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Main Elements
This page highlights the most important elements of The Icterine, a reach of temple ruins, blazing sun and the echoes 
of a long-eaten desert. The rest of this section delves into more detail.

Waves of Spine & Fibre
There are no ironroots holding up the vast, complex wavescape of the Icterine - instead the entire sea is dominated by 
the growth of ironspines, mile-high cacti that branch and flower and tear remorselessly at all but the sturdiest hulls. 
Ships made to sail other reaches tend to stick to the area's blossom-marked paths, unless they have no absolutely 
choice. Crews might encounter…

 ◊ A trail of pulp and broken needles ending in a decrepit, picked-clean wreck.
 ◊ Swathes of pink and yellow cactus-blossom that signal a smoother, safer passage. 
 ◊ Local ships picking their way delicately on spindled limbs, or crashing through the waves with thick stone hulls.

The Heat Unyielding
Though the weather of the Icterine is predictable, it’s no less dangerous for it - long, hot days and freezing nights are 
the norm, and winter brings only the slightest respite from the blaze. Polished metals are carefully shrouded to avoid 
accidental fires, and most clothing is made for breathability and skin-coverage. Crews might encounter…

 ◊ Ektus working shirtless and carefree among swaddled, sweating ardent and flaking gau.
 ◊ Taut canvas awnings stretching out through the thrash, affording shade without the dangers of delving deeper. 
 ◊ Ships abandoned, their supplies strewn about the waves, their crews driven mad by the heat.

Trapped Water
Fresh, clean water is worth its weight in salvage across the Icterine, in part thanks to the heat and in part to the 
ironspines and their insatiable appetite. Most water is obtained through cactus-mining, with drilling platforms and 
purification plants a common sight in the safer areas of the waves (though this industry is strictly controlled and 
monopolized by a wealthy few). Crews might encounter…

 ◊ Water-drilling rigs affixed to the largest of the ironspines like pulpcrete-and-metal blisters.
 ◊ The sharp scent of crezzerin on the air as their bite cuts through a particularly fleshy wave. 
 ◊ Water traders surrounded by ceramic casks, immaculate hair and bristling beards dyed bright colours.

Sand on the Wind
The deserts of the old Icterine are swallowed by the Under-Eaves, but their echoes remain - vast canopy-level 
sandbanks pierced by spines and ruins and a constant, grating, granular wind. These lost dunes seem to tint the very air 
a dull yellow, a phenomenon thought to have given the reach its name. Crews might encounter…

 ◊ Aurora-like clouds of sand high above, dunes set free from their old-world shackles.
 ◊ The constant white noise of sand particles scraping the outer hull with each breeze.
 ◊ The vicious mass of a sandstorm brewing in the distance, thick with unmoored thorns.

An Economy of Space
With little in the way of unworked stone or earth for rootquakes to bring to the surface, settlements across the Icterine 
are a hybrid affair - old temple stone cribbed from sunken cities, dried cactus-pads lashed into flexing streets and long, 
low barge-cities rippling with the movement of the spined waves beneath. Crews might encounter…

 ◊ Bustling markets on open barge-decks, tents rippling in the wind.
 ◊ Hordes of ships racing out across the waves after a rootquake, each crew desperate for a new discovery.
 ◊ Trading ships docking at the end of their livelihoods, swelling a barge-town’s borders.

The Solomach's Rust was a salvage 
ship, a stocky little vessel with a 

generous cargo space and an array 
of cranes ringing the deck. Its crew 

were experienced, its hull scarred 
by a hundred journeys, and its bite 

a powerful mulcher.
It was also currently beached. 

It wasn't something the crew has 
really dealt with before - the great 

threshing maw of the mulcher half-
buried in sand, the hull supported 

(if that was an appropriate word out 
here) by fibrous flesh and broken 

cactus-spines.
"I thought it was a... stream, or 

something. You know? Or a ridge?"
Their navigator was shame-faced 

and sweating, maps crumpled in 
both hands as he gestured at the 

impossible tree-top dunes. 
The Solomach's captain sighed, 

unwinding her spore-scarf. Now 
they were still, the sun's heat was 

fast becoming oppressive. 
"No blame, kid. I don't think any of 

us expected quite this much sand." 
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The Makharet (Territory)
Grisly Reminders: Spine-pierced and everywhere
Parasitic Species: Honey-locust trees, lilac kudzu

A wide expanse of particularly vicious waves, avoided 
by all but the most experienced or most foolhardy 
wildsailors. Pains have been taken to tame it over the 
years, but it resists all attempts at channel-cutting and 
watchtower maintenance - the Makharet, as the simple 
but brutally efficient saying goes, is an easy place to die.

