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RAVEL PUZZLEWELL

Location: 
Black-Barbed Maze, Chapter of the Mad
NPC Type: 
“Enemy.”

Portrait: 
See Eric Campanella’s concept sketches. 

Morality Play:
A night hag who was foreshadowed as some great, evil witch, but is really nothing more than a puttering old crone who has been in prison for the past few centuries. Prison has made her more than a little loopy, and it manifests itself in her bent speech and her occasional lecherous advances to the player character.

Design Note: Movie where Ravel is walking through her garden, tending the black-barbs, when suddenly she pauses and turns to look out across the blasted landscape and starts to cackle. “He comes. He comes soon, my pretties.” The mad cackling. Ravel’s mad sister may want the secrets that her sister/mother possesses…or one of Ravel’s mean-spirited children want the powers that she has at her disposal.
Design Note: The player has to find a children’s story that features Ravel in order to get access to her prison.

Design Note: Ravel occasionally refers to the player as the “greatest of my puzzles.” 
Design Note: “I beat death,” she cackled. “But it was more like a bribe than a thorough thrashing. Cracking open the Cage was going to be my ultimate challenge.” 
Design Note: Once upon a time, Ravel could have rode the dreams of others, now she may only be able to visit for a short while.

Design Note: Ravel needs to shed a tear in order to be able to escape the maze that she is in. It was a fitting punishment for one such as her, considering how many tears she caused others to shed.
Voice Actors: A classic wicked witch voice, like from the Wizard of Oz. The female gargoyle in the Hunchback of Notre Dame, perhaps?

Statistics: Sex: Female, Race: Night Hag, Class: N/A, Level: N/A, Hit Dice: 8, INT: 21, Faction: None, Alignment: Neutral, AC 0, MV 12, hp 47, THACO 13, XP 12,000, Form of Attack: Poisonous Bite or Spell, Damage: 2-12 Poison Damage.
Name
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Resref
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Name

Ravel

Apparent Name
Night Hag
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0

XP Value
12000
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8
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Animation Type
Ravel
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?
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?
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Neutral
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0

Fatigue

0

Intoxicated
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1

Saves
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AI Data

?

Enemy/Ally:
Neutral

General:

Humanoid

Class:

-

Resist Magic
65%

Resist Cold
100%

Resist Mcold
100%

Resist Fire
100%

Resist Mfire
100%

Specials: Magic Resistance: 65%, Spells (Magic Missiles and Ray of Enfeeblement). Immune to normal weapons (can only be hurt by silver or magical weapons). Cold Immunity, Fire Immunity, Spells. 
 It is possible that Ravel has many charms already woven into her hair and body that count as Pain Mirrors.

AI Mechanics: Ravel will attack enemies in this order: Most powerful (in Hit Dice), closest alignment to Lawful Good (Chaotic Good, Neutral Good), spell casters. She attacks the most powerful with the ray of enfeeblement, going after spell casters with the magic missiles, and going after the others with her poisonous bite. She will not surrender, since death is only a temporary thing for her (see end of dialogue tree).

Inventory: Ravel has nothing else on her body that a character would want (she lost her periapt
 long ago), at least at first glance. The player may gather one or more of the following items from her during the conversation (need to gauge how difficult it is for each item to be gathered during the course of the dialogue):

Easy

Barbed Charms 


Casts Pain Mirror when used.

Easy Secret
Barbed Seed


Portal key.

Hard Secret
Black Barbed Branch Wand
Weapon (3 Charges) and a portal key.
Hard Secret
Fingernail of Ravel Puzzlewell
Weapon (Super Dagger, no mod slots)

Average Secret
Gray Hair of Ravel Puzzlewell
Portal key.

Easy for INT
Spell Book of Ravel Puzzlewell
Contains:






Black-Barbed Curse







Black-Barbed Shield

Easy for CHR
Tear of Ravel Puzzlewell

Portal key.

Easy for DEX
Periapt of Ravel Puzzlewell
Magic Item







(Also called Charm of Blackness)

Combining the Seed and Ravel’s hair and digging at a spot with her fingernail may cause the Black Branch Wand to grow. Nordom can figure out the process by examining certain sections of the maze, if the player does not get the information he needs from Ravel during the conversation. The player may be able to grow a bunch of them if he gets enough hair and seeds.

Character Summary: Ravel is a batty, lecherous ol’ night hag (see picture). She’s an insane genius that was imprisoned in her own extradimensional maze many centuries ago because of various crimes that she supposedly committed in Sigil.

Ravel is a lusty old hag and will hit on the character throughout their conversation. She’s serious about her advances, unfortunately. The player will need to find some polite ways to fend off her advances while getting the information he needs from her.

Purpose: First off, Ravel is intended to provide the player with information. Ravel is intended as a source of information for the player character, assuming he can pry it out of her. She can provide the player character with the following important pieces of information:

· She made him immortal through an arcane ritual that she has forgotten. (“Such things weren’t meant to be remembered, my pretty thing.”)

· The ritual literally peeled the player’s mortality out of his body.

· The ritual was flawed. The player is dying a different kind of death (a mental death) every time he dies.

· The player and his mortality should be reunited. 

