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BALDUR’s GATE

Cradled in a crook of the Chionthar and often swaddled in mist, Baldur's Gate clings tight to the granite bluffs
that channel the river. Trade nursed, the city grew from pirates’ port to farmers® fort to the bustling urban center

it is today.

Generations have worn smooth the cobbles of its narrow streets, and tens of thousands have lived their enti
lives in the long shadows of its walls. The city’s stone has soaked in the blood of acclaimed heroes and terrible vil
lains. Alongside and atop such stains, nobles and commoners, rich and poor, have lazed and sweat, ruled i_ltl;ld-:.
as they've played out the stories of their lives—making Baldur’s Gate a place of history and a hom to legends.

City oN A HILL

Baldur’s Gate began its life as a hidden harbor where
traders would meet with pirates and “ghost lighters,”
folk along the Sword Coast who used lights to lure
fogbound ships toward shore, where they would run
aground and have their goods scavenged. After hit-
ting their targets, plunderers would journey leagues
upriver to the future site of Baldur’s Gate, at a turn of
the Chionthar that gave good harbor and relatively
easy access to the Trade Way, and then sell their
booty to traders without fear of meeting the goods’
original owners.

In time, industrious traders and herders decided
that the excellent, albeit illicit, commerce outweighed
the bluffs’ poor soil, and they put down roots. Due

re

in part to its frequent mists and surely its residents’
reputations, the settlement became known as Gray
Harbor—a name Baldurians still use for the bay today.

The city gained its current name centuries ago
when the great explorer Balduran returned from his
journey to the other side of Evermeet, the homeland
of the elves, where he searched for the fabled isles
of Anchorome. He spread around wild stories of his
adventures as well as huge amounts of wealth, some of
which he spent to have a wall constructed around his
oft-raided hometown. Balduran left again for Ancho-
rome and never returned.

Balduran’s gate-dotted wall encircled the homes at
the top of the bluff but left the harbor and the climb up
the bluffs unprotected. This design allowed residents to



COAT OF ARMS

The ship in the Baldur’s Gate coat of arms represents both the city’s role as a hub for
river and ocean trade and its namesake, Balduran, an explorer who sailed west into the
unknown and returned with great wealth. The calm sea symbolizes the Gate’s intent

Jl\ or trouble on the way.

to be a peaceful power, and the clear, blue sky denotes optimism about its future.
The frequent fogs and drizzling rains put the city’s coat of arms at the center of
various jokes and sayings, such as “When the arms show true,” meaning never or
rarely, and “Don’t forget your coat,” indicating clear and sunny weather. Meanwhile,
sayings such as “The seas do roil” and “The ship is tipping” reference present danger

tax goods coming to market. Balduran’s colleagues, sea
captains to whom the harbor was home, angrily insisted
the gate by which southern trade and the harbor traffic
entered the city was “Baldur’s Gate,” and they refused
to pay. They fought, overthrew the enriched traders and
herders, and seized control of the city.

The four oldest captains, their days at sea drawing
to a close, turned over their ships to younger sailors,
who in turn supported the captains’ installation as
the fledgling city’s rulers. The aging skippers jok-
ingly called themselves “dukes,” but the title proved

useful in intercity

negotiations. Fol-
lowing Amn’s founding,

trade boomed in the Gate’s
relaxed climate, and the city grew.
It burst its original bounds, consum-

ing Gray Harbor as it grew up and down the
bluffs. The Upper and Lower cities’ fates were so
entwined the dukes ruled the Lower City couldn’t be
left exposed to raiders. Thus, Baldur’s Gate erected
two new wall segments along the bluffs that attached
to the Old Wall, which was improved, and also kissed
the River Chionthar twice, on the city’s western and
eastern sides.