Makha's Hands (Feature)
Some of the only old stone in the region, Makha’s Hands 
are a curiously common sight - fragments of statues 
long lost to the Under-Eaves, perhaps monuments to 
ancient ektus royalty. Each hand is roughly the size of 
a battleship, and all are invariably clutching at cactoid 
extrusions in the thrash and tangle. Many of the hands are 
broken off at the wrist, and the marks around their masonry 
wounds suggest the use of heavy tools and blasting powder. 

Honey-Locust Bounty (Wonder)
Considered by many as the only reason to enter the 
Makharet, vast fields of parasitic honey-locust trees have 
taken root among the spines of the ironroots. Though no 
easier to sail than the cacti upon which they stand, these 
trees attract nutritious, nectar-drinking insects that 
closely resemble bees. Cuttings and specimens of honey-
locust taken from the Makharet tend to wither and die within 
weeks, even with the most assiduous attention. 

Sixfinger (Dock)
A maintenance bay and desperate market located on 
the southern fringe of the Makharet, the perfect place 
to pick up recent maps (of which there are few) and dire 
warnings (of which there are an almost innumerable 
supply). Built onto one of Makha’s Hands, unique for 
its second thumb and open-palm position. Merchants 
and bar-owners in Sixfinger never take credit or put stock in 
promises, as many of their northern-bearing customers will 
never be seen again.    

Tzoloch Crawling (Territory)
Most Common Fishing Result: A torn line and an empty basket
Number of Catalogued Lizard Species: 273 and growing

A sprawling jumble of stone, sand-spits and cactus spines, the precise borders of these dune-fields shift from month 
to month as they grind their way around the Icterine. Essentially an entire moving ecosystem covering hundreds of 
miles, Tzoloch Crawling is a curse on navigation and accurate cartography alike. It's also been the subject of many failed 
colonization efforts by neighbouring territories, and remains severely underpopulated despite ample amounts of solid 
(if disturbingly mobile) ground. 

Dunes that Shift (Feature)
Nobody quite knows why Tzoloch Crawling's borders and location are so fluid. It leaves little in its wake other than 
destruction, its progression a directed growth of ironspine and a prevailing, sand-filled wind. It may take weeks for the 
phenomenon to move half a mile, or it might surge over and through a settlement in minutes. Once inside the bounds of 
Tzoloch Crawling it feels like any other stationary territory, save for the tendency of everything native to shift or angle itself in the 
direction the dunes are travelling in. 

... And the Stones they Drag (Wonder)
The heart of Tzoloch Crawling is something akin to a city - a complex of temples and ruins stretching as far as the eye 
can see. They're fractured, sun-blasted, wave-eaten and spat back up time and time again, but they also house the 
treasures and secrets of the eaten desert below. The movement of the territory makes locating and exploring a particular 
temple before it's swallowed by the spiny waves a serious challenge. 

The Tzephyr (Hazard)
A living sandstorm, or chain of them, that travel at the leading edge of the Tzoloch's moving dunes. Sailing through the 
tzephyr unprepared is likely to tear a normal ship to pieces, so strong and sand-glutted are the stormwinds. Creatures 
from territories invaded by the tzephyr tend to flee in panic, acting as an early-warning system for those in established ports and 
other immobile structures. 

A Tongue, Unfurled (Mobile Dock)
The red-spiked ironspines that grow throughout the Crawling's shifting borders are rich in water and surprisingly low 
in crezzerin corruption (it's theorized by some that the constant movment of the territoy is fuelled by excessive toxin 
consumption, an accidental self-purifying mechanism for the area's vegetation). A Tongue, Unfurled takes advantage 
of this; a titanic mobile water-drilling rig made to drink from the ironspines, following the dunes wherever they lead. 
Part port, part ship, part factory, the vessel was created by a mothryn engineer by the name of Myzovic, who has since reportedly 
moved onto more electrifying projects. 
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Iris Bay (Territory)
Old Stone Colours: White and red, faded but beautiful
The Weight of History: Enough to burden dreams

The lost deserts of the Icterine once belonged to the 
Ektus, their cities and colonies huddled around rivers 
and stone outcroppings. Iris Bay stands in the shadow 
of a crescent mesa, half-buried by the waves, above the 
fabled pre-verdant city of Iris.

