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Publication will resume shortly

Madame Toadlicker to the rescue

I would kill for a bacon sandwich I’m never drinking with Bippur again.

I always receive prophecy when I’m hungover.

Madame Toadlicker gonna fix this shit

The Prophecy of Madame Toadlicker

needs a flagon of wine and a big piece 
of salted pork, you see. But amidst the 
corpses of the Gossip staff writers is 
another form, curled into a ball and 
covered in his own crap, but very much 
alive. Phinneus Heavypocket. 

It is obvious his mind is not his own. 
This is likely the result of some cultist 
nonsense, but that’s neither here nor 
there. The point is, he’s useless to me. 
The whole sight is a damn shame to 
look upon. 

Listen, I don’t give a fuck about 
anyone involved, but I need that coin. 
My tummy has the rumblies, if you 
know what I mean, and if I don’t settle 
it with some pork fat, I’m gonna be in 
the privy all day, wishing I was like 
the editor over there with a knife in his 
gut. That means I need coin, and that 
means these fools need to be alive to 
pay me. 

Yes, I can raise the dead. No, I won’t 
bring back your favorite Rogue. It’s a 
pain in my ass and gives me cramps. 
Okay, let’s get started. 

The lord of the dead in the crypts is awakened. The ancient 
evil returns from the forgotten empire. The old guard has 
disappeared in this heroless age, leaving none to stop the 
coming. (Are we still doing phrasing?)

The only hope for Rotbottom lies in the hopeless. They 
shall wander the Duskgloom and see the truth. There will be 
allies there, yes, and knowledge of the old times, but there 
will also be death, on a scale that none alive know. Find the 
black wolf, master even of the Forest Lord, for it witnessed 
the beginning of all things. 

Right, now that I’ve gotten that out of the way, you should 
probably go check out the Onyx Tower. Duskgloom is going 
to take a while. Back to raising the dead...

Things have come to pass that should not have happened, dear reader. 

I stand in the Gossip offices, hungover as shit, poised and ready to drop off some horoscopes and collect my coin. Mama 