Today, Baldur’s Gate still refuses to be constrained.
People and businesses blocked from residing within
the walls huddle against them or sprawl along outly-
ing roads. What once was two communities now feels
like three: the privileged Upper City, the hardworking
Lower City, and the lawless Outer City.
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the grazing is good, so herders keep sheep, cattle, goats, and horses.
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UPPER CITY o
The strictly policed, orderly Upper City is home to the privi- | . i
leged patriar class. The patriars are the oldest families in |-
Baldur’s Gate and make up the city’s nobility. Living alongside | < /,
them in more humble, but nevertheless beautiful and well 7
maintained, houses is an upper class of families that boast
proud histories as stewards of the patriars (tailors, jewelers,
head butlers, master chefs, lead gardeners, and the like) and
as members of the Watch, a civil police force independent of

\

TRADE WAY
An ancient path of travel, the Trade
Way runs north from Baldur’s Gate
to Waterdeep. Nearest Baldur’s Gate, *

the road is mostly gravel, but some ';"h Sl

crumbling, granite-paved segments st

; remain from ancient attempts at el
R empire building. Farther afield, the 2} i
Aty Trade Way becomes a dirt track ety
L 23 | that the area’s frequent, light rains ! ( o

| often reduce to sludge. The old road
vanishes in the Fields of the Dead,
separating into various trails taken
by traders and travelers depending
on the season and reports of bandits.
When travelers come within sight
of Dragonspear Castle, it resumes a
more regular course.

¢'@ LOWER CITY

: The crescent-shaped Lower City rings the harbor and
v 1 gains elevation up from the river until it meets the walls

e | of the Upper City. Its narrow, cobbled streets give way

3 1 toflights of stone steps in particularly steep locations. ' \H 2

o Laborers and crafters of all sorts, including sailors, } .

salthands, shopkeepers, bakers, and finehand artisans, | |

whose work doesn’t require noisy forges or noisome | \\_ \

1 vats or ingredients, toil and dwell in the Lower City's | y

G g labyrinth of small, often subdivided buildings.
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The River Chionthar wends west along |

the southern edge of the Fields of the |’
Dead. Baldur’s Gate sits some forty miles
from the coast and a few miles east of the
head of tide, making its harbor safe from |

rising waters unless exceptional rains o
# inland cause flooding. Sailing to the city AN =i
| in a seagoing caravel takes about a day. i G
- \ i /
A .
. I' ¢ X,
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/ y A,



B R ‘ OUTER CITY

ks . .t 4 Asprawl of paddocks, dirt streets, shanties, and semipermanent buildings outside the walls,
@ | the Outer City accommodates everything the Upper and Lower cities don't. It houses the dirti-

= est and smelliest trades. Horses, oxen, mules, and other beasts of burden and livestock aren’t
Lt T allowed inside the city’s walls, so they are stabled, loaded and unloaded, or butchered here.
2 = Long ago, the Council of Four decided not to pay the Flaming Fist to police the Outer City,
% ; so the only law here is what common custom and the Guild—the city’s syndicate of thieves,

thugs, racketeers, loan sharks, and assassins—impose.
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28 O WYRM'S CROSSING
\@.Q:/ AND WYRM’S ROCK
g %\ Two bridges meet at a tall, rocky island
7 in the river’s center, where a fortress
guards passage. Local legend claims
that the island, long called Wyrm's
Rock, was once a bronze dragon’s lair,
but scholars give the tale little cre-
dence. The bridges have thus become
known as Wyrm's Crossing.

The Flaming Fist, the city’s merce-
nary army and police force, occupies
Wyrm’s Rock. In times of trouble, the
fortress raises both spans’ drawbridges,
leaving Outer City residents who have
built their lives atop the bridges to fend
for themselves.

Nearly sheer cliffs border the River Chionthar for
leagues east and west of the city. The bluffs are
yellow granite, as are the city’s walls and most of
its buildings. Most Gate roofs are made from gray
slate that comes from a Fields of the Dead quarry. l -

COAST WAY

o0 PR The Coast Way goes south to Calimshan, pass-
“e : 3 P 1 ing through settlements the size of hamlets and
: N ‘ kingdoms and everything in between.
LY X :f._ ‘/



Uupper CiTy

The Upper City exudes wealth. Its buildings’ shutters
and doors bear vibrant colors and are smartly main-
tained. Its streets are wide, and its terrain is nearly flat.
At night, the magic lamps that hang from ornate arms
extending streetward from most buildings keep its
avenues well lit. Rain runs off raised roads into drains,
rather than pooling or flowing down streets, and sewers
carry away waste. Flowering plants that hang from
windows and climbing walls—and a ban on smelly busi-
nesses—help to sweeten the Upper City'’s air.

