Paladins Order:
each region of Ascomania has its own unit of serpents, members
the unit is called a chapter
everyone is equal, but one is called a chairman, who has an extra duty of making sure he knows where everyone is, and he also runs meetings
usually an elder paladin who can no longer go on long-term missions into the countryside
in times of crisis, a chairman or the collective decision of a chapter may call for a congress to form
which is a summoning of all serpent society members
there are typically 10-20 members per chapter
one in the north, one in the south and one in the middle lands
the congress can form as a fyrd, or army
in which case, there are three ranks
men, typical members
sergeants, lieutenants and captains, based on experience level and veterancy
the officers are also elected by the congress
there is typically 1 captain, 2-3 lieutenants, 3-4 sergeants
and about 40 men
other than that, there isn't much else common practice
members may worship any lawful good god
and only have meetings when there are problems
[ next morning oracle should be used to determine where the eyeless guy's source of power is, an ancient imperial monastery, where a mass execution was done. It is filled with zombies during the daylight, 

who are paralyzed and cannot move through sun. ]
[ * to the west of town is a stony pass, mile long, fireworm ambushes them
· Beyond that, winding mountain path up to monastery ] 
Pip: you think the best way to find the mahir’s lair would be to follow the large wake of the army, footprints, torn down trees etc
1.  Before you is a vast stretching plain of wilting grasses, scattered with dead, gnarled trees. The occasional carrion beetle scurries across the ground, picking at the soil. Some miles ahead you can see a massive mountain range jutting into the clouds, shrouded in a thick mist. The air is strangely silent, you hear no birds, only a very faint and distant humming. A few hundred feet away you can see the outline of a farmstead. Soon you find signs of the Mahir’s army, ripped up soil and thousands of footprints leading north east. 
Farmstead: 
The farmstead is composed a thatch roofed house with walls of piled stone. The door is strangely absent – instead the entrance is open, a black, gaping nest. Several shacks and stalls are stationed on the grounds, all situated around a fenced in enclosure and a small vegetable garden which has seen better days, much of the harvest festering with insects. Rotting cattle litter the area. 
	Inside: The entrance to the farmhouse is jammed with rubbish, wooden planks and stones. A makeshift barricade was obviously constructed and gave way to some unseen force. The inside is pitch black, but light from the outside reaches into the front of the dwelling, where a man lays. He appears to have been trampled, and his face is not recognizable, instead reduced to mush. He grasps a broken sword and a bow and is surrounded by a litter of arrows. His thick tunic is drenched with dry blood. The room is filled with a putrid musk. 
The back of the room is sprawled with knocked over food bins, tables and chairs. Behind the wall of rubbish are three dead peasants, a young wife clutching a little girl, and two boys in front of her, grasping spears. They are all run through and long dead. 
Loot: any provisions they need.

*
You draw closer to the mountains and the mist now surrounds you, limiting your vision. Adjacent east to the mountain is a coursing and powerful river, flanked by another hulking mountain. At the base of the steep jagged mountains is a valley which bends west and north. The valleys are a few hundred feet wide and are surrounded by jutting, sharp, brown rocks several hundred feet in height. The rock faces are cluttered by dead mosses and wild grass. The temperature is raising and you can faintly smell sulphur. 