· She believes the player’s mortality is being imprisoned somewhere.

Second, Ravel is included as an adversary and a puzzle all to herself. The player must psychologically wrestle with Ravel to get the information he needs out of her. He must be careful not to offend her nor give in to her advances, or else he (and his companions) will be in a world of hurt. 

Third, meeting Ravel is something of a shock. After all this build-up to what an “evil” person Ravel is (an abomination of the worst sort), the player should be somewhat surprised to discover that Ravel is relatively pleasant, if a bit batty. She just wants some company and someone to talk with for a while. 

Possible Attack Talk:

::Cackles::
“Yes, my pretty.”

Ravel doesn’t want the player character to seek her out, because she knows the All-Mighty Mortality will not be far from behind.

Give me back my mortality!

“I misplaced my meanness somewhere in the maze,” Ravel said sadly. “I find I don’t miss it much.” [Fall-from-Grace is her daughter?]
NOTE: THE FOLLOWING IS ALL PLACEHOLDER TEXT. THIS IS NOT FINAL DIALOGUE.

The dialogue in this section is broken down into “roughs” of what each character has to say to the character and what the character can ask the NPC about the plot. The dialogue is rough, and it is intended to give the scope of the dialogue and make sure all the salient points are covered, not to serve as final text.

Dialogue Tone: 

· Ravel should use a lot of pseudo-mystical magical new-age bullshit speak in her talk.

· Also, Ravel occasionally replaces one word with another that sounds the same but is spelled differently. (i.e., “seam” instead of “seem” on occasion).
 Her speech is similar to the constable in Much Ado About Nothing.
· Ravel may practice Alliteration in her dialogue (Beginning every word with the same letter).

· Ravel may use future tense to refer to events that have happened in the past.

· May want to give her a Russian accent and some Russian expressions.

BREAKDOWNS: INTRODUCTION TO RAVEL
Design Note: The player may be alone when he confronts Ravel.

Initial Dialogue: None. Ravel is wandering through her garden, humming to herself. She stops occasionally (going “hmmmmm” and “ah, yes, that’s coming along nicely” and “mmm-mmmm”) to caress one of the black barbs that line the garden and check it for new buds.

Design Note: Need to have the voice actor “hum” to themselves and get a few minutes of that for this scene. Also, a good sample of cackling may be in order, along with hissing and other sounds.

Design Note: The player should have already experienced the “question for a question” situation with Lothar, so he may be more equipped to deal with Ravel.
Scripting Modifiers: 

Appearance: Dustman


Companion: Morte
Initial Reaction: Neutral.

Initial Dialogue Set: The initial dialogue tree goes something like this:
Greetings. 



Who are you? 



What are you doing? 


Where am I? 



Do you know who I am? 


Other:

If Companion=Dak’kon, then add:

Dak’kon: (Whispers.) “Should we not strike and use surprise as a weapon?”

If Companion=Grace, then add:

Fall-from-Grace: (Whispers.) “Ravel was rumored to be a powerful mage…it might be best to strike before she notices our presence.”

[Greetings.] “Well now, my pretty thing, you have returned at last.” [She squints at you.] “Let Old Ravel see how you’ve fared in this life.”

[Ravel reaches out to caress you with her taloned fingers. Do you permit her to touch you?]


Yes 


No


Attack first

[Yes] 

[Her touch feels like sandpaper across your skin. There is a strange tingling. Ravel’s expression dims somewhat, as if saddened. She feels your face, lingering on the scars.]

Add Flag (Ravel’s Touch)

[Sad.] “Oh, sad, sad, broken half-thing. All-a-pieces.”

“No longer the one I knew are you…are you still broken, after all this sad, sad time?” 

“Many and such, such scars you have, all a-scrawled on your skin. Many tales (tails) does your skin tell.”


What are you talking about?


What tales does my skin tell?

[What?] “Time has never been an enemy to you, most beloved of all mortals. Has time never been such an ally until forever’s blade bites deeply into the skin? So brave, so passionate, so terribly lost, sad, sad.”

[Ravel stares hard at you, her eyes narrowing.] 

“A puzzle of bone and skin were you, always, intriguing, and the most beloved of all who came to me, pleaing, a request, petition for help.”

“So hard to see past the scars for the man underneath, and the filthy compost heaped across my mind makes identification difficult.”
[What tales does my skin tell?] “Your scars and tattoos make a pitchblended cry, and they shout to me, ‘here is a man in confrontation with the world.’” 

[Ravel makes a crooning noise, not unlike a bird.] 

“The tale echoes of balance imbalanced, the trials of war, an individual, (dare I say) unique power (I do so dare), and battles with fiendish elements. A creature that feeds on others from afar to sustain itself.”


Balance Imbalanced?


Trials of War?


An individual of unique power?


Battles with fiendish elements?


A creature that feeds on others from afar?

[Balance Imbalanced?] “Divided in two were you [rhyme] when your mortality was peeled from you. No longer balanced, much was broken in the subnatural seperation…forgotten how it was done, I have I, nor would I do it again, nor would I do it again, for not have I forgotten the moment after the break, the echo, seeing the pain stream through your veins, you’re cries like a wailing child, every bit of your being filled with emptiness.”