Every Upper City citizen is either a patriar; a ser-
vant of a patriar, often coming from a proud line of
retainers to the nobility; a Watch member, often also
a hereditary post; or an affluent business owner.
Upper City establishments serve the patriars and
other wealthy customers almost exclusively. This part
of the city has few inns and no public taverns. Patri-
ars do their drinking at home, in private clubs, or on
overnight soirees into the Lower City. Few doors in
the Upper City are open at night, and the streets are
devoid of activity except for
Watch patrols.

The Gates: The Old Wall,
the original wall built at Bal-
duran’s behest, contains the
Upper City. Six gates pierce it.
The Black Dragon Gate pro-
tects the northern entrance
into the city and is named for
the black dragon head a victo-
rious knight displayed there.

Baldur’s Gate

The head is long gone now, but
a stone replacement projects from the wall above the
inner gate’s arch in honor of the old trophy.

Originally, the only gate leading to the harbor was
Baldur’s Gate, the passage that gave the city its name.
It is still the only gate in the wall segment separating
the Upper and Lower cities through which normal
traffic and trade is permitted. This segment is typi-
cally referred to as “the Old Wall,” even though the
original wall enclosed the entire Upper City. Ironi-
cally, despite the gate’s history as the flashpoint of
the tax revolt that established the dukes’ control, non-
patriar merchants and travelers passing through the
gate are subject to tolls and taxes. The Watch always
guards Baldur’s Gate, and the Watch and the Flam-
ing Fist use the site to transfer prisoners destined
either for trial in the High Hall or confinement in
the Seatower of Balduran.

Sea Gate, Manor Gate, Gond Gate, and Heap Gate,
the other four Old Wall entrances, are smaller struc-
tures created for the patriars’ convenience after the
Lower City was enclosed. Those who are not in the
company of a patriar, not wearing a patriar’s house
livery, or not bearing a patriar’s letter of employment
must use Baldur’s Gate.

The Wide: The Wide is the city’s only large civic
space and serves as its market. By law, all buying and
selling in the city not completed in a licensed and
taxed establishment must be done in the Wide. Sellers
at the daily market set up their tables, accoutrements,
and wares just after dawn. At dusk, the Watch clears
the streets of visitors and vendors.

Decorum and order hold sway; street music and
noisy activities are prohibited. This rule does not per-
tain on days when the dukes declare that the Wide
be used for civic purposes and traditional market
holidays, such as Highharvestide. At these times,
vendors suited to the festivities set up on the Wide's
fringes while the area’s central expanse is given over to
dances, contests, and games.

Most nights, the Wide is an empty space whose
perimeter (and only that much) is illuminated by light
from the buildings that ring it. A patriar sometimes
schedules the space for an evening social event, such
as a concert, a grand ball, or a wedding.

High Hall: The building known as the High Hall
was once the city’s last bastion against invasion, and
it served that function again when Balduran’s associ-
ates led their tax revolt. Since then, alterations to let in
more natural light and make the space a more com-
fortable place from which to govern have weakened
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its status as a fortress. The High Hall is used for pro-
fessional guild meetings, civic events, court trials, tax
counting, real-estate and law record-keeping, and any-
thing to do with governance, including meetings of the
Parliament of Peers and the Council of Four.

The long-held tradition of the whole citizenry voting
to elect dukes to the four lifetime posts ended after an
attempted coup. Today, a parliament of representatives
chosen from among the patriars and the most wealthy
and influential Lower City residents elects new dukes.
One of the four dukes holds the title of grand duke and
is empowered to break ties when the council’s vote is
evenly split. By tradition, and in the interest of good
politics, one duke is always a high-ranking member of
the Flaming Fist, the mercenary company that is the
city’s de facto army.

Watch Citadel: The Upper City’s police force uses
the Watch Citadel as a barracks and for training, stor-
age, and organizational needs. The citadel has only
a few jail cells, which the Watch uses to temporarily
hold those awaiting a trial in the High Hall or a trans-
fer to the prison in the Seatower of Balduran.

The Watch staffs the Upper City’s walls and runs
interior patrols day and night. The Upper City is the
exclusive domain of the Watch; the Flaming Fist has
no jurisdiction here. And, conversely, the patriars do
not call upon Watch members to work outside the
area’s bounds. Watch members all live in the Upper
City, and most belong to families that have a proud tra-
dition of loyalty to the patriars.

