My story begins with fartune and ends in dread. My master told me many stories o the great castle,

Plense let this serve As & warning and perhaps which was first built by the Ursiri stonemasons for

insight to those seeking knowledge. I write these the first King of Barovia. He shared with me a

words with a heavy heart and Look. forward to story about the first Ursari stonemasons who

my end and dream of A better world. constructed the walls by qu arrying stones from
within the Large stone pillar the castle sits upon.

For I was chosen At & young Aqe Among the druids
to beqin my training as A wizZard Apprentice At | My master believed the pillar was hollow and A
the Amber Temple and eventually become one o secret passaqe Led from the base of the pillar into
the few honored wizards protecting the secrets a]f the cAtacombs beneath the castle. I never knew if
the Amber Temple. the story was true, s my master told me man

I interesting stories And myths from times Long
Upon entering my m}afrentices[n’f, I choose the fargatten.
study of illusion and architecture. The Amber
Temple contained all the great architectural
works of the Ursari Stonemasons over the
centuries. I was an Apprentice working on the
renoVation of Lord of Barovia, Count von
#nfﬂmr s Castle, and helped in the design of the
chipel which wis A new addition. %




Bid¢ View

When the Great War fell upon our Lands, m

tasks turn to aid in the design and construction |
of the Gates of Tsolenka. The wir ended And A
Shadow fell tpon the Land. First our Lord, Count
von %w}asfm rq fell and in time so did Lord
A'rwmiast.

The Amber Temple was desecrated by the Dark
Lord Strahd. #e murdered each of the wizards
and tortured many for secrets and Knowledge o
the Amber Temple, yet none of the wizards
relented and would rather die than reveal the
secrets. The Dark Lord granted their wish and
murdered eAch one, including my master.

I hid in the Architect’s Room when the Dark Lord
came. He found me, but his attention was on the
model af he castle. He never Llooked at me but
spoke his dark words asking if I was the Architect
who designed the castle. Miy words could barel
escape, As my Lips %‘yix/eredv in fear, I'tolq him Twas
the apprentice Architect, far my master 1s Among
the dead wizards.

The Dark. Lord continued, his voice was hollow As
he qazed in wonderment over the castle model,
“construct for me the highest spire and design plans
as Tinstruct, you shall be spared. The new tastle

will be called Ravenloft!”

>PIRES OF RAVENLOFT




e left me to my work. as he instructed, which
inclinded many secret doors And rooms. When I
was finished, T was to turn my plans over to
Rahadin, the Dark. Lord's chamberlain who
wAs tasked with having the renovations
completed. T did as instriact, but I fear the
Dark. Lord will not Let me Live, for I know all
the secrets of Ravenloft. I shall' return tom
home among the druids, who have fled into the
forests and seek. solace from the Park Lord.

If anyone finds this journal, I made a copy o
[fw Ans rjf} Km/enl(j?{:t and have M;{c{en};Zek]:»

umér the model of the castle. I can only hope

they may fall under Kind eyes who wish to

return out Land to the peace it once had.

RAVENLOFT SPIRE

SPIRE TO REACH 360 FEET
THE HIGHTEST 1IN BAROVIA