The Iris Ruins (Feature)
A mile below the wavetops the painted stone of Iris sits 
in eerie silence, sand-choked streets and ruined temples 
untouched by the sun for three hundred years. Salvagers 
in the bay often try to delve their way down to the city, but 
the hostility of the Icterine’s lower levels make such attempts 
almost impossible. 

The Crescent Mesa (Landmark)
Though mostly overgrown with ironspine pads some 
areas of the Crescent Mesa now play host to cramped, 
hive-like cities, and a network of tunnels running down 
into the stone itself provide a cool respite from the sun. 
As many residents of the mesa live inside it as on top of it. 

Bloomfields (Wonder)
Found across the Icterine but most common around 
Iris Bay, bloomfields are areas of easy sailing where the 
spikes of the ironspines are vastly outnumbered by their 
soft-petalled flowers. Bloomfields are easy to cross but 
may instill crews with a false sense of security, a dangerous 
attitude to take when the spikes inevitably return.

This is where the map goes!
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Port Baskar (Port)
Usual Pulpcrete Ratio: 1 part cactus-pulp to 3 parts sand 
Average Protest Attendance: 20-30 citizens

Reef-iron and pulpcrete, leaf-rubber and polished 
spines... the towering edifice of Port Baskar is a 
architectural nightmare, a rat-run of switchback streets 
in the shadow of water storage vats. Built directly 
onto the wavetops, Baskar is politically fractious but 
unquestionably industrious.  

The Water Economy (Feature)
As the centre of the Leech Consortium's interests, Port 
Baskar is an oasis of stored, filtered water in a Reach 
known for drought and scarcity. This water is used as 
a common currency throughout the port, measured in 
fingers and traded as much as it is imbibed. All citizens of 
and visitors to Baskar are gifted a measure of water at dawn, 
and another at noon. Anything past that must be earned, to 
which some citizens take great offence. 

Holgin Oheva (Leader)
An ektus old enough to have joined the Tricenturi, but 
with character and motives directly in conflict with their 
aims. Oheva is a powerful figure in the Leech Consortium 
and the port's high councillor, a strong-shouldered 
figure with a mind sharper than his years would suggest. 
Holgin may be intensely profit-driven, but he's not heartless 
- he'll drive his drilling rigs as hard necessary to avoid water-
rationing for the people of Baskar. 

Consortium Propaganda (Feature)
Plastered over walls and hanging banners, the 
consortium isn't shy of showing its dominance here. It's 
not a crime to deface such propaganda, but it's definitely 
treated like one by the consortium's supporters. 

The Devilfish (Junction)
Built onto a curving bridge that runs above the main 
docking area, allowing it to siphon water directly from 
newly-berthed ships. Drilling crews that offer up some of 
their bounty are allowed into the junction's exclusive spaces, 
where Illium, a scarred mothryn bartender, does incredible 
things with carbonation and flavouring.

The Dawnstones (Port)
Apostrophe Inclusion: Anachronistic
Pre-Icterine Godlings: Whispered of, never confirmed

A repository of history for the eaten desert that the ektus 
once called home, the Dawnstones are a collection of 
wave-choked temples from the desert's glory days. The 
inhabitants of the stones treat them as sacred, even in 
their ruined state, refusing to erect anything more than 
freestanding wood-and-canvas dwellings for fear of 
damaging the old temples even more.

The Old Ways (Feature)
Though the port accepts trade and visitors it's far more 
insular than most large communities across the waves. 
The local inhabitants, most of them ektus and mothryn, 
hew to ancient ways of living. The city has an air of 
monastic quiet to it on most days, and it's easy for a visitor 
not knowledgeable in local customs to cause offence.

