eye, the 
One and the None, the Overlord of the Four, and the Elder Elemental Eye. There are also disgusting 
supplications, dedications, and vows from the author to the entity. 
 
The next section is badly scorched and stained. The text appears to be a disjointed collection of notes 
relating to relics of the Elder Elemental Eye. One of the more coherent passages details the 
eyewitness account of a ritual called "The Blessing of the Eye": 
 

"…with four-score flames in attendance and Drelleth the Blind beating out the sacred 
cadence, Sahfarn knelt before the black altar and touched the stone with the supplicant's 
kiss. And lo, the power of the Eye coursed forth from his bare lips, purifying the altar 
in waves of amethyst light until naught a sliver of black remained but The Seed at the 
Center. And thus heads bowed did we enjoin the Verse of Beckoning. The Seed undulated as 
swollen veins of brightest purple shot through the altar and Sahfarn called for a 
quickening of the chant. His wisdom was rewarded as the Seed began to beat as a living 
heart and a searing wave of heat rolled across our down-turned faces as the fiery orange 
glory of the Eye burst forth to bathe us in its glory!! Three brothers on my left fell 
faint on the cold black stone and Brother Themachelus shrieked a whinnying scream and 
began clawing at his face. I felt my heart swell with the glory of the Dark Eye as I knew 
I had not been found lacking like my weak brethren. Sahfarn bowed low before the piercing 
Eye of Truth and held aloft the sacred Staff of Worms, touching it to the forehead of our 
sacrificial charge. The girl, still swaying in the sweet dreams of the Thavar Root, 
stumbled forth before the Eye and -- with naught but a whispered murmur -- was taken as 
if by a massive viper strike. As we finished the final chorus of the Verse of Entreaty, 
the Eye pulsed yellow -- our offering had been accepted! Sahfarn humbly touched the Staff 
of Worms to the Eye in a gesture of gratitude and supplication. My eyes were stabbed with 
shooting pains as a nimbus of black energy enveloped him. And then the Eye began to  
disintegrate in a halo of heliotrope smoke. But there upon the altar lay a black pearl on 
a simple silver chain. And from that day forward the acts of Sahfarn were both beautiful 
and fearsome to behold." 

 

The final section is titled "Rising of the Eye, Being A Definitive History of The Temple of Elemental 
Evil".  The text is exceedingly neat and the fine vellum paper is in excellent condition. Although H.M. 
Thaque is credited as the author, it's clear from the carefully detailed footnotes that much of the 
material is taken from a series of interviews with an elven wizard named Falrinth. The Temple, it is 
said, was built upon an ancient unholy site at the behest of the demoness Tsuggtmoy, with the aid of 
another infernal power called Iuz. Tsuggtmoy, the Lady of Fungi, conceived of the plan as a way to 
lure the devotion of duped surface dwellers and drow to herself through the worship of the "Elder 
Elemental Eye" and the evil aspects of elemental forces. In essence, those worshippers among drow 
and evil men who thought they were serving "Elemental Evil" were in fact funneling their devotional 
power to Tsuggtmoy. The story details the subsequent fall and rebirth of the Temple of Elemental 
Evil, the manifestation and escape of Iuz, the imprisonment of Tsuggtmoy in the Temple's dungeons, 
and her eventual defeat at the hand of Jadoc Silversis and his band of elvish warriors. A somewhat 
negatively-biased analysis of Silversis' hit-and-run tactics is given, along with some speculation that 



the Temple may have met a different fate if it hadn't attracted such a large army of followers and if a 
celestial named Vholshir hadn't been coaxed to intervene by the elvish hero Gelvanris, who was lost 
during the final few assaults on the Temple's deepest dungeons.  

Gelvanris' death is somewhat of a mystery and Thaque takes an almost cruel delight in devoting an 
entire chapter to the various reports of how Gelvanris died. Some reports indicate he was the victim 
of a particularly potent fireball. Others interviews suggest he was crushed beneath an ambling mass 
of animated stone or that he drowned in a pool of acid. Perhaps the most bizarre theory is that he 
was strangled to death by a cursed necklace which he tried on in an uncharacteristic moment of 
greed. In any case, Gelvanris' body was never recovered, so the truth is left to the gods and 
balladeers. 

