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27 Alturiak 1363 – Athlaka, Amn 
Herewith I, Messer. Alucius Alphonse, will 
endeavor to document my forays into the tropical 
subcontinent colony of Chult. I’m amazed that 
Amn has allowed this verdant paradise to lay 
fallow. Mark my words, if our leaders continue to 
focus their aspirations half way across the 
Realms, we shall lose this colony back to the 
jungle. 
12 Tarsakh 1363 – Port Nyanzaru, Chult 
Despite all I’ve read about this glittering jewel of 
the south, I was unprepared for the veritable 
assault upon my senses. Everything is bright, 
vibrant, and exotic. The sights, the sounds, the 
colors, the smells, the tastes, the very air. I’ve 
never experienced anything like it. Especially, 
the heat. The heat is oppressive. It’s no wonde 
natives go about half naked. But I shan’ 
 their wanton immorality to dissuade me  



                           artening to lose a porter so quickly. 
                          constantly vigilant to not succumb to 
  omething so beautiful and yet so deadly. 
8 Mirtul 1363 – Day 4, Soshenstar River 
Around midday, at the first cataract, what the 
porters call Thunder Falls, one canoe and thirty 
rations became swamped and ruined. Two paddles 
were also lost. The Falls are idyllic and I wanted 
to camp for the night, but the porters refused, 
insisting that this is the territory of the Thunder 
King, and it is not safe. We pressed on. 
10 Mirtul 1363 – Day 6, Soshenstar River 
My guide claims to know of a hidden temple a 
day’s journey inland south of the third cataract. I 
sent two porters ahead in the canoes to rendezvous 
with us upstream. Myself and the rest entered 
the jungle interior. Here we spotted a fabled 
kamadan, but it ran away before we could get 
closer. At night, 3 skeletons attacked my cam 
lost another porter before they could be  



11Mirtul 1363 – Day 7- Unknown  
Buried deep in the jungle, I discovered  
ziggurat, 40 feet high, with several buildings that 
comprised a temple complex to some unknown god, 
perhaps Ubtao. In one of the first buildings, I 
uncovered an unfathomable horde of treasure in 
gold, jade, and ivory, including a carving of a jade 
snake that alone would fund a dozen expeditions. 
I craved to explore the ziggurat, but our progress 
was denied by the denizens which had overrun the 
place; Snakes. Literally thousands of snakes 
infest the entire complex. Yet another porter was 
killed, succumbed to poison, before we beat a hasty 
retreat. We camped on a ridge a mile away. 
12 Mirtul 1363 -Day 8, East of Soshenstar 
In the morn, a porter was missing, run off into the 
jungle. The rest refused to go back to the temple, 
claiming it haunted. We made our way toward the 
          zvous, a shrine known only as The Crocodile 
                    gend says a great reward awaits he who 



23 Mirtul 1363 – Day 19, Aldani Basin 
The expedition is a disaster! Last night, two more 
porters fled into in the jungle and after the debacle 
at The Crocodile Man, I am down to just three. 
My useless guide has gotten us lost in this gods- 
forsaken swamp and we are critically low on 
supplies. I do not have enough food for all of us to 
make it back to Port alive. 
I am seeking the legendary kingdom of Mbala, 
said to exist on a 2000-foot plateau, nearby. 
Anything that tall should be visible for miles, but 
this vile canopy obscures all.  
Finally, after mid-day, my guide found the start 
of the river again. Just as my guide regained his 
bearings, an enormous crocodile leapt out of the 
water and clamped down on the hapless soul. 
Another porter fell in the water and we saw three 
more creatures move in for the kill. Their screams 
echoed among the trees as we fled down river. At 
     ast we have enough food now to make it back. 



                 tul 1363 – Day 20, Crocodile Man 
With no guide, it would be madness to journey 
further. We have no choice but to head home as 
fast as humanly possible and pray that the slow 
river current keeps us on course. We cannot 
afford to get lost for even a single day. 
As we rowed past the cursed shrine and the four 
new graves we dug not 10 days ago, we came upon a 
ghastly scene. The graves were all dug up and 
empty. No bodies remained. Who or what had 
done this? Cannibals, jungle animals, something 
worse? I swear it seemed that the graves had been 
dug up from below, as if something had clawed its 
way out! As I pondered this ghastly thought, 
arrows pelted our canoe from the northern bank.    
I caught a glimpse of several small humanoids 
wearing large tribal masks. Batiri! I had heard of 
this nasty tribe of cannibalistic goblins, but this 
was my first encounter. Not wanting it to be my 
last, we sped downstream and out of range. 