Hagrekk Temple (Wonder)
Home to an order of silent ektus devotees who tend 
its heirloom flower-beds, never stepping out of the 
temple grounds. Entry to the open air temple is forbidden, 
but visitors can make their way up onto the flat roofs 
surrounding it and observe the methodical daily lives of the 
monks below if they wish. 

Track 174 (Landmark)
A recent addition to the Dawnstones, and not one that 
everyone is happy with. The 174 is a carefully cultivated 
channel cut through the thrash, packed with sand and 
wooden joists to create a treachorous race-track. The 
catekora races held there are sold as a celebration of 
ancient traditions, but in reality draw more people with 
the exctiement of a good day out (and the associated 
gambling and celebration). The historical accuracy of the 
174, named for the amount of joists used in its construction, is 
questionable at best. 

It was almost impossible to hear 
anything over the sound of the 

drills, but luckily for Het he'd been 
signing in old hand since before 

he could walk. He finished his joke 
with a flick of the fingers (the burly 

ektus couple he was entertaining 
riffling their spines in appreciation) 
and turned back to the job at hand. 
First, a few swings of the axe - you 
find a softer spot on the ironspine's 

skin and bite in.
Then the drill, a cruel cone of teeth 

and rivets driven by the constant 
growl of an oilfruit engine. You 

wear gloves for this part, and 
scarf, and goggles; awkward in the 
blazing sunshine, but necessary to 
protect against the mist of cactus-
fibre and crezzerin that fills the air.
A foot or two of excavation is all it 
take before you hit sweet, water-

rich pulp. Then it's off with the drill 
and in with the tube, a worm of leaf-

rubber that drinks and drinks.
And as it does you rest, and sweat 
and joke. Then you do it all again.    
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Jora's Beard (Leviathan Port)
Number of Ever-Pinned: 45 above the wave-line
Jora's Hunger: Satiated as long as the sun kisses the sea

Surviving an encounter with a leviathan is beyond the 
means of most; taming one is a feat deemed impossible 
by the majority. While Jora's Beard may be a small and 
ramshackle port it's one that flies in the face of logic 
and reason, built as it is around the maw of a two mile 
temple-worm.

Pirate Stronghold (Wonder)
The city of Jora's Beard is a mostly lawless place, a 
collection of flexing junctions and smoke-houses rowdy 
with shouts and screams. There are no markets within the 
city, with most trades made on a secretive, personal basis.  

Unassailable (Feature)
The methods used to coax or control Jora, the cactoid 
worm that plays host to the city, are a closely-kept 
secret. Even the level of control the inhabitants have 
is questionable. What is known is that the last force to 
attempt to attack the city were swallowed whole shortly 
after the first shot was fired. The only possible weakness 
of Jora's Beard is the worm's reluctance to submerge itself 
below the tangle, as such an action would likely destroy the 
shanty-city clinging to its jowls.  

Ever-Pinning (Horror)
Poor behaviour within the Beard is punishable by the 
lash, as befits a piratical meeting-place. But for those 
that refuse to learn, to operate in good faith even within 
such lax boundaries, there's always the threat of ever-
pinning - Jora has many spines left to fill. A pinning is a 
solemn affair, one of the few occasions that will close local 
junctons in recognition of an unfortunate's fate. 

Din and Danger (Dock)
Built into the lowest point of the Jora's corkscrew 
maw, Din and Danger has little in the way of traditional 
docking access. Instead ships are snapped up by huge 
winch-claws, held swinging above the spined waves as 
the city moves implacably onwards. The chains of these 
winches are old, rusted and poorly-maintained. The danger 
of this arrangement is widely accepted by the locals. 

     Fragments of Lore
 The Icterine locals put little stock in rumour, 

preferring to decode the ramblings of the region's 
oldest ektus. Though their minds and bodies 
are failing, each represents hundreds of years of 
experience stretching back to the days before the 
wildsea arrived. 

 ◊ Tzoloch crawls to find its lost teeth, huge slabs of 
stone hidden deep in the Under-Eaves.

 ◊ The pre-verdant mothryn didn't create the 
rationing of colour, they merely adopted it.

 ◊ Jora may appear to be tamed, but this is little more 
than an illusion.

 ◊ Port Baskar's lack of temple stone is a lie - deep in 
its recesses, below the gouging waves, something 
ancient hunkers.

