
The Absent Gods of Oerth 
 
Welcome, seeker of ancient truths, to a journey into the hidden corners of Oerth's 

divine history. We delve into the enigmatic tales of gods who, for reasons profound and 

often terrifying, no longer walk openly among mortals. From the primordial terror 

chained in cosmic darkness to the silent wisdom that has receded from a fractured 

world, and the festering decay that slumbers beneath the earth, we explore the mysteries 

of those deities banished, withdrawn, or transformed beyond mortal ken. Within this 

tome, you will find meditations on their absence, their enduring influence, and the 

profound questions their fates pose for the very fabric of existence. 

 

 

Slumber of the Wormgod 

Beyond the veil of life and death, where the natural order frays and the 

very earth groans with ancient, festering secrets, lies the dread 

presence of Kyuss. Not a god of creation or destruction in the grand 

cosmic sense, but a deity of decay, a monstrous embodiment of the 

grave's relentless hunger, the Wormgod whose very slumber is a 

creeping blight upon the world. To contemplate Kyuss is to peer into 

the slow, inevitable triumph of the tomb, to feel the cold, squirming 

touch of oblivion. 

Unlike the primordial chaos of Tharizdun, Kyuss's origins are rooted 

in a more tangible, yet no less horrifying, transformation. He was 

once, so the legends whisper, a mortal man, a powerful necromancer 

of unparalleled ambition and depravity. Through forbidden rituals and 



unspeakable pacts, he sought to transcend the limitations of flesh, not 

into divinity of spirit, but into a grotesque apotheosis of corruption. 

He embraced the worm, the fly, the maggot – the humble agents of 

dissolution – and in doing so, became their master, their living, 

writhing god. 

The mystery of Kyuss lies not in his existence, for his influence is 

palpable in the blighted lands and the animated dead, but in his 

dormancy. He is not banished to a distant prison like Tharizdun, nor 

actively warring with the forces of light. Instead, he lies in a deep, 

unholy slumber, a chrysalis of rot from which his power emanates like 

a silent plague. His "sleep" is a state of perpetual, festering growth, his 

dreams the nightmares that infest the living, his breath the foul 

miasma that resurrects the dead. 

His resting place is said to be deep within the earth, perhaps beneath 

the very foundations of civilization, a vast, pulsating cocoon of worms 

and putrefaction. From this vile cradle, his essence seeps forth, not in 

cataclysmic bursts, but in a slow, insidious creep. It manifests as the 

creeping plague that turns flesh to worm-ridden horror, as the unholy 

vitality that animates the walking dead, and as the insidious whispers 

that drive cultists to embrace the beauty of decay. The "worms of 

Kyuss" are not merely creatures, but extensions of his will, fragments 

of his being that seek to spread his unholy gospel of dissolution. 



The true terror of Kyuss is his patience. He does not rage; he simply is. 

His power is the inevitable decay that claims all things, the slow, 

grinding process that reduces empires to dust and flesh to bone. His 

"awakening" is not a sudden, dramatic event, but a gradual 

intensification of his influence, a thickening of the pall of death that 

hangs over the world. As his slumber deepens, paradoxically, his reach 

extends, preparing the world for his full, horrific emergence. 

The question that chills the soul is what will happen when Kyuss fully 

awakens. Will he rise as a colossal, worm-ridden titan, consuming all 

life in a single, horrifying gulp? Or will his awakening be the final, 

irreversible triumph of entropy, where the very concept of life withers 

and dies, leaving only a lifeless husk of a world? His mystery is the 

mystery of the grave itself: the quiet, ceaseless work of dissolution, 

waiting for its final, inevitable harvest. 

Kyuss is the ultimate embodiment of the fear of decay, the dread of the 

flesh's betrayal, and the cold certainty that all things must return to 

the earth. His dormant state is a constant, chilling reminder of life's 

fragility and the relentless march of time toward oblivion. And in the 

quiet, damp places, where the earth breathes its cold secrets, one can 

almost feel the faint, squirming touch of the Wormgod, patiently 

waiting for the world to rot into his embrace. 

 

Echoes of the Chained God 



In the shadowed annals of Oerth, where the light of creation casts 

long and ancient shades, there exists a name whispered only in the 

deepest, most forbidden corners of lore: Tharizdun. He is the Chained 

God, the Elder Elemental Eye, the very essence of entropy and 

madness, yet his true nature remains a veil woven from cosmic dread 

and profound mystery. To speak of Tharizdun is to court the abyss, to 

gaze into the void that yearns for all things to unravel. 

His story, or what little is known, is less a narrative and more a cosmic 

scar. Before the dawn of recorded time, before the pantheons of good 

and evil carved their domains across the heavens, Tharizdun was. He 

was not born of divine spark or mortal aspiration, but rather was the 

primordial hunger, the insatiable urge to unmake. His very presence 

was a cancer upon the nascent multiverse, a force that sought to 

reduce all existence to the nothingness from which it sprang. He was 

the architect of the Abyss, not as a realm of demons, but as a wound, a 

tear in the fabric of reality through which the primordial chaos of the 

Outer Darkness bled into creation. 