“Freedom from life’s reward was no reward at all.”
[Trials of War?] “Great, great, great trials of war, much too too much to be born by any, any mortal thing.”
[An individual of unique power?] “Have you traveled so long with yourself that you do not remember, my pretty puzzled thing?”
[A battle with fiendish elements?] “Two fiends butt heads, their heads filled with ideas of how the Planes should be, yet can never be or the Planes they would be no longer. Such foolishness!”

[A creature that feeds on others from afar?] “No base hungers do you feel, but far, far worse ones boil beneath your skin. Terrible, terrible cost.”

[No] [You take a step back.]

“Always the cautious one, my most beloved of puzzles and solutions? So shall I always mark you. Such was it with you when you came to my home on the Gray Waste with your sad plea for Ravel, the greatest of the night hags, most knowledgeable, most beautiful, and most impressed by you.”
[Attack First] “You have forgotten your place, half-man. Humility is in order.”

ATTACK
[Who are you?] “A maker of puzzles, a solver of what cannot be solved, a mind raveling and unraveling until threads of thought is tied up like knots in a drunken man’s hair.”

[Ravel picks at her hair, her talons pulling the length of a hair from her shock of hair.]

[Persist with hair-pulling question.]

[Ravel’s talons accidentally pull forth a lone hair from her head.]
[What are you?] [Ravel gives a ghastly smile, her yellowed teeth like needles.] “I am a woman who has soarly missed her beloved creation. Some have named me crone, a gray lady, a hag shrouded in the blackest black, a night hag but myself is my name, Ravel, Ravel who puzzles well, providing conundrums to decipher and lays impossibilities low.” 

“Much has Ravel forgotten, but Ravel was always full of knowledge (nowledge), so much remains…”

[Ravel blinks, and her brow wrinkles as if in pain.]

“The preceding moments have dashed by me, been forgotten…how are you and who did you come hear to here? Why have not more come to visit me in my garden? I am so loathesome or am I so loathesome?”

WIS: Ravel seems to find you attractive. Flattery may buy you knowledge.

The way to this place is difficult, Ravel.

[CHR]
The way to this place is difficult, beautiful Ravel.


Your garden?


What’s a night hag?

[The way to this place is difficult, Ravel.] “Is the way so hard? Then your visit is precious, and I give thanks.”

[The way to this place is difficult, beautiful Ravel.] [Ravel’s eyes glint, and her lips peel back in a smile.] “Your words are soothing and have not been heard in many a time...they stir even my crusty heart. Your memories are lost, but your charms remain, pretty thing.” [+1 Reaction]


You flatter me with your words, beautiful Ravel.


It is your charms that persist, beautiful Ravel.

[You flatter me with your words, beautiful Ravel.] “A boon you may ask, my pretty, charming songbird. Then a boon I would ask of you.” [+1 Reaction]


A lady such as you may ask her boon first, so that I might see if I am capable of giving such a boon.

[It is your charms that persist, beautiful Ravel.] “A boon you may ask, my pretty, charming songbird. Then a boon I would ask of you.” [+1 Reaction]

A lady such as you may ask her boon first, so that I might see if I am capable of giving such a boon.

[A lady such as you may ask her boon first, so that I might see if I am capable of giving such a boon.] “I would ask a kiss of you, songbird. It has been long since one such as you entered my life, and many tragedies would it if I allowed you to depart without quenching one regret.”

If companion = Fall-from-Grace, then:

Fall-from-Grace: [Out of the corner of your eye, so quickly you almost miss it, you see Fall-from-Grace shake her head.]


I shall bestow a kiss.


I cannot give such a boon.

Kiss Ravel on the:


Forehead


Cheek


Lips

Ravel may transform into a more pleasing shape.

[Forehead] [As you bend down to kiss Ravel on the forehead, you notice there are black-barbed seeds in her tangled hair.]
[Cheek] [As you bend down to kiss Ravel on the cheek, you notice that she is wearing a pendant.]
[Lips] [As you touch Ravel’s lips, you feel a slight tingling pass through your body.]

Set Ravel’sKiss Flag.
[I cannot give such a boon.] [Ravel blinks, and she frowns.] (-2 Reaction) “Such it was when you first came to me, to use Ravel only then discard her, throw her away, once she merely accomplishes the impossible.”
[Your garden?] [Ravel gestures around her.] “Once a maze of lifeless stone it was, featureless, but a small black seed was wound in my hair when I came to this place, and it grew strong amongst the stone and my leavings, flourishing, flourishing, until it ran thick throughout the maze like the hair of a crone.”
[What’s a night hag?] “Some say many things about ones such as I. A race are we, but an individual am I. Some call us evil old, predators of mortals, the kindly ones, ugly, hideous things that make their homes in the dark places.” [Ravel’s eyes narrow.] “What would one such as you call one such as I, pretty thing?”

[Lie]
I would call you beautiful.


I would say the descriptions are all correct.

[Truth]
I would call you ugly.
What’s the Gray Waste?