 ◊ Track 174 is actually an extremely accurate 
recreation of a pre-verdant catekora race-circle 
owned by a young ektus prince at the time of the 
verdancy... suspiciously accurate, in fact.

 ◊ The tricenturi inner circle are not who they claim 
to be, not entirely.

 ◊ There was a sound heard before the rushing green 
wave of the Verdancy hit the old eaten deserts, 
something like a sigh and something like laughter.

 ◊ A mothryn silk-city hangs deep in the drown, still 
following the old sunless ways.

 ◊ The tzephyr is named after a single spider trapped 
at the core of the largest sandstorm.

 ◊ Those pinned in punishment to Jora's fibrous 
flanks never truly die, and will bake in the sun 'til 
the worm decides to descend.
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Principles
Carved in stone, and time, and fibrous hearts:

 ◊ Passed-down stories are valuable, but first-hand 
accounts are priceless.

 ◊ Knowledge should be disseminated for free.
 ◊ The respect one is due grows as their age advances.

Quick NPCs
 ◊ Dja Hara (Ektus): He claims to be four hundred 

years old, and can be found spinning rambling 
tales to the youth about the lost desert empires. 

 ◊ Christomere (Mothryn): A musician intent 
on discovering the secrets of ancient music, 
particularly ballads of the old salt sea.

 ◊ Ottening Ost (Ketra): A ketra amberclad, or at least 
that's what they're going with - in reality they're 
a con artist, trying to pass off wild fantasies as 
accurate history.

Story Hooks
 ◊ The discovery of an unusual relic throws a long-

believed historical account into question.
 ◊ A funeral for the oldest member of the tricenturi is 

being planned, their health finally failing.
 ◊ Local amberclad dream repeatedly of the same 

historical event, despite none of them ever 
witnessing it first hand.

 ◊ The consortium are planning to set up 
a drilling rig above a reputedly 
important pre-verdant site.

 ◊ A mothryn transcriber refuses 
to repupate, despite his stories 
remaining unfinished.

 ◊ A group of tricenturi have 
gone missing while exploring 
the stones of the Makharet.

The Tricenturi (Faction)
Home Turf: The Dawnstones
Motivation: To maintain pre-verdant history

A loose association made up of ektus, mothryn and 
amberclad from various bloodlines, the tricenturi  
are historians and record-keepers with first-hand 
knowledge of the events they teach about. Most of 
their activities focus on the Icterine and its eaten desert 
empires, but they're more than willing to accept accurate 
information from the pre-verdant days of other reaches 
when they can.

The Old and the Constantly New (Leader)
All members of the tricenturi have their own ways of 
maintaining memory, though none are perfect. Ektus 
members are often ancient, doing their best to hold onto 
their faculties long enough to re-establish traditions and 
pass on stories to their kin. Mothryn repupate endlessly, 
and amberclad lock themselves away repeatedly for 
decades of life-prolonging sleep. Despite the obvious 
benefits, the tricenturi have no spirits among their number.

The Weight of History (Feature)
The main goal of the tricenturi is to preserve the history 
of the ektus, and the lost land they once called home. 
Though the Icterine is a wonder in its own right, local 
wisdom holds that it's nothing compared to the endless 
dunes of the pre-verdant era, and the awe-inspiring 
achievements of those that lived in those times. There are 
elements of fable to almost all tales. It's best not to point this 
out, at least in public.

Advancing Age (Feature)
As indicated by the name, the tricenturi are all at least 
three hundred years old (even if some of those years were 
spent encased in amber, without really aging). Most of 
them have a tenuous grasp on their own past, let alone 
an accurate history of the world, but they're surrounded 
by fact-checkers and record-keepers trying to make 
sense of the lore they spill. The death of one of the tricenturi 
is a notable affair, accompanied by expansive funerals and 
lengthy periods of mourning. 
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Principles
Though the hierarchies and interplays of the 
consortium's member groups are dizzyingly complex, 
their mission as a whole is simple:

 ◊ Drill.
 ◊ Purify.
 ◊ Profit.

Quick NPCs
 ◊ Favia Tesk (Mothryn): A young but driven 

engineer with a ruthless attitude towards business. 
She owns one of the consortium groups dedicated 
to the creation of drilling rigs.