The mystery of his origin is paramount. Was he a god who fell from 

grace, corrupted by some ancient evil? Or was he a primal force, a 

cosmic constant of destruction that simply is? The legends are vague, 

deliberately so, for to define Tharizdun too clearly is to give him form, 

and form is the first step towards understanding, a dangerous 

proposition when dealing with the embodiment of non-existence. He 



is the dark mirror to creation, the ultimate antithesis, and his 

existence predates the very concepts of good and evil that now define 

the cosmos. 

His banishment, then, was not a defeat in the conventional sense, but 

a desperate act of preservation. The combined might of the nascent 

gods, those who championed order and life, recognized the existential 

threat Tharizdun posed. It was a war not of conquest, but of survival, a 

desperate struggle to prevent the universe from being consumed by its 

own shadow. They did not destroy him, for how does one destroy an 

idea, a fundamental force? Instead, they bound him. They wove chains 

of pure divine energy, forged in the heart of creation, and cast him 

into a prison beyond space and time, a pocket dimension of utter 

nothingness. 

This prison is the core of his enduring mystery. Is it truly a prison, or 

merely a temporary containment? The chains that bind him are said to 

be unbreakable, yet the whispers of his cultists, the subtle shifts in the 

fabric of reality, the creeping madness that sometimes infects the 

unwary, all suggest his influence persists. He is the Chained God, not 

the Destroyed God. The very act of chaining implies a continued, albeit 

restrained, existence. 

From his dark confinement, Tharizdun does not speak in thunderous 

pronouncements or grand decrees. His communication is far more 

insidious: a subtle psychic resonance, a creeping despair, a suggestion 



of nihilism that can infect the minds of mortals and gods alike. He is 

the source of the "dark shards" – fragments of his essence that leak 

into the multiverse, corrupting artifacts, empowering cults, and 

driving individuals to acts of unspeakable horror. These shards are his 

eyes and ears, his tendrils reaching out from the void, seeking 

weaknesses, sowing discord, and ever so slowly, eroding the stability 

of existence. 

The mystery deepens with the question of his eventual release. Is it 

inevitable? Are the chains weakening? Or is his true power in the fear 

and despair he inspires, the self-destructive tendencies he amplifies 

within the hearts of mortals? Perhaps his greatest victory is not in 

breaking his chains, but in convincing the multiverse that the chains 

are already broken, that the end is nigh. 

Tharizdun is the ultimate cosmic horror, not because of what he does, 

but because of what he is. He is the silent, hungry void, the chilling 

reminder that all things must eventually return to dust. His 

banishment is a temporary reprieve, a fragile barrier against the 

ultimate oblivion he embodies. And in the quiet moments, when the 

stars seem to dim and the shadows lengthen, one can almost hear the 

faint, maddening whispers of the Chained God, patiently waiting, 

forever yearning to unravel the tapestry of creation. 

 



Shadow of the Whispered One 

In the labyrinthine corridors of Oerth's darkest history, where the 

pursuit of power twists the very soul and secrets fester like ancient 

wounds, there looms the chilling presence of Vecna. He is the 

Whispered One, the Master of Secrets, the God of Destructive and Evil 

Secrets, whose very name is a shiver down the spine of those who 

know the cost of forbidden knowledge. To contemplate Vecna is to 

confront the seductive allure of absolute power, and the terrifying void 

left by a being who transcended mortality through sheer, unholy will. 

Vecna's origin is not of divine birth, but of mortal ambition twisted 

into monstrous form. He was once a powerful human wizard, a master 

of necromancy, who, unsatisfied with the fleeting nature of life, sought 

to conquer death itself. Through rituals of unspeakable depravity and 

the sacrifice of all that was human within him, he transformed into 

the most infamous of liches, a being of unholy intellect and boundless 

malevolence. His ascent was a meticulously planned campaign of 

betrayal, conquest, and the systematic acquisition of forbidden lore, 

culminating in his near-total dominion over a vast empire. 

The mystery of Vecna lies not in his existence, for his artifacts – the 

Hand and Eye – are grim testaments to his power, but in his 

transcendence and subsequent removals from Oerth. He did not merely 

die; he was betrayed by his most trusted lieutenant, Kas, in a 

cataclysmic confrontation that left only his severed hand and eye as 



relics of his being. Yet, even in dismemberment, his will persisted, his 

ambition unwavering. These fragments became conduits for his 

lingering influence, drawing cultists and power-hungry individuals 

into his dark orbit. 

His "absence" from Oerth has been a series of calculated retreats and 

forced banishments. After his initial defeat, his spirit lingered, a 

malevolent shadow seeking reunification. He orchestrated his return, 

ascending to demigodhood, only to be drawn into cosmic conflicts 

that saw him briefly absorbed by the demigod Iuz, and later, through a 

twisted turn of fate, trapped within the Demiplane of Dread, a 

prison-realm woven from fear itself. These removals were not defeats 

of his spirit, but temporary setbacks for his physical presence on 

Oerth, each time leaving a deeper scar on the multiverse. 