What’s the Blood War?
[I would call you beautiful.] “Oh, you are a diamond, songbird. How sweetly you sing to these tired ears that have feasted only on silence and the slow creep of black barbs spreading.”
[I would say all the descriptions are correct.] (-1 Reaction) “So they are, but they are not an answer. Pah! I withdraw the question, o discreet one.”
[I would call you ugly.] (-2 Reaction) “Ugly I need not be, pretty thing. My shape is not stone. It is but water to my will, and I may bend and re-weave its fibers to a more pleasing tapestry.”


[Ravel turns into Fall-from-Grace]

Ravel: “Is this shape more pleasing, so cultured and breathtaking? Come, pretty thing, my lips do not burn with Abyssal torments.”

No


Kiss Ravel

[Ravel turns into Annah]

Ravel: “Is it the rougher woman that you crave, the one of passionate fire? Perhaps it is her that whets your appetite. Come, caress my lips with your own, and I shall please you.”

No


Kiss Ravel

[Ravel turns into Annah]

[No] [Ravel turns back into her original shape.]

“A difficult man to please are you! Pah! And wonder do they why there are no males of our kind!”


What other shapes can you…have you turned yourself into?


No more difficult than pleasing a night hag.

[What other shapes can you…have you turned yourself into?] [Check Flags of people that the player has visited.] “Maybe some, Mebbeth none.”


Mebbeth? You were Mebbeth?

[Mebbeth? You were Mebbeth?] “That may have been one of my names…identities are difficult to remember, like calling across a great distance.”
[No more difficult than pleasing a night hag.] [Ravel pauses, then cackles.] “A truer truth was never rung.” (+1 Reaction)

[Kiss Ravel] [Go to kissing sub-dialogue, above.]

[What’s the Gray Waste?: 1 or What’s the Blood War?: 1] “Answering a question with a question is Ravel’s way, pretty thing, but it is not a way for one such as you.” [Her eyes glint.] “A second-time I ask: what would you call one such as I, pretty thing?”
[What’s the Gray Waste?: 2] “Aye, yer mind is cloudy, is it not? The Gray Waste is a plane straddling Baator and the Abyss, and keeps getting trampled over in the Blood War, so it does. Still, where there’s war, there’s profit to be made, and I made quite a little profit selling larva to both sides.”

Design Note: Need to emphasize the “straddle” for the sake of the plot.

[What’s the Blood War?: 2] “Oh, them childish fiends, them baatezu and them tan’nari decided they’d start themselves a war over ideology and invite every creature in the multiverse ta take part, they did. Eejits!”
[Where am I?] “You are in the mouldering corpse of the past, naught but a lost moment unearthed, and I wish it, and wish it not.” [Ravel becomes agitated.] “The past is dead, dead and rotten, let it rest, let it rot.”
[Do you know who I am?] “A shadow with substance, searching for that which casts the light. I know you more and no more than I know the heart and nature of any man of passion and turbulence. Crossed pasts have we…a self tainted with undeath, still feelings the pangs of subnatural separation, and an old withered crone, now imprisoned.”


Crossed Pasts?
Why were you imprisoned, Ravel?

What do you know of shadows?
[Crossed Pasts?] “Seems it that we are meeting for the first time? No, no, not, not (knot) at all. This is an echo of a future meeting…or a past meeting, depending on which way time is facing. The similarities are mirrored events…you come to me with a problem, petition me for a solution to an impossibility. Beautiful, ungrateful, beloved man!”
[Ravel gets a far-away look in her eye.]

“The fire burned passions in your eyes when you came to me…passionate to be free, and when freed, the fires were burned from your eyes.”

“With the separation, your life has shed all meaning and has degenerated? So I fear.”

[Ravel smiles with yellowed teeth, then clicks them together, as if laughing.]

“Perhaps you should sit on your hind legs and limp your forepaws -- mayhaps Ravel will give you a scrap.”

[Why are you imprisoned?/Why were you mazed?] “I tried to help a Lady and kindly she did not take to it.”

Grace: [Has to say something.] “The Lady of Pain? You tried to help her?”

Ravel: “The help I offered was unwelcome. I tried to set her FREE; Sigil is the CAGE, a City of Doors and Locks, is a prison for her. It must be, mustn’t it be? Why else call the city of Sigil ‘the Cage?’ And who is caged? The Lady! A prison so small for one so great. Unjustness, wrongness, intolerable to treat a woman thusly!”

Design Note: Make sure the “Cage” is used when the player is in the city.

Morte: “I think I know who should be in a cage.”

Ravel: “I tried to help set her free, break the Cage, let the Lady go free.” 

[She makes a shooing motion, her expression becoming pained as she scatters invisible birds.]

“Shoo, shoo, o pained woman, let Sigil’s ring be broken so you might fly far from its filthy streets and the stupid dabus that dare not speak in words for fear their thoughts would be overheard!”

[Ravel’s hands slowly stop their ‘shooing’ motion. A tear rolls down her cheek.]


[Give her hankerchief.]

[Hankerchief captures Ravel’s tear.]
“Before I could finish, I found myself here, and my memories none the better for the trip…much had has slipped away during my imprisonment, much forgotten, yes it was.”

[Ravel smiles with her yellowed teeth.]