The author also presents the following piece of prophetic doggerel, which he claims to have 
recovered from the Temple dungeons themselves after the sack of that bastion of evil: 
 
The Two united, in the past, 
a Place to build, and spells to cast. 
Their power grew, and took the land 
and people round, as they had planned. 
 
A key without a lock they made 
of gold and gems, and overlaid 
with spells, a tool for men to wield 
to force the powers of Good to yield. 
But armies came, their weapons bared, 
while Evil was yet unprepared. 
The Hart was followed by the Crowns 
and Moon, and people of the towns. 
 
The Two were split - He got away 
but She, when came the judgment day, 
did break the key, and sent the rocks 
to boxes four, with magic locks. 
 
In doing so, She fell behind 
as He escaped.  She was confined 
among Her own; Her very lair 
became Her prison and despair. 
 

The Place was ruined, torn apart 
and left with chains around the heart 
of Evil power - but the key 
was never found in the debris. 
 
He knows not where She dwells today. 
She set the minions' path, the way 
To lift her Temple high again 
With tools of flesh, with mortal men. 
 
Many now have gone to die 
in water, flame, in earth, or sky. 
They did not bear the key of old 
that must be found - the orb of gold. 
 
Beware, my friend, for you shall fall 
unless you have the wherewithal 
to find and search the boxes four 
and then escape forevermore. 
 
But with the key, you might succeed 
in throwing down Her power and greed. 
Destroy the key when you are done 
and then rejoice, the battle won. 

 

According to the author's notes, "The Two" refer to Iuz and Tsuggtmoy; "The key" and "the orb of 
gold" refer to the Orb of Golden Death, a now-destroyed artifact thought to have been used to defeat 
Tsuggtmoy. The remaining details are sketchy at best, but the prophecy in the poem has clearly run 
its course. 



LETTER FROM HEDRACK To H.M. Thaque 
 

In keeping with your request, I have put quill to paper 
and detailed the history of the Temple as I have come to 
know and live it. I apologize for the delay, unforeseen 
matters have demanded my attention as of late. I do hope 
this reaches you in time for inclusion in your treatise. 
Surely no accounting of the Temple's history would be 
complete without a catalogue of my involvement therein. 
 

My time as a vassal to Lord Iuz is insignificant. Let it 
suffice to say that, like many men gifted with 
extraordinary brilliance and wisdom at an early age, I was 
passionate, unruly, and impressionable. 
 

Imagine my surprise to discover that Lord Iuz, whom I 
had so faithfully and skillfully served until then, was not 
the true power behind the Temple of Elemental Evil. Even his 
ally, the demoness Zuggtmoy, was but a pawn. Cannily, I 
discovered that the true power was the cult of the Elder 
Elemental Eye, and behind them, the cult of Tharizdun. 
Finally, a cause worthy of my skills and prowess. 
Finally, I learned the proper path to ultimate power. The 
Doomdreamers rule over the cult, and the Triad are the 
masters of the Doomdreamers. I shall join their ranks, and 
eventually become the ultimate high priest of the Dark God 
himself -- The First. 



When I was informed that the Doomdreamers spoke the 
prophecy of the Champion of Elemental Evil, the one who 
would restore the power of the Temple of Elemental Evil, I 
of course assumed that I was he. Imagine my surprise to 
discover that I was not. I believe, however, that I am the 
one who is destined to fine this Champion, and be his 
sheperd. 
 

Zuggtmoy and Iuz created an artifact called the Orb of 
Golden Death to help them fashion the Elemental Nodes deep 
in the dungeon. Now I know that they were given the secrets 
to do this through agents of the Doomdreamers. Although the 
Orb of Golden Death was destroyed by Jadoc Silversis and 
his band of infidels (completely collapsing the underground 
levels of the Temple of Elemental Evil and sealing off the 
nodes), the cult of the Dark Lord has an artifact of which 
the Orb of Golden Death was but a copy. Despite the damage 
done by that detestable elf, the Orb of Oblivion commands 
power enough to restore the Temple to its former glory and 
beyond! 
 