At night, the Watch evicts everyone from the Upper
City except for residents and their guests. All Watch
members know every patriar by sight. Anyone else
is detained and politely (at first) questioned. Watch
patrols release anyone who has a good reason to be
out and is dressed in a patriar’s house livery, bears a
patriar-signed invitation, or carries a Watch-issued
stamped and numbered wooden or silver badge.
Passes that the Watch supplies are collected and
changed often to foil counterfeiters.

UPPER CITY
1. High Hall

2. The Wide

3. High House of Wonders
4. Hall of Wonders
5. Silvershield Estate
6. Watch Citadel

7. Black Dragon Gate
8. Sea Gate

9. Manor Gate
10. Gond Gate v
11. Baldur's Gate pd
12. Heap Gate

The Old Wall

Temples: Most of the city’s longest-standing and
most influential temples are located in the Temples
district. Several shrines and small temples dot the
Upper City’s other districts, and an oft-frequented
temple to Umberlee is located in Gray Harbor.

Baldurians of all sorts give honor to Gond, and the
temple complex to the god of labor and inventions is the
grandest of them all. His primacy has much to do with
the city’s shipping and shipbuilding industries. Hundreds
of rail carts and seventy-six worker-powered, wheeled
cranes aid movement of goods in the port, and dry docks
outfitted with hoists and pumps of Gond dot the quays.

The High House of Wonders is a vast structure that
serves as the official temple and workshops of Gond.
The nearby Hall of Wonders is a museum open to the
public that displays the clergy’s inventions. The influ-
ence of Gond’s temple in the city has led to many
attempts to co-opt its power, most recently by Brevek
Faenor, loremaster most high of Oghma. The election of
patriar Torlin Silvershield, the high artificer of Gond, to
the Council of Four quashed the loremaster’s influence
and reduced him to presiding over Oghma’s old shrine
and the library in the High House of Wonders.

Manorborn: The city’s nobles have blood ties to
the people who rose to power following Balduran’s
triumphant return. They largely consider themselves
the rightful rulers and owners of the Upper City, that
being the old city—the true city.

The patriars’ palatial homes are found in every
Upper City neighborhood, but the grandest residences
blanket Manorborn, the Upper City’s western district.
Most members of the Parliament of Peers and their
families live here.

Grandest of all the manors, the Silvershield Estate
occupies the district’s westernmost edge. It boasts
ornamental and kitchen gardens as well as a small
orchard. The Silvershield family’s reputation and
power were established more than a century ago, and
High Artificer Torlin Silvershield is the latest member
of the family to be elected to the Council of Four.




HicH HALL

The High Hall once stood as the central bastion in
the defense of Baldur’s Gate. In its heyday, it was an
ugly, powerful, and functional fortification. Its years
as a defensive structure ended long ago, though. Since
then, so many modifications have been made to the
building in the interest of comfort and beauty that
the lines of the original fort are hard to see. The basic
structure remains, however. The building encloses a
central courtyard, which was once a bailey. Graceful
windows now pierce the heavy walls, and soaring
spires and leering gargoyles stand in place of the
original battlements.

Almost all the governmental business of Baldur’s
Gate is conducted here. The four dukes have sumptu-
ous offices and private meeting rooms in their own
wing. The Parliament of Peers has a dozen small meet-
ing rooms and one large chamber for whole-body
deliberations. The chamber’s gallery seats an audi-
ence of three hundred. Those seats are almost always
filled when parliament is in session; on rare occasion,
though, parliament clears the house for closed-door

debate over matters considered too sensitive or inflam-

matory for spectators.

The High Hall also contains court chambers where
the dukes sit in judgment (individually, seldom as a
group) over accused criminals. The dukes often assign
this duty to proxy judges on a rotating basis. Proxy
judges are not paid a salary, yet a temporary assign-
ment to the High Hall’s bench is a plum duty for any
patriar, because hefty gifts and bribes flow to judges
from the Guild, from those grateful to be exonerated,
and from those hoping to be exonerated.

Serving as a judge is not light duty. The only cases
that require the decision-making of a judge are those
that involve real doubt about a defendant’s guilt, or
unclear points of law. When someone is caught in
the act of committing a crime, or close enough to the
performance of the act that the presiding officer is
reasonably certain that the suspect is guilty, the indi-
vidual’s “trial” boils down to a simple administrative
and sentencing process that the Flaming Fist or the
Watch directly handles. It’s not uncommon for some-
one arrested for picking pockets in the morning to be
already serving a sentence in jail by evening.