“At first, I experienced some frustration…then ignorance and the dwindling of memory gave warmth and comfort. Much have I forgotten. I am fortunate in that I still remember you.”

You tried to free the Lady of Pain from Sigil?

[You tried to free the Lady of Pain from Sigil?] [Slightly reprimanding.] “Sigil is called the Cage for a reason, boy. I resent anyone, even a Power, being imprisoned and think that all, everyone: whether stones, shores or quiet bladed ladies should be free.”

Morte: “I would just as well let the Lady of Pain do her own thing…if she asked me for help, I’d help, but otherwise I’d stay outta her way.”


I agree.


No, I think you did the right thing trying to set her free, Ravel.


Were you trying to set me free when I met you long ago?

[I agree.] “I’m glad that we share a like mind and view like-minded on this matter.”
[No, I think you did the right thing.] [Harumphs.] “So someone does.”
Ravel Puzzlewell: “Nonetheless, even prisons present a curious freedom after a time.”

[Were you trying to set me free when I met you long ago?] “Quite possibly, possibly quite. Life’s chains and fear-of-death may have gripped too-tightly on the man I new then, hmmmm-hmmmm?”


I still need a reason for why it was done, and why I asked that it be done.

[I still need a reason for why it was done, and why I asked that it be done.] “That I cannot answer. You were enslaved, and life and death were what held you fast. Immortality was your solution.”


My solution?

[My solution?] “Death was a thing you needed to dodge. An easy thing to say, but to do it is not! The only way to prevent such a circumstance was to assure that you would not die. Immortality, even with its flaws, was an attractive alternative at the time.”

“Lead is not easily changed to gold, but it is possible, thought the un-whys Ravel. If water can be blood, immortal ambrosia can be brewed from the blood of mortals.”

“So a diamond drawn from the guttery soup of Baator were you with which this theory could be tested.”


Baator? What was I doing in Baator?
So you pulled it off?
[Baator? What was I doing in Baator?] “Oh, come now, I have forgotten such things, o plaintive one.”

What do you mean?
[So you pulled it off?] “The gulf between man and unman is great. You traveled the distance. I provided the means, but you crossed on your own.”

[Ravel slaps her head and rakes her hand through her hair.]

“Bad Ravel! Mortals are much too flawed to be turned immortal. [Mortals are much to flawed to be made to last. Still they break!] They must be dragged kicking and screaming into an unhealthy new mold. Shortcuts must be made, and they can break the moldee (it not always the mold that breaks, but the substance poured within it). Force something into a shape it was not meant to be, and something breaks! I thought the material was of stronger stuff, but you have been broken. You have survived long, immortaled one, one who has conquested life, but is the prey of the creature that is life.”

“The body is but a house for the soul. There is no one home in your home.”

[Give me back my mortality.] [Ravel suddenly becomes alert. Her eyes take on a disturbing awareness.] “No, no, no. That, Ravel, I, will not do.”


Give me back my mortality or I shall kill you.


Why not?

[Give me back my mortality, or I shall kill you.] “Kill me you will, your will shall kill me, [Problem: she doesn’t answer.] 

“It is difficult to in which of time’s many directions I am facing. Mortals face in the opposite direction, looking to the future, and I am facing the past, for I do not like what I see in the future.” 

[Why not?] “Ravel has nothing to give; Ravel cannot give such things to you, my beloved broken man. I never possessed you or your mortality…I wished both, keep them in my fields of larvae as selfish affection’s keepsakes, trace the patterns of your flesh, but such things could not be carried through in Ravel’s heart when she gave you aid.”


Why not?

You don’t have my mortality?


Fields of Larvae?

[Why not?] 
Annah: [Words tumble out of her mouth in astonishment at the hag.] “Ye loved him, you did!”
[You don’t have my mortality?] “Ravel has spoken this, yes.”


Then where is my mortality?

[Fields of Larvae?] “Ravel’s beautiful rolling fields of evil, greedy, selfish souls, now untended!”

Fall-from-Grace: “Night hags keep herds of larvae in the Gray Waste, like a farmer keeps cows. The larvae are the residual evil souls that the Night Hags have stolen from the worlds in the Prime Material Plane.”
[What went wrong?] “Puzzle-fleshed broken, beautiful, beautiful mortal man, the spell was knot a finished thing.”

[Ravel’s brows wrinkle, and her talons pick at her hair, pulling on a string of hair.]

“The spell gave you what you wanted, but great were the costs and complications…the casting of shadows, the quiet, violent thousand deaths of the mind, and the paintaking emptiness…these things, too dangerous were they in such a fragile vessel, no matter how strong a mortal man. Regret them and the spell do I.”

Casting of Shadows?


The Quiet, Violent Death of the Mind?


Paintaking emptiness?


It seems like the spell worked…
[The Casting of Shadows?] [Cut to ‘shadows,’ below.]
[The Quiet, Violent Death of the Mind?] “A thousand deaths, and you recover from each. Not so the mind, the mind is much more fragile. Its scars run deep and do not heal.”

“The brain is encased in a hard bone shell, difficult to breach, but with no defense against that which eats at it from within.”