In closing, may I take a moment to warn you about reports 
I have heard concerning your dealings with a certain elven 
wizard named Falrinth. I had happily assumed that the 
miserable cur had met what I hoped was a most unbecoming 
death when the Temple of Elemental Evil fell.  



 
Apparently that is not the case.  
 
I would brook no trade with this mercenary. He will bilk you 
of money and more with scant little to show for it. Would 
I had my way, Falrinth's head would be sitting on the 
shelf next to my bath. In fact, if you could alert me to his 
whereabouts, I can offer you a most handsome reward. 
 
You are a credit to your office and your service to our 
cause shall not go unnoticed. 
 
Yours in faith, 
 
- Hedrack



Excerpts from Estalion's journal 
 
� …Falrinth has agreed to direct us in the excavation. He drove a hard bargain for 50,000 in 

gold, another 100,000 in rare arcane materials, and a rod of cancellation. He also demanded 
first rights to any items found that are not holy relics of our Dark Lord. The creaky old elf 
seems particularly bent on locating a magical mirror he lost here. The price is well worth it. His 
directions to the secret passage into Temple's inner reaches have already saved us months of 
work… 

 
� …Gaithon 'accidentally' disintegrated two more dwarves today. No matter, the podling does 

the work of fifty slaves. We have begun to clear the stairs to the Grand Temple. The Most 
Enlightened Second feels it may be time to reevaluate the size of the workforce. The dwarves 
are more and more underfoot since we have brought in Gaithon and Dein's crew. In truth, the 
giants have been complaining about the vegetarian menu… 

 
� …The Dark Lord speeds our hand. The main hall of the Grand Temple was largely intact and 

cluttered with only minor amounts of rubble. The timing is all too fortunate, Hedrack has sent 
word that the Champion of Elemental Evil has been found and shall arrive tomorrow night! It is 
with a joyous heart that I begin brewing the sacred elixirs and preparing the holy vestments. 
The Most Venerable Second awaits word from Dein that the Inner Sanctum is clear and finally 
we can perform the ritual to merge the Obelisk with Duulugar's Dream Stone. After so many 
years of waiting, the Plan moves apace. There is much to do… 

 
� …The Champion arrived atop Sheshalla last night. I nearly gasped aloud when I saw a boy 

dismount from the dragon, but luckily held onto my tongue -- and my life. Who knew the 
prophecy was so literal in its reference to a man-child? To further my surprise, Tessimon 
accompanied him - bearing a very special gift: the Orb of Oblivion. Surely she has earned a 
special role among the Doomdreamers to be so privileged. 

 
� …Any doubts about the Champion were quelled this evening, when the Champion drew forth 

mighty Imix from the obelisk and renewed the unholy fury of the Fire Node. The stress of 
prayer and the maddening heat drained me of my strength, but Tessimon was only too eager 
to accompany Imix into the Fire Node, whereupon he called forth all manner of fire creatures to 
serve him.  I nearly fainted from the roasting environs, with my spells and faith barely 
sustaining me, but Tessimon seemed strangely energized as she clutched the Orb of Oblivion 
and set the Elemental Power Gem within. The Prince of Evil Fire Elementals rejoiced in his 
return to our world, reveling in a dance of chaos, fire, and destruction. The fury of Imix is truly 
terrible to behold… 

 
� …The Most Exalted Second has become even more terse and paranoid. A bargain has been 

sealed with a xorn to patrol the Temple environs and report any intrusions. Such folly! With 
Imix alone we stand a goodly chance of finally freeing our Dark Master. The first inevitable step 
has been taken as prophesied. The Plan moves apace. Once the last weak whispers of the 
Two are purged from the Grand Temple it cannot be stopped. Soon Ogremoch, Olhydra, and 
Yan-C-Bin shall stand together with the Prince of Fire, and the four moons shall circle the son, 
and the world will tremble as the Horn of Darkness heralds the annihilating embrace of He 
Who Will Destroy!!! 

 
 