Aside from the aforementioned governmental
offices, the High Hall is a place that Baldurians can
enjoy. It includes a feasting hall that is used for both
public and private banquets and a wing of meeting
rooms that are available to everyone on a first-come,
first-served basis. The courtyard contains a small
public garden that features walkways and benches.

Theoretically, anyone is welcome here. In practice,
though, hardly anyone except for patriars uses the
space. Everyone else is too busy working to spend
much time lolling in the High Hall’s garden.

The High Hall houses several small libraries tucked
in and about the structure on different levels and in
different wings. These libraries contain all the city’s
records going back hundreds of years. Laws, contracts,
architectural plans, court proceedings, government
appointments, accounting documents, tax rolls, census
information, land grants, guild charters, and other
documents are packed into rows upon rows of shelves
and tall scroll cases.

In theory, the libraries are divided by topic of
inquiry, but in actuality only the librarians (devotees
of Oghma who volunteer their time) can make much
sense of them. Some frustrated patriars and various
barristers have campaigned in the past to have all the
libraries combined and catalogued in a sensible way,
but there’s never been enough political will behind the
effort to dedicate funds for it.

In addition to being a place of civic activity, the
High Hall also serves as a kind of secular temple. The
ground floor of the easternmost wing is a museum to
the history of Baldur’s Gate and a mausoleum for its
many dukes and heroes. There, a statue of Balduran
looms over the city’s “holy relics” in a glass case. The
items inside are things he supposedly owned: a bat-
tered helmet, tattered pieces of a cloak, a longsword
in a cracked leather sheath, a steel shield, and, oddly,
a butter knife. Lesser heroes recline in marble upon
beds of stone or sit enthroned, bronze upon bronze,
gazing toward some unseen horizon with reso-
lute nobility, their bones dry as twigs in the caskets
beneath them.

All dukes have the right to be buried in the mauso-
leum, and most of those who are entombed on the site
lie under the floor, so that anyone who walks through
the room is stepping over graves. Because of the vaulted
dungeons beneath the High Hall, those interred in the
floor end up suspended somewhere in the stonework
between the museum’s floor and the dungeon’s ceiling,
Some graves have collapsed into the dungeons below, a
fact detectable from above by the hollow boom of foot-
steps on particular flagstones. The Parliament of Peers
decided not to address the issue of these “fallen heroes,”
since they were assured by dwarfengineers that the
floor of the museum is in no danger of collapse.

The building’s entire structure is part of the Gate’s
advanced water system. Below-ground catch basins
collect rainwater that runs off its roof. That water



flows through aqueducts to a cistern beneath the great
fountain in the Temples district. Thanks to the inno-
vative pumps of Gond, the Upper City’s fountains are
both beautiful works of flowing-water art and sources
of safe, clean water for residents.

The original fortification’s dungeons still exist.
Unlike the High Hall above them, they have seen
little renovation and no beautification since they were
excavated. Under vaulted ceilings supported by thick
pillars lie dozens of brick-lined chambers linked by
winding, rock-cut passages into a labyrinth that few
dare to traverse. Entrance to the underground area
can be had by way of a handful of staircases tucked

into odd corners of the High Hall, as well as an
unknown number of connections to the Upper City’s
water system.

A handful of chambers nearest the stairs have
been converted into jail cells, but they are seldom
used. The near-constant rain keeps the dungeons
perpetually damp and dripping. The only dangers
in the area come from swarming rats and the threat
of becoming lost in the unmapped, echoing dark-
ness. No one knows whether the master of walls, the
master of cobbles, or the master of drains and under-
ways should be in charge of the dungeons.
Consequently, no one takes responsibility.




Tue WIDE

The Wide, a sprawling marketplace, is the eponymous
landmark of this Upper City district. Its reputation as
a thriving crossroads of trade spans the Sword Coast
and stretches as far east as Thay.