[Paintaking emptiness?] “You have a whole wear your mortality lay within your shell. Rattle-rattle goes the hollow man, a baby’s plaything, with naught but a tiny stone that clatters and clacks within your frame.”

[It seemed like the spell worked…] “Rightly so have you spoken! Not long after the spell was drawn to a close, I killed you to see if it had worked. You struggled so, but I kept my grip tight and watched you die your first of many deaths. Then was I learned in the flaws.”


What flaws?
[What flaws?] “Ego enwraps us like a prison. Forgot I did that it ofttimes serves as a shield.”

[Ravel clicks her tongue.]

“My pretty, pretty thing, there is much wisdom and understanding in the truth that life is a preparation for the ultimate goal: death. Our life is a means by which we learn how to die. Truth-truth. If we forget such things…” 

Is my mortality intact?

[Ravel seems surprised, then alarmed.]

“Yes, yes, yes! Fear not for a broken mortality…if you are hear talking at me, intact your mortality must be. Such a thing can knot be destroyed as long as you exist. You are an anchor of your mortal soul. As long as you are intact, so shall it be. It cannot be destroyed anymore than you can. Made to last are you…”

[Ravel smiles and gives a wheezing laugh.]

“A spiritual cockroach are you!”

[What do you mean?] “You are not supposed to be immortal, Nameless One.” [Ravel cackles.] “The spell was flawed, as all such cure-alls are. You now sire shadows with every death.” 


Shadows?
[Shadows?] “Ungrateful shades (ungrateful without cause?) hate you, Nameless One, for they are fathered by you, your children, once forsaken, they will never forgive. They will do everything they can to destroy the parent, for in some dim part of their minds they recognize they are nothing more than shadows of yourself.”


Problem? What problem?

[Problem? What problem?] “You cast shadows on existence, Nameless One. With every death, a shadow arises fresh from the fields of your flesh. They a-wander for a time, but always they a-return, looking to murder their parent. Such is the way of many offspring…”

[Ravel purses her lips in disapproval, then suddenly pokes you in the chest with a talon.]

“…and thankless young men such as yourself.”


I’m not young. Trust me.

Why did you do this?

[I’m not young. Trust me.] “How old are you then?”


I figure a few centuries by my internal calender and the extent of these scars.
Old enough to kick your ass. C’mon she-bitch, let’s go.
[Why did you do this?] “It’s what ya wanted, stripling, and ye asked so sweetly...now how could ol’ Ravel say no to one such as you?” 

 
Why did I want to be immortal?

[Why did I want to be immortal?] “I don’t know, stripling/seedling,” she said. “Time has chipped away at me memories as well, it would seam. If you remember, tell me…I’m a might (mite) bit curious meself. It must have been something important…in’t it in the nature of a man to want to live forever?”

If companion = Dak’kon, then:

Dak’kon: “Only if the alternative is worse.”

“What happened to my mortality?”

[Then where is my mortality?/What happened to my mortality.] “I don’t know, sweet thing. I think it may have been stolen, or fallen through the cracks. If I were ye, I’d get it back and right quick, too. You don’t want someone getting a hold of such a thing. No telling what horrible things someone could do to ya if they held yer mortality fer ransem.”

[Ravel taps her talons together.]

“It would like be holding someone’s sweet, succulent soul…a puppet dancing on someone’s strings, would you be, and a most sad puppet.”


What is wrong…went wrong…with the spell?

[What is wrong…went wrong…with the spell?] “A question you ask me, a question you must answer in return. Such is the way of trades and bargains that we have made. Abide by this, and we shall be at peace.”


Ask your question, then, crone.


Ask your question, Ravel.

CHR
Ask your question beautiful Ravel.


You shall ask no questions this day, old one.
[Ask your question then, crone/Ask your question, Ravel.] Ravel’s possible questions include:

Do you feel regret for what has happened?


No.


Yes.


What the hell are you talking about?

[No.] “And why not?”


Answer a question for me first, and I shall give you an answer in turn.

[Answer a question for me first, and I shall give you an answer in turn.] “Very well…and well-spoken. A question you may ask, and an answer I will give.”


[Resume normal conversation tree]

[Yes.] “And what is the regrets that you have felt?”
Answer a question for me first, and I shall give you an answer in turn. (For response, see the answer above.)

[What the hell are you talking about?] “Another question asked, another answer must be tendered. I speak of regrets, those useless emotions that cloud one’s mind and accumulate like sludge. Now, two questions’ answers you owe.”

Who are these that travel with you?


They are…


Why do you want to know such a thing?


My companions’ names and pasts are their own, crone. Ask another question.
[They are…]


Curly, Larry, Moe and Shirley


I, am, not, and going to tell you.


Morte, Annah, Dak’kon and Fall-from Grace
What are your feelings for these travelers?

Morte
I think…


…I like him.


…I don’t really care about him one way or another.

…I hate him.


…I don’t trust him yet.

…I don’t know him well enough yet.

…he can be annoying.

…he can be annoying, but he’s useful.


…I’d rather not say.

…He seems trustworthy enough. He’s loyal, and he has saved my life.
…I don’t know enough about Dak’kon’s past yet.
Annah
I think…


…I could fall in love with her.


…I like her.


…I don’t really care about her one way or another.