 ◊ Padred Uncored (Ektus): The victim of a drilling 
accident that left them with a huge hole through 
their torso. Now leads protests for worker safety 
and water-ration compensation.

 ◊ Usk (Tzelicrae): One of the only tzelicrae rig-
workers, a veritable mountain of tarantulas in a 
dried ironspine-leather suit. Tireless on the job, 
and quick to admonish slackers.

Story Hooks
 ◊ A protest against the recently lowered quality of 

the water supply turns violent.
 ◊ One of the mobile drilling rigs goes missing on the 

edge of the Tzoloch.
 ◊ A leviathan attack has put one of the region's main 

shipping lines out of action, threatening dozens of 
communities with water shortages.

 ◊ The consortium is rumoured to be on the verge of 
splitting after internal arguments about a change 
in direction and principles.

 ◊ A new variant of ripgut tears through a consortium 
settlement, crippling production.

 ◊ A batch of pulpcrete begins to show unsettlingly 
golem-like properties, but most of it has already 
been shipped to a distant colony for wall-building.

Leech Consortium (Faction)
Head Office: Port Baskar
Motivation: To collect and distribute water, for a profit.

More casually referred to as the leeches, the consortium 
represents a rebirth of wide-scale corporatism and 
profit-chasing on the rustling waves. The group is made 
up of twelve smaller industries, each devoted to different 
aspects of cactus-drilling and water processing.  

The social position of the consortium is a delicate one. 
They're widely disliked for their hoarding and aggressive 
acquisition of valuable resources, but are undeniably 
essential to the endeavour of setting up and supplying 
new ports across the reach. 

Cactus-Drilling (Feature)
A messy and involved process, but a lucrative one. The 
consortium's focus on water extraction ensures their 
economic power, though that means little outside of the 
harsh conditions of the Icterine. Many of the drilling rigs 
are mobile, mounted on ships or walking-platforms made to 
follow the growth of the most succulent ironspines.

Pulpcrete Production (Feature)
Consortium alchemists have unlocked the secrets of 
pulpcrete, an effective heat-reflecting building material 
used in most of their settlements. The pulp is a by-product 
of cactus-drilling, giving them an almost endless supply. 

Ripgut (Horror)
Though the consortium's water-purification 
processes are of a generally high standard, mistakes 
are occasionally made. Ripgut is an ailment caused by 
drinking poorly-filtered ironspine juices, turning a 
sufferer's insides fibrous and sharp. Even ektus aren't 
immune to this condition which, while not usually fatal, can 
be extremely painful.



316

      Trade Goods & Cargo
 ◊ Cactus Pulp (export): Used in the creation of pulpcrete, slowly becoming more popular as a building material in 

other sun-drenched reaches thanks to its heat-reflecting properties.
 ◊ Old Desert Sand (export): Though traditionalists hate that such materials are exported, ektus across the waves tend 

to yearn for the sand of their lost homeland in their weaker moments.
 ◊ Pre-Verdant Knowledge (export): Sometimes inaccurate, but often just accurate enough.
 ◊ Ironroot Leaves (import): Curious that something so common outside of the reach should be so valuable, these are 

used in the creation of leaf-rubber (necessary for flexible piping and sealants used in water drilling).
 ◊ Medicinal Herbs (import): The Icterine's climate is a harsh one, especially in terms of botanical research.
 ◊ Fresh Water (import): Imported for the benefits of those that refuse to give in to the Leech Consortium's monopoly 

on extracted cactus-water.

     Watch Results (Peace)
6: A field of deep purple blooms, soft on the hull and 

smelling of honeysuckle.
5: Tame catekora nose at the hull, their old racing-

collars faded and torn.
4: A rousing worker's cry carrying across the spined 

waves from a nearby drilling rig.
3: A day of crushing heat, sapping strength and 

sending the undercrew belowdecks to relax.
2: The skeleton of a pinned sailor, affixed to the 

ironspine waves even now.
1: The shadow of a stone ship passing over you, far 

larger than your own vessel.