9: 
The path winds further up into the mountains and bends sharply. At first you see random scraps of armor and clothing strewn across the path, but then you hear the buzzing of flies and look up. The edge of the cliff is dotted by long spears, skewering dozens of men. The spears are slicked with a jam-like buildup of blood, flies and crows pick at the remains. At the base of the spears are heaps of clothing, gear and armor, viciously torn apart by whatever force instructed this scene of death. 
As you round the bend and continue down the path a moan emanates from one of the closest men. 
Cruniac you recognize the man as Turgeis, an elder member of your order. Although you wouldn’t be able to tell from his soldier’s physique, the warrior is in his 60s, and has in the past served as a wise guide in times of peace and a captain in the fyrd during times of war. His stomach is disemboweled, and he only barely hangs onto his life. 
“Crun… cruniac… come here my old friend… I must tell you of it.” 
“Don’t bother, don’t bother, I am far beyond saving. Listen, listen. This foe is no disgruntled mahir lieutenant lusting for our blood, a grudge holder from old times casually hunting in the night. He does not stir to satisfy his hate. No, no. ::cough:: I believe he is one of the nine, awoken by the passing of the Great Comet. Steel yourself my friend ::Cough:: For we’ve no king to resist this great host which is stirring now, and I go to die. Cruniac, be they ready or no, it is time… lead them to the Masoleum of Clovis, lead them…to…the…crown….
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North Transept: A grand arch entrance lies before you, shrinking to an alcove with a smaller entranceway. In the alcove are the smashed remnants of some statuary, they have been hewn with swords. Perched atop one of the smashed stone busts is a crow. Spots of the wall are cracked and shining beams of light into the interior, but you can’t make out the inside. [ paladin gets owned]  
Door: The door’s locking mechanism appears to have been pulverized by something, the door cannot be closed shut. 
Hall: As you near the entrance a strong gust of wind blows out from the monastery toward you. You smell the all too familiar stench of dead bodies, incense and candles. The air is dry and stinging. You enter into an unremarkable stone hallway with an arched exit to the south. The floor is carpeted with putrid  red clothe. Before the door are three  silently standing Imperial soldiers, clad in bronze armor. They are illuminated by the sun and seemed to have not noticed yet, even though they are staring straight ahead with dead eyes. 
Trap: A pressure plate which fills the room with darkness, the undead glow and attack. 
Square Junction: 
You enter into a square  15’ by 15’ room, inlaid into the walls are hundreds of candle holders, many of them missing candles. To the west, south and east are entranceways. Light shines brightly from overhead, as the ceiling has collapsed and lies in chunks of masonry at the floor. In one of the corners of the room is a silently standing robbed woman with a putrid cowl on. Her mouth and neck are slashed, revealing deep lacerations, her face is stained by blood. Hanging from her neck is a silver Medusa-head necklace. 
Loot: amulet of protection +1, 9 whale oil candles 
West (Quire): This grand hall is filled with rows of benches for prayer service, facing a stone altar at the end of it. Swathes of the room are filled with an impenetrable darkness, while other spots are revealed by rays of light from the cracked ceiling. The hall is littered with books, scrolls, candles and other trinkets, many of the pews are smashed and flipped over. The altar’s idol has been split in half and lies in pieces at the base of it. Several figures seem to lurk in the darkness, and a priest stands emotionlessly at the altar, staring at the idol pieces. His robe is blood stained and his skull is cracked. The walls are lined with statues, paintings and carvings of religious icons, most of which have been beheaded or flipped over.  
Loot: Scroll of Regeneration, Scroll of Dispel Magic, Scroll of Cure Serious Wounds, 500 gold in precious vessels, 12 sheets of paper, 2 vials of ink, 1d4 books in Imperial (can be used to study ancient history profs), 4 candles, Scroll of Protection From Evil, dead knight behind altar (bronze plate, hoplon, Corinthian helmet, short sword, gold holy symbol)
Presbytery:  At the mouth of this room all you can make out are several shrouded figures in the room and the front of a stone table. The room is completely covered in darkness, only partially revealed by the light spilling in from the room you just came from. 
If light up, it’s filled with a table, priest living stuff, chairs. 6 dead priests. 
Loot: Scroll of Raise Dead, Spindle of red velvet
Cloister: 
As you enter you come upon a horrific site. This wide open area of several hundred feet in diameter may have once been a garden grounds. The walls are a colonnaded porch. Before you is a massive pile of decaying brown bones, several feet high, stretching across the entire grounds.  Hundreds of motionless, murdered Imperial people, some knights, some priests, some nuns, some peasants, faces anguished and brutalized, stand silently on top of their graves ,staring downward to their wrecked remains. Many of them have been stabbed in the neck, their hands bound by rope, as if executed, while others are impaled from the groin to the mouth on long spears. The ocean of bones is possessed by a frenzy of energy, as carrion beetles scurry across and pick at remains. 
Floating above the mound of the dead is the mahir. He lets loose a guttural cackle as he spots you and raises his hands palms inward. From behind him, a slowly moving cloud of darkness begins to engulf the grounds and blot out the sun, causing the dead to glow with a dim blue aura. 

*
Ritual:
The approaching darkness conjured forth by the mahir is immediately repelled as a huge column of churning light
Loot: 
On Mahir: 
Barendal:  Theus was a sculptor who created a statue of an incredibly lifelike and beautiful woman, which he consequently became infatuated with. Spending hours alone with the statue, Theus dedicated all his time to improving its form until it was virtually indistinguishable from life. The gods gave life to the statue, only so it might inspire him to stop lusting after it and squandering his time, impressed by his skill and the purity of his love. Yet the spirit placed in the statue reciprocated the sculptor’s love, only to be snatched out by the divine hand. Accordingly, Theus, grief stricken and overcome with rage, thrust his sword into his neck. The fury of Theus seeped into the blade. The blade now turns all whom it strikes into stone.    
+1 dagger/short sword, 1d6 damage, save vs spell on hit or petrify. 
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