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Addressing newly materialized Spawn in an oddly caring voice
Animating several Skeletons simultaneously in a Magic Circle
Avenging her death at the hands of Elfs by targeting them first
Balefully glaring at their Portrait, painted from Life
Beckoning a Greedy Thief, almost seductively

Bleeding endless ectoplasmic gore from many open wounds
Breathing becomes difficult the longer one gazes upon them
Brooding forms tiny Smoke Skulls that swirl above their head
Chasing after a fleet-footed Halfling with grasping hands
Chilling the area, so much so that a thin layer of frost forms
Clad in clinking Bells, that ring out a tinny funeral dirge
Clutching their blood-stained Wedding Dress to their chest
Confronting a Cleric after causing their Symbol to shatter
Convincing Ghouls to raid a local settlement for Prisoners
Crumbling and reforming constantly in a mass of ash/embers
Cursing feebly in a tongue not spoken in Centuries

Debating with themselves, using separate voices
Demoralizing a once brave Dwarf Warrior

Desolating a Dryad Grove by poisoning the soil with their bile
Dissolving as they pass through a Door

Draining the soul from a Swordsman, slowly to savor it
Echoing faint blasphemous litanies from every direction
Ecstatically clinging to the neck of an exhausted Nomad
Emerging from the Cursed Adamantine idol binding them here
Eulogizing a Victim as they inhale their life-force

Fading and reforming, each time more horrible than the last
Floating above the surface of a pool of Unholy Water
Forming from smoke from a brazier filled with Saint's Bones
Frequenting sites of tremendous tragedy, if locked in a pattern
Frightening a family of Farmers every full moon

Frowning with eyes and lips stitched shut with black twine
Galloping their Spectral Steed through all obstacles
Gibbering and chanting half-remembered Prayers

Gleaming within a swirl of red embers and dark motes
Gliding inches above the ground, still staining the floor
Grieving over the crumbling skull of a former Enemy
Grinning with a sinister smirk that seems to bisect their face
Guarding the tomb of a powerful Anti-Paladin

Hauntingly crooning old Nursery Rhymes

Hounded by the faint odor of Sour Milk and Grave Soil
Hovering in impatient circles above a dying Minotaur
Howling with impotent Rage at a defiant Bishop's crosier
Hunting pieces of a profane Artifact from the Wraith Wars
Infusing a Natural Magical Spring with Unholy Corruption
Intently watching two Heroes trying to strangle each other
Interrupting a clandestine meeting between Devil Swine
Joylessly shaping Waxen Effigies of Holy Personages

Keening debased Hymns as they erase Holy Books

Laughing at a Play, performed by clumsy Zombies

Leading a derisive Procession, draped in stained Vestments
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Limping as they drag a spectral Bear Trap on their ankle
Lingering until every Grave in a nearby Cemetery is cleaned
Looming menacingly from behind an Altar covered in bones
Lurking by the sputtering flame of a single, burning Torch
Masquerading as the soul of a munificent Martyr
Materializing to chastise a group of quarreling Wraiths
Menacing a tribe of fearful Neanderthals

Mercilessly mocking an inexperienced Evil Acolyte
Murmuring as they consult a portal, pulsing with Black Energy
Muttering obscenities as they shear a braying Black Goat
Noiselessly shattering like Dark Glass, only to swirl and reform
Ominously tapping a wickedly curved blade on a tabletop
Ordering their shady Spawn to decimate a Village

Passing a row of saluting Skeletons, as if inspecting Troops
Pontificating vociferously to the dry carapace of a Fire Beetle
Producing spectral implements of Torture, floating around them
Profaning a humble Shrine, dead Attendants all around
Protecting an Urn containing a powerful Vampire's ashes
Pursuing an age-old foe: An ancient but still fearsome Unicorn
Quietly sobbing to catch her prey completely off guard
Reaching into the chest of a Veteran to stop their Heart
Recoiling as a Gnome reads a Scroll of Protection from Undead
Resembling Royalty emblazoned on the old Coins nearby
Rising from the cooling corpse of a Crusader

Robbing breath from a sleeping Adventuring Party

Rotting phantasmal strips of flesh hang from their ghostly bones
Shattering iron bars like icicles with a sadistic grin
Shimmering tenebrously, like a foggy cataract floating on eyes
Shrieking as they squeeze lifeforce from a Lizard Man

Sinking into the ground so that only their torso is visible
Sitting atop a tarnished Silver Throne depicting Ice Devils
Sneering as a Sorcerer cowers before them

Speaking in a tender, almost maternal, tone to a crying Paladin
Stalking a Tomb Robber, hoping to destroy the things they love
Starving for living vitality, reduced to withering Bats

Swiftly desiccating an entire brigade of Brigands

Tainting a Medium's Spellbook with disgraceful litanies
Toppling a circle of Religiously Significant Statues, one at a time
Torturously dipping his charred fingertips in Holy Water
Trapping Bandits in a dead-end passage

Unbearably screaming telepathically at anyone wearing Red
Uncontrollably shivering by a Bonfire of Holy Books
Vanishing in misty flickers, only to reappear

Veiling furniture in ectoplasmic cobwebs

Walking in circles around a Sword stuck in the ground
Weeping meekly by the sarcophagus of their former Lover
Whispering blighted phrases to counteract a Cleric's Turn
Wilting all plant-life in their presence, shriveling to dust
Wringing a Noble descendant's Neck

Yawning in boredom from Centuries of Unlife
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