…I hate her.


…I don’t trust her yet.

…I don’t know her well enough yet.

…she can be annoying.

…she can be annoying, but she’s useful.


…I’d rather not say.

Dak’kon
I think…


…I like him.


…I don’t really care about him one way or another.

…I hate him.


…I don’t trust him yet.

…I don’t know him well enough yet.

…he can be annoying.

…he can be annoying, but he’s useful.


…I’d rather not say.

…He seems trustworthy enough. He’s loyal, and he has saved my life.
…I don’t know enough about Dak’kon’s past yet.
Fall-from-Grace

I think…


…I could fall in love with her.


…I like her.


…I don’t really care about her one way or another.

…I hate her.


…I don’t trust her yet.

…I don’t know her well enough yet.

…she can be annoying.

…she can be annoying, but she’s useful.


…I’d rather not say.

[Any response other than the ones below:]

[Negative.] “Time has not dulled your selfishness, pretty thing.”

[Fall-from-Grace and Annah love comment:] “Oh, so you don’t consider Ravel at all?”
[Why do you want to know such a thing?] “Why do you wish your memories returned?” [Check flag:] “Why have you studied the teachings of Zerthimon? A whole stew of questions without purpose other than a desire to know, perhaps? The accumulation of knowledge in this place has been slowed.”
[My companions’ names and pasts are their own, crone. Ask another question.] “Another question shall I ask then…” [Resume Ravel’s line of questioning; keep a sequence of questions and act them one at a time.]

Why have you not lost your memories in this incarnation?

[Lie]
Because I’m too strong for that kind of silliness anymore.


I don’t know
Do you remember me at all?

[Lie]
Yes


Not at first, but give me some time.


No
[Do you know a way out of here?] “I know the way out.” [Ravel taps her talons together impatiently.] “A disservice would be done if I simply told you of it.”


Tell me the way out.


You don’t know, do you?
[Tell me the way out.] “I am under no obligation, and the way has already been forgotten by me. You must be the one to remember for me.”

[You don’t know, do you?] “I confess that the way has been forgotten by me. If anyone must remember the way, it must be you.”


Remember? I never knew it.


How?

[Remember? I never knew it.] “Then you must think very hard for a new way out, or else we are both lost, my tender man.”

[How?] “You must think and act very hard, very hard, much effort and then put the think and the acts into practice. Remember very hard by doing it all a-new.”


I have to remember by doing it all fresh? That’s not remembering, that’s creating a memory.

You don’t know anything!

[I have to remember by doing it all fresh? That’s not remembering, that’s creating a memory.] “Curious, curious solution…what is remembering, what is learning? Less of the former and more of the later should you do, impertinent, beautiful one! A warning I leave you with, and learn its message well!”
[You don’t know anything!] “I know enough to leave you with a warning.”


What warning?

[What warning?] “In leaving this prison, to another cursed prison will you arrive, though it may not appear as such. Step lightly, and find the golden link in the ever-shortening chain. The light shall give the dark of the matter, and new paths shall open to you.”

Delightfully cryptic. Thanks.

[Delightfully cryptic. Thanks.] [Ravel cackles.] “Of the past I am not held to particulars…you are lucky to receive anything, o caustic one!”
[A spell. Do you know magic?] [Ravel looks at you disapprovingly.] “Does Ravel know magic? Does Ravel know the arcane arts?! Is your mind gone a-way of the mortality, a thing all up and stolen?! I have forgotten more magic than you shall…”

[She pokes you with a talon.]

“Ever.”

[She pokes you again.]

“Know.”


Can you teach me some of your Magicks?

[Can you teach me some of your Magicks?] [Ravel narrows her eyes.] “Mayhaps I could be persuaded by one such as you. Are you a rudimentary student in the arts or am I facing a tried-true-and-tired (attired?) master? Speak!”


I am but a rudimentary student, beautiful Ravel.


A master in the arts, beautiful Ravel.


I really couldn’t say.
[I am but a rudimentary student, beautiful Ravel.] “Much have I learned in the garden of growth. Charms and incantations, distilled from the barbs, rhyming, swaying ways of the consonants constants and dythrambic movement of the hands that bring the briars to your aid.” (+1 Reaction)
Design Note: The player must discover that Ravel keeps her spells carved on the twigs and branches of her home. They must be copied from there (Read Magic?) or (Comprehend Languages) or cut somehow (axe?) in order to be added to the spell book. Effectively, carrying around Ravel’s spell book is like carrying a bundle of twigs.

Learn Black-Barbed Curse.

Puzzle: The player gets the seeds or the wand, and has to use its defoliation power again in order to navigate his way back through the maze.

[A master in the arts, beautiful Ravel.] “Much have I learned in the garden of growth. Charms and incantations, distilled from the barbs, rhyming, swaying ways of the consonants constants and dithyrambic movement of the hands that bring the briars to your aid.”


Learn Black-Barbed Curse.
[I really couldn’t say.] [Check flag for indecisiveness. Neutral +1] “Ya are one whose feet pads along the middle path most frequently in conversations, you are.” [Ravel scrunches her eyes as she stares at you.] “I’d guess you are a fledgling mage, but ya have a veins of potential that has yet to be tapped. I’ll give you this:”

A high Charisma will give the character more charms and spells than other characters.