     Watch Results (Order)
6: A cactus-drilling rig in the midst of a shutdown, the 

workers playing dice and relaxing in the shade.
5: A tent colony staked to the carved walls of a 

slumping temple, barely above the upper tangle.
4: A silken airship of mothryn marauders, blades-for-

hire currently between jobs.
3: A failed rig, skeletal and rusting.
2: Temple-stone traders in a ceramic barge, on the 

run from the tricenturi.
1: A rig-defence vessel that's identified you as a 

potential threat to the consortium.

     Watch Results (Nature)
6: A winding river of sand, defying the accepted laws 

of nature as drifts past the ship like a golden ribbon.
5: A burst of growth from the ironspines, caging the 

ship within a spiked, fibrous barrier.
4: Scarabs and rainbow-bodied bettles crawling over 

an abandoned crate stamped with consortium 
markings.

3: A sandstorm spinning itself into existence far to the 
East, but heading your way and changing course to 
match yours.

2: A scatter of blooms hiding a yawning rift. 
1: A temple-worm rears beneath the ship, wounded 

by the prow and looking for revenge.

      Passengers
 ◊ A tricenturi elder (old even by the measure of their 

ranks) heading to an ancient temple, newly-risen.
 ◊ A canny ektus merchant, each of his arms a different 

colour than his trunk.
 ◊ A mothryn researcher and multiple cases of her 

equipment, clanking, clattering and occasionally 
emitting the sound of broken glass as she drags them 
across the deck to her berth.

 ◊ A pair of Leech Consortium recruits, fresh-faced and 
bulging with driller's muscle.

 ◊ A staggeringly tall ardent merchant, spined legs like 
stilts under her canvas skirts. The ektus around her 
nod their respect - you don't know what she's done, 
but it must have earned her some serious local clout. 

 ◊ An entirely ordinary mothryn in a rough travelling 
cloak, far too warm for the area. They're definitely 
not hiding the fact that their jewellery and markings 
signify their membership of one of the consortium's 
component organizations. 

      Endemic Hazards
 ◊ Packs of wild catekora living out among the waves.
 ◊ Twisting cactoid temple-worms moving in the wake 

of larger ships.
 ◊ Desert thrummingbirds drilling for water.
 ◊ Scarred ektus pirates on stone-hulled vessels.
 ◊ The spirits of the Pinned, those unfortunates impaled 

and left to die on the ironspines.
 ◊ Leech lords found in the darkness of sunken temples, 

thirsting for blood.

FIREFLY RESOURCES
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Temple-Spine
Huge Plant Beast
Cactoid monstrosities that teeter on the line between commonplace beasts and leviathans, 
temple-spines of various sizes are found throughout every layer of the Icterine's dune-
shot wavescape. Use a temple-spine if you want the crew to face a massive ambush hunter, a 
force likely large enough to swallow the ship if it so chooses.

Presence
Sight: Calcified pink petals on an otherwise unremarkable ironspine cactus. A 

trembling of flower and fibre that has nothing to do with the wind. A 
rose-pink maw, gaping. 

Sound:  The scrape and screech of spines on metal. Hollow creaking.
Touch:  Like cactus leather and drawn blood.
Taste:  Hearty and vegetative, sour and sweet all at once. 

Resources
Specimens: Arm-Length Spine, Calcified Petal, Temple Bile, Processed 

Water, Cactus Leather
Whispers: Vibrant Slithering, Spines Among Spines
Cargo: Cactus-Worm Flesh

Aspects
Living Weapon: There's very little about a temple-spine 
that doesn't pose some kind of threat- its size allows it 
to deal heavy blunt and spike damage while moving, its 
maw deals massive blunt damage and even the calcified 
petals of its flowers deal heavy keen damage.
Perfect Camouflage: As a massive cactus in a sea of massive 
cacti, the temple-spine is almost impossible to detect while 
at rest.
Ship-Eater: If confronted with a vessel that poses a real threat 
the temple-spine will grab it in its jaws and plunge deeper 
into the waves to slowly digest it. 

Quirks
Leviathan: There seems to be no upper limit to the 
growth of a temple-spine, leading to some becoming true 
leviathans (the largest recorded being several miles long).
Hollowed: The beast is too old for the world, rotting from the 
inside out, erratic in its hungers and movements.
Worm-Wise Split: The temple-spine will split into two new 
creatures when it takes a grievous wound, both able to live on.


