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he great promise of  a benevolent celestial kingdom has long been dashed against 
the rocks of  greed and corruption. Heaven and Hell are equally unscrupulous in 
their motives to acquire power, and their warmongering has torn asunder what 

was once a united realm. Both Heaven and Hell have been mired in the destructive fires of  
ceaseless conflict for eons.  

The war engines of  Heaven and Hell are fueled by etherea, the rare and precious energy of  
creation. Etherea is scarce in the Celestial Realms, but it congregates in abundance in the 
Mortal Realm, where it is carried within human souls. 

The Mortal Realm is beyond the reach of  the ravenous angels and demons, but there is one 
who can pass there freely: Death. The overlords of  Heaven and Hell have enslaved Death 
to the singular task of  harvesting the human souls that bear the etherea that fuels their war. 

Heaven and Hell have burdened Death with this task of  reaping souls, and for centuries he 
has obediently served. But Death is not a being of  pure destruction. A spark of  sympathy 
for the creative, finite mortal beings incited a flame within Death’s heart. Armed with this 
noble purpose, Death began to plan a rebellion.

Death took a new name—Alltaker—and set about his ambition: to end the celestial war 
and restore balance to the universe.

He built the Underworld, one gravestone at a time. As fast as his scythe reaped the celestial 
harvest, his secret, subversive efforts kept pace. The Alltaker created the Court of  the 
Dead, a council of  unlikely champions, as his means to end the destructive task to which 
the Underworld was enslaved.

Unnoticed by the dismissive gaze of  the celestials, the Land of  the Dead flourished. Souls 
who slipped by the oppressors found refuge in the Underworld. These citizens of  the 
Underworld call themselves mourners. 

But the Alltaker was born of  conflict. Although he sought to be a guardian, he could 
not deny his innate destructive nature. This dark nature that clutched at his heart, this 
dreadsgrip, sought at every opportunity to turn the Underworld, like the Celestial Realms, 
into a place of  wanton ruin. 

To fall to the dreadsgrip’s choking grasp is to be forever removed from one’s own identity 
and turned to monstrous purpose. 

The dark shadow of  the dreadsgrip haunts every mourner in the Underworld.

Through great effort, the Underworld has fought off  the dreadsgrip and united around 
three factions—Bone, Flesh, and Spirit. While the factions’ strengths complement one 
another, their differences threaten to divide them. And where there is division, the 
dreadsgrip seeks the opportunity to strike. . . .



“they are 
ca�ed the 
severed 
shadow. “and no one 

s�s them 
coming.

“only the 
bl
d left in 
their wake.

“rich, clo�ed 
mourners are sucked 

dry of etherea by 
vicious rakers.”

and a� that 
remains is an air 

of malice.
exraile,
my gl
m,

they ca� you
the thousand 
lies. I hope you 
earn the title 

with this 
dreadful

story.

I do not
like that name, 
gethsemoni. 

even le� when 
my whispers 

are true.
I prefer

that your 
jaw l
se 
comforts, 
truth or

lie.

alas, 
tonight it 

brings only 
ho�ors. 



“for it is
not only the 
clo�ed who 

have b�n 
targeted.  

“h�m. the 
mo�led pa� 

through the city 
in i�egular 

ways...

“the p�r
and the mo�led 
are drained near 
to the point of 

the longtryp but 
are spared its 
final relief.” 

“they su�er the 
fleshtaint?”

“the underworld 
is no stranger to 

rage, nor lust 
for etherea.

“lone rakers
who haunt the 

dusk plains may 
wander into the 

city, but they are 
not capable of 

c�rdinated 
a�acks.”  

“no. it can 
mean only 
one thing. 

“the severed 
shadow has 

a leader. 

“and that
leader has an 
even darker 
purpose than 
we thought.”

“enough 
dancing to the 
dirge, exraile. 

you know what 
this is, so

say it.”

“I dare not 
give voice
to such an 

awful 
power.”

“neverthele�, 
the severed 

shadow forces 
the sound to 

our lips.

“etherea 
madne� 

festers in 
i�verne�.

“we ca ot 
fight the 
insatiable 

hunger if we 
wi� not 
speak its 

name.”

“the 
dreadsgrip.” “fear 

and 
rage.”

“but maimed, 
su�ering 
dregs are 

sure to te� 
their tales.”

“despite a� a qu�n’s 
burden, your mind 

stakes through to the 
heart of the ma�er.

“fear of the 
severed shadow 

spreads as 
mold on fruit.

“one could 
dispatch of a 

hundred and their 
absence would be 

of no lasting 
consequence.

“there can be only”
one reason to leave 

them alive--the
dead are silent.

“yes. but I do not 
understand it. why 

would rakers feast 
on those who are 
already starved?”



T

but the 
dreadsgrip

is more 
psychosis

than
plague. 

you are
unique to the 
underworld, 

my misty 
ha�ow.  

what you
su�est comes with 

consequences.

and now
 a bael raker 
has evolved to 
power, the first 

of his kind in
an age.

only
celestials 

have dominion 
over it, and I am 
the only pure 

celestial in the 
underworld. 

so, the
question 

remains, who 
could spread 
it wi�ingly, 
and how?

and
it’s true, 
co�on

 rakers are 
animals with 

no grand 
designs.

but
long ago, 

death’s first 
creations, the 
reivers, turned 

to rot and 
bael. 

they
became

one with the 
dreadsgrip 

and perverted 
his soul 
harvest. 

are you 
sure? 

I am,
and I’� 
prove

it.

the
severed 
shadow

is sowing 
discord, as 
the bael 
reivers 

once did.

ca� the 
factions. I 
would take 

co�union with 
the court of 

the dead.

he web of 
power in the 
underworld
is complex.

mourners
of i�verne	, 

welcome!

thank you
for joining us

here, under the 
dirth forge. 

daer-gho�,
they ca� it.

more like
dere ga� for 

taking us away 
from our cups of 

the fireblack 
water, I say!

each faction
has special talents, 

but for them to
be wielded 

e�ectively, we 
must be united. se le in,

fancy types
and dubthumbs 
alike. put your 
weary minds

at ease.

easier
said than 

done.

it's my
chi�ing honor 

to introduce the 
voice of a thousand 
sirens, the scent of

a hundred paramours, 
the sw�test fire 

among us-- “gethsemoni. “a word, 
if you 

please.”