So what is the next step?

[So what is the next step?] “You must find and free your mortality. Your life depends on taking it back from the one who stole it.”


Can you help me?

[Can you help me?] “I cannot. The past-future is within sight, but what I may safely speak of without incurring the wrath of others is slight. Let me provide you with this:” [Give warning.]
BREAKDOWNS: THE TRANSCENDENT ONE vs. RAVEL, TAKE ONE: THE PLAYER HAS KILLED RAVEL

The Transcendent One arrives, floats over to the crone and waits.

Ravel: (Stirs slightly.) “Off wit ya! Dead I am.”

Transcendent One: (Not amused.) “Then death’s kingdom has slammed its gates on us both. Get up, crone.”

Ravel: (Not moving from the ground.) “Hssst, away wit ya – I’m dead, and no traffic with the living may I have.”
Transcendent One: “I care little for how you die, but I warn you for the last time: get up, or I shall slay you where you lie.”

Ravel: (Gets up, dusts herself off.) “I had thought that dying at his hand would fulfill the requirements the past put forth.”

Transcendent One: “You cannot have thought that that one would have a chance of success...you were indulgent with him to let him think he was successful.”

Ravel: “Powerful this incarnation is, and kill me he could’ve, but for a few tricks I possess. Fortunate was I.”

Transcendent One: “Fortune is fickle and has left you the moment I re-discovered you. Has your life prepared you for what is soon to come, hag?”

Ravel: “I am not afraid, not of the likes of you, ragged thing. Weak Ravel may be, but a few tricks has Ravel learned over the years, and I have known you would come.”

[Fight sequence, Ravel throws a few spells that are useless, the Transcendent One kills her.]

Transcendent One: “No longer shall you trouble existence with your presence, witch.”

BREAKDOWNS: THE TRANSCENDENT ONE vs. RAVEL, TAKE TWO

The Transcendent One may come to the maze (at last) to kill Ravel, who holds the last key to the player’s reclamation of his mortality. He may kill her shortly before the player arrives. It is the Transcendent One’s systematic murder of everyone in the Nameless One’s knowledge chain that explains why this game is the player’s last chance.

Transcendent One: “I have found you at last, crone.”

Ravel: “I was not hiding…at least not from the likes of you. Why was the way barred? I thought everyone knew how to get here.”

Transcendent One: [Indulging her foolishness slightly.] “And that is why there is no one here?”

Ravel: “Preeee-cisely.” [Ravel cackles.] “My sisters haven’t been by ‘cause they ate me, and I haven’t seen larvae in centuries. My farm’s going to rot (pot?) in the Gray Waste, and I’ve got a centennial itch fer a man. A strong, scarred man, about six feet, preferably with tattoos.”

The Transcendent One: “Your imprisonment in the maze has taken its toll on your mind, hag.”

Ravel: “Ya talk, ya jabber, but I hears ya not!” [Ravel cups her talonned hands over her ears.] “I’m no prisoner here, spiritling…and don’t you backtalk me!” 

[Her eyes narrowed to slits as she gazed at the form floating above her.]

“Yer looking a little ragged around the edges, spirit,” she cackled. “Where’s yer better half?”

Transcendent One: “He lies ignorant on the other side of this life. He will remain so.”

Ravel: “If he’s anything like you, he’s there already, swimming in the ocean of ignorance. Have ye come to test me, spiritling? Have ya come to heckle ol’ Ravel, or are ya come fer infermation? Eh?”
Transcendent One: “I have come to sever a thread that should have been cut long ago,” the Transcendent One.

Ravel: “Aye, and people says that we hags betray acts of kindness, yet to me, your kind is always the first to instruct the planes in the ways of cruelty and petty back-stabbing. Do yer worst, and ye’d best pray ye’ve come to my garden prepared.”

� Ravel may be given Total Immunity depending on the final state of the game and whether or not we want the player to actually fight her.


� The player may take Ravel’s periapt from her neck over the course of the conversation, and may force her to answer questions. A DEX-based character can pull this off.


� Both the hair and fingernail may be able to use this to resurrect Ravel at some point.


� The Charm of Blackness gives +2 to all saving throws, and cures any disease the player contracts. It only lasts 10 times before shattering, though.


� May want to read the Illuminatus Trilogy to get some more material.


� These damn things aren’t homonyms. What are they called?


� This may have some effect later on once the player leaves the maze or may actually be a curse. It may also play some role when the player finally confronts the Transcendent One. Ravel may leave some sort of “flesh trap” on the player’s body that can imprison the Transcendent One. 


� The player may need to goad Ravel into pulling a hair so he can use it as a portal key. This could be a puzzle in itself.


� Perhaps the player was a larva? Ravel sold him off once, and he came back to her for help? [Reversal within a reversal – Ravel comes across nice at first, but then the player discovers that she was the one responsible for all of his suffering in the first place.]


� Ravel cannot answer WHY the player wanted this or WHAT happened to the player’s mortality.


� The Transcendent One may only kill a simulacrum of Ravel, not Ravel herself.
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