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Anchored to this location by a huge Obsidian Shard

Anyone but Elf ancestors are greeted with violence

Ardently draining life from a twitching Tomb Robber
Avoiding an ornate portrait of themselves alive

Balefully grimacing with tarnished Copper Teeth

Brandishing wickedly barbed scourges

Breaking down a stubborn stone door, barehanded

Brushing aside a pitchfork wielding Peasant

Carrying an ancient shield of petrified wood

Choking a lifeless, shriveled Lizard Man husk

Clawing a timeworn Tapestry, depicting good deeds, to shreds
Clutching a Rune-scribed funerary tablet tightly to its chest
Commanding several Skeletal Serfs, buried alive at their death
Conspicuously creaking with taut, ashen skin over dry bones
Defending stalwartly, the only entrance/exit to their crypt
Desiccating a Veteran before your eyes with a single touch
Devouring Fear from the face of a frantic Friar

Digging through meaningless Funerary Offerings in frustration
Disregarding what should’ve been a telling blow from an Axe
Dragging a stone sledge across the floor, ceaselessly

Drawn skin covered from head to toe in spidery Tattoos
Emitting an eerie pale purple miasma from open wounds
Employing an unstrung Crossbow, that somehow still fires
Escorting a Zombie borne litter, carrying the corpse of their mate
Eternally atoning for crimes in life, will not strike first
Exhaling a fetid green fog with each stilted step

Exhuming a neighboring Barrow to settle an old score
Fanatically squeezing the throat of a Were-Rat

Festering with wriggling Undead maggots

Flinching slightly as they pass a Statue of a Saint

Flouting at an insufficiently faithful Acolyte

Gasping for breath, a shriveling Hobgoblin shudders at their feet
Giving off a strangely pleasing Sandalwood and Cedar scent
Glaring emotionlessly into an empty Offering bowl

Glowering with glowing Yellow eyes

Grasping with blackened, charred fingertips, bones protruding
Grimly grinning as a Wizard wanes at their touch

Guarding an Urn containing the ashes of a Berserker chieftain
Guiding Dervish descendants to a place of pilgrimage
Haunting deserted hallways, footfalls have worn the stone
Hesitating as a Paladin brandishes a glowing Spear

Hollowly howling with rage on an hourly basis

Hurtling with unnatural alacrity after a Goblin Miner
Ignoring a mighty strike from a Fighter's two-handed Sword
Inspecting alcoves where guards once stood, now only piles of dust
Investigating a shrill sound from startled Shriekers

Knocking over a massive pyramid of Skulls, out of anger
Lacerating love letters penned on virgin vellum

Lashing a group of starving Ghouls savagely with a whip
Lecturing bound sacrifices on their duties to come after Death
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Lightly grazing the face of a Dwarf, who falls lifeless to the floor
Limping, one leg turned to Granite by a Gorgon in life

Lying atop a Marble altar, arms across chest

Mangling a Mercenary with a sunken face

Missing their heads (decapitated for crimes) but no less deadly
Mocking a Monk with shaking hands, intoning from a Scroll
Muttering prophecies of imminent Doom

Never releasing their grasp until their prey is dead

Noisily opening a dusty gilt Coffer of coins to count them anon
Overpowering an entire Orc War Party in a matter of seconds
Overseeing a Barrow expansion by a spade-handed Golem
Patrolling in an unceasing spiral, spanning miles

Perpetually scowling, unaware of their lifeless state
Preserving a long-lost Language as the last fluent speaker
Preying upon a clan of Kobolds, withered bodies in their wake
Protecting an Unholy Relic: The Barbed Hand

Recoiling from a piously presented Holy Symbol

Repudiating the ravages of time by smashing Hourglasses
Ripping and tearing at the Blessed shroud that adorns them
Ruthlessly suffocating a Gnome

Scorning their progeny: A now Undead Adventuring Party
Scraping a stinking Bear hide with stone tools

Scratching grimy fingernails across a slate mosaic

Securing fealty from a recently risen pack of Ghouls

Seething with resentment at anything with a beating heart
Seizing a Thief by the neck

Severing the arm of an impertinent Thoul

Shaking with perpetual unrequited Rage

Shambling Zombie servants attend their every need

Shielding empty eye sockets from unexpected candlelight
Shrinking away from a splash of Holy Water

Shrugging off a Spear point, impaling their torso

Shuffling across rubble strewn floors, following a minor cave-in
Slitting an Ogre's throat: in life they were an accomplished Assassin
Strangling a Gnoll in search of easy pickings

Stumbling gait, caused by a body draped in iron chains
Sundering a Dwarf’s helm with a potent Hammer strike
Swiftly donning rusty but still serviceable Mail

Taunting their "children" cruelly

Terrorizing a once flourishing town on nights with a New Moon
Throttling a Halfling Hero, not long for this world

Unchaining Ghoul Hounds to cull the corridors

Unsealing the tomb of their Master: A scheming Spectre
Violently mauling a Merchant

Wearing ceremonial paraphernalia of a long-forgotten Religion
Wielding pitted Iron Blades of ancient manufacture

Wilting one of the few visitors to their domain: A lost Rat
Wincing from a sudden burst of Sunlight

Withdrawing to their hastily hewn throne to brood

Withering under the ravages of time with protruding bone
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