From his various states of removal or diminished presence, Vecna's 

influence remains potent and insidious. He does not command armies 

in the conventional sense, but manipulates from the shadows, 

whispering dark truths into the minds of those hungry for power. His 

"interventions" are subtle, guiding ambitious mortals to uncover 

forgotten spells, to decipher ancient prophecies, or to commit acts of 

betrayal that serve his inscrutable ends. He is the patron of spies, the 

muse of corrupt mages, and the silent observer of all secrets, for 

knowledge is his ultimate weapon. 



The true terror of Vecna is his relentless pursuit of ultimate power and 

his chilling disregard for all life. He seeks to know all, to control all, 

and to reshape reality according to his own twisted design. His desire 

is not for dominion over a kingdom, but over the very fabric of 

existence, to unravel its mysteries and reweave them to his will. His 

eventual return to Oerth, or his continued manipulation from afar, is a 

constant, looming threat, a reminder that the most dangerous evils are 

often those that operate unseen, behind the veil of secrecy. 

Vecna is the embodiment of intellectual malevolence, the chilling 

proof that knowledge without wisdom is a path to damnation. His 

repeated absences are merely pauses in his relentless march, periods 

of regeneration and strategic planning. And in the quiet moments, 

when the truth feels too heavy to bear and the allure of forbidden 

power beckons, one can almost feel the cold, calculating gaze of the 

Whispered One, patiently waiting, forever plotting to unveil the final, 

destructive secret of the cosmos. 

 

Silent Gaze of the Withdrawn God 

In the vibrant tapestry of Oerth, where the clash of steel and the 

murmur of magic often drown out the quieter truths, there exists a 

profound absence, a silence that speaks volumes: the withdrawn 

presence of Rao. He is the Exalted, the God of Peace, Reason, and 

Serenity, whose very essence once calmed the storms of discord and 

illuminated the paths of wisdom. To ponder Rao is to yearn for a 



golden age, to feel the quiet ache of a world adrift from its most 

benevolent anchor. 

Unlike the primordial hunger of Tharizdun or the festering decay of 

Kyuss, Rao embodies the highest ideals of civilization and enlightened 

thought. His was the gentle hand that guided mortals towards 

harmony, the clear voice that championed justice, and the serene gaze 

that saw beyond petty squabbles to the greater good. He did not 

demand worship through fear or power, but inspired devotion through 

the profound beauty of his principles: the pursuit of knowledge, the 

calming of passions, and the forging of lasting peace. 

The mystery of Rao lies not in his nature, which is understood as pure 

and benevolent, but in his withdrawal. He did not fall, nor was he 

imprisoned. Instead, as the ages turned and the conflicts of Oerth 

grew ever more complex, ever more entrenched, Rao slowly, almost 

imperceptibly, receded. Was it a retreat born of despair, a recognition 

that the hearts of mortals were too often swayed by chaos and 

conflict? Did the endless cycle of war and suffering prove too much 

for even a god of peace to bear witness to? Or was it a deliberate act, a 

profound lesson that true peace must be forged by mortals themselves, 

without divine intervention? 

His departure was not a cataclysm, but a fading. The light of his 

wisdom did not extinguish, but dimmed, becoming a distant star 

rather than a guiding sun. His temples still stand, his scriptures are 



still read, and his tenets are still preached, but the direct, palpable 

presence, the comforting warmth of his divine attention, is no longer 

felt. The world, in his absence, has grown louder, more fractious, more 

prone to the very conflicts he sought to quell. 

From his distant, unseen vantage, Rao does not intervene. There are 

no thunderous pronouncements, no miraculous interventions to halt 

the tide of war or settle the disputes of nations. His influence now is 

subtle, a lingering echo in the hearts of those who still strive for 

justice and understanding. He is the quiet voice of conscience, the 

inspiration for acts of compassion, the enduring hope for 

reconciliation in a world that seems increasingly determined to tear 

itself apart. His "silence" is a profound statement, a cosmic sigh at the 

persistent folly of sentient beings. 

The true challenge of Rao's mystery is the question of his return. Is it 

contingent upon Oerth achieving a state of universal peace, an 

impossible dream perhaps? Or is his withdrawal a permanent state, 

leaving mortals to navigate the complexities of their own existence, 

armed only with the memory of his teachings? His enduring presence 

is a testament to the power of ideals, even when the idealist has 

stepped back from the fray. 

Rao is the ultimate embodiment of lost serenity, the poignant 

reminder of a path not taken, or perhaps, a path yet to be found. His 

absence is a mirror reflecting the world's own struggles with itself, a 



quiet challenge to humanity and other races to rise above their baser 

instincts. And in the quiet moments, when the clamor of the world 

subsides, one can almost feel the faint, benevolent gaze of the 

Withdrawn God, patiently waiting, forever hoping for peace to bloom 

anew in the hearts of Oerth's children. 
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