29 Kythorn 1363 – Port Castigliar 
After my disastrous first expedition, I found 
myself unable to hire another team. No amount of 
coin could entice another group to take me into the 
jungle. This ruined my ambition to journey up the 
Tiryki River to find the undiscovered source of 
this treacherous river. Alas, it was not to be. 
I’ve relocated to Port Castigliar on the eastern 
shore. It is more of an outpost than a proper port, 
but it is run by an honorable man named Ibn. 
Tomorrow, I start on an even bigger expedition, 
with a new guide, more porters and small group of 
fightingmen to stave off the dangers of the jungle. 
This time I will not be dissuaded. 
My goal is to journey up the River Olung to 
find the mythical Garden of Nangalore, home to a 
legendary Omuan Queen of an ancient kingdom, 
and certain to hold riches beyond compare. 
While in port, I met a fellow explorer named 
Artus Cimber. He claims to be on a quest to 



discover the lost city of Mezro and an ancient 
artifact. The problem is that Mezro is a well-
known ruin along the Olung River and not lost. I 
offered to ferry Artus to Mezro, but he insists 
on making an over land journey. He seemed a 
decent fellow and I wished him safe travels. 
1 Flamerule 1363 – Day 2, Mezro 
As expected, we easily paddled up to the shore of 
the ruins known as Mezro on our second day. The 
legend states that this was once the capital of 
Chult, built by the very hand of the god, Ubtao. 
Then 500 years ago, the city just vanished into the 
jungle. But to think that this was once a city is 
laughable, there aren’t enough ruins, just a few 
foundation stones. No signs of roads, walls, or the 
massive temple legend placed in the center of the 
city. To be sure, this was maybe a small shrine or 
even an ancient village, but a city? Never. We 
searched the area and found nothing. I made my 
mark on one of the larger stones and moved on. 



2 Flamerule 1363 – Day 3, Ataaz Muhahah 
We made camp at the base of a 100-foot canyon, 
where a massive stone bridge connects the two cliff 
faces. Even from this distance, I can see that 
dozens of statues depicting monkeys adorn the 
rails and underneath the bridge. The echoing 
chatter and shrieks of the living monkeys here in 
the valley sound very much like laughter. It 
unnerves some of the porters, but I find it quite 
peaceful. This is a good omen. 
At twilight, as I write this, a spectral blue mist 
fills the valley, lending another example to the 
mysteries that surroun 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



23 Marpenoth 1363 – Port Castigliar  
I awoke this morning with no recollection of 
anything that occurred in the last three months. 
I arrived here 10 days ago in a state of delirium, 
escorted by none other than Artus Cimber. I’m 
told I was found in the middle of the jungle, a 
hundred miles inland from the river. How I got 
there and how I survived; I have no idea. Of the 
thirty men who entered the jungle with me that 
day, none have ever returned. 
I have vague flashes, but I know not if they are 
memories or hallucinations: colorful frogs with 
blowdarts, a garden filled with carnivorous plants 
and beautiful statues, a boiling lake surrounded 
by giant lizards 40 feet high, an abomination that 
was half man and half snake, an endless fence made 
of trees that touched the sky, flying above the 
jungle held by eagles carrying spears, a huge 
circular maze along the bank of a river. None of it 
makes any sense.  



The only things a have to show for my lost 
expedition are my journal with several pages 
missing, and a tribal mask in the shape of a 
monkey. It was clutched in my hand and no 
amount of force could loosen my grip. How I got 
the mask and why it was so vital, I have no idea. I 
wanted to speak with Artus about my ordeal, but 
he had already ventured back into the jungle. 
Grateful as I am to be alive, my constitution is 
ruined. I cannot walk but a few feet before I 
become completely winded. This jungle air is no 
clime for my rehabilitation. I will have to book the 
next passage back to Amn. Fortunately, Ibn is a 
man of his word and I still have my treasures from 
before. Enough to last a lifetime. 
11 Uktar 1363, Shining Sea 
I’ve secured a berth on the Kraken Huntress, 
the last ship of the season. The seas are choppy 
earlier than expected this year, but I care not. I 
only dream of being home once more.  



13 Uktar 1363, ? 
The Kraken Huntress sank beneath the waves 
last night. Whether we hit a reef or worse in the 
dark I have no idea. I barely remember getting into 
a rowboat before she succumbed to the sea. I saw no 
survivors. At dawn, my boat was dashed upon the 
rocks on one of the channel islands and destroyed. 
I managed to save my chest of treasures and forty 
days of rations. My leg is broken and I can only 
hope to be rescued before my food runs out. 
10 Hammer 1364, Phoenix Horn, Chult? 
Food gone. Leg still unhealed. I now believe that 
I washed up back on the Chult mainland, at a 
spot the sailors call Phoenix Horn. Not that it 
mattered with my leg. I commit my journal to the 
sea, in the hopes that if I am not rescued, I will at 
least be remembered. I’ve buried my treasure 
beneath the stone pyramid in the bear’s mouth. I 
pray that it brings you greater fortune than it did 
me. Farewell. Alucius Alphonse 