During the day, the steamy aroma of roasted, spiced
meats mixes with the wet, earthy smell character-
istic of Baldur’s Gate. Bright, multicolored awnings
cover stalls in which tools, textiles, foods, luxuries,
oddments, silks, scarves,
tobacco, Shining South
spices, and all manner
of creature comforts
from every corner of
Faeriin are bought and
sold. Prices are lower
in the Wide than else-
where in the Gate, which
means negotiations are
usually sharper. Not all
merchants here are in
the commodities trade. Tattoo artists, fortune tellers,
sages, hedge wizards, astrologers, and poets also work
in the Wide. At tables throughout the market area,
Baldurians mingle to debate city affairs, philosophize,
gossip, and conduct business and trade.

Meanwhile, strong, young delivery-makers bull
through the shoulder-to-shoulder crowds heading to and
from stalls. If not for the tall poles they wear strapped
to their backs and shoulders, the goods carried by these
young males and females would be easy targets. Atop the
poles, out of a human-sized person’s reach, swivel and
sway baskets and crates full of goods. Seldom do these
top-heavy poles collide and become entangled. But when
they do, a row inevitably ensues. As soon as pole-carters
leave the open air of the Wide and enter less crowded
city streets, they lower their merchandise to street level
lest enterprising bandits lean out second-story windows
to strip them of their wares.

The Beloved Ranger statue is the only permanent
structure in the marketplace. All others are collapsible,
movable, pitchable, or temporary. Competition for the
best stall locations is fierce. Upper City merchants have
the upper hand, of course, as do those with plenty of
cash to grease the palms of the bailiff of the Wide, his
officers, Watch soldiers who provide security, and the
dozens of other outstretched hands bearing permits,
charters, and signet rings of office. A prime location
in the Wide can turn so much profit that almost any
amount of graft is justified in obtaining it.

The Wide’s market area constitutes nearly half
of the district that bears the same name. High-class

The Wide

shops, well-heeled merchants’ residences, trading and
insurance offices, the sages’ and traders’ guildhalls,
the Undercellar’s public entrance, and Ramazith’s
Tower fill out the rest of the district.

Bailiff of the Wide

Someone has to the record the names and goods of
sellers, manage disputes over stall space, and schedule
the Wide’s nighttime use to balance the concerns of
competing patriars. These and many other unenviable
tasks falls to the bailiff of the Wide.

Each morning, Baliff of the Wide Jedren Hiller
wakes before dawn, meets his officers and assistants
around the Beloved Ranger for a quick discussion of
the changes for the day, and then heads to Baldur’s
Gate. While the assistants scatter across the Wide to
mark out stall placements with chalk, half the officers
line up around the inside of Baldur’s Gate to hand
out stall-marker chits while the other half goes to the
Black Dragon Gate. Bailiff Hiller then squeezes out
through the gate and begins assigning stall space to
the merchants who have come for the day.

Merchants who live in the Upper City receive their
stall markers early each day by nighttime doorstop
deliveries, and they begin setting up as soon as the
stalls are chalked. Anyone who forgot to request a
stall on the previous day must wait for Bailiff Hiller
to pass through the Wide on his way to Black Dragon
Gate after he finishes making the Baldur’s Gate
assignments. The bailiff gives out stall assignments
according to a complicated formula that accounts for
similarity of goods, the length of time a merchant
has been selling in the Wide, one’s past infractions
such as crossing a stall boundary, and rotating the
best sellers through the best locations for fairness. Of
course, everyone knows that a little something extra
can improve your standing in the Registry, the ledger
of the Wide’s market and social activity that is Bailiff
Hiller’s constant companion.

The bailiff of the Wide works under the auspices
of Haxilion Trood, the city’s purse master. Trood is a
meticulous coin-counter, so Hiller has been obliged to
turn down cash bribes. But giving him and his hungry
crew some samples of food, or making deliveries to
his home of various goods “for inspection” is still quite
welcome (and often necessary if a merchant doesn’t
wish to languish in a less traveled area or some other
unfortunate locale). What a shame it would be for the
Registry to dictate that a perfumer ended up next to
someone selling roast meat?



Beloved Ranger

A statue of a powerful warrior in plate armor stands in
the Wide. Far from being the typical grim guardian,
this warrior wears an enthusiastic grin and cradles a
hamster in his hands. The late Orburt Lewel, an eccen-
tric textiles merchant, erected the statue about seventy
years ago. According to legend, the featured figure is
Minsc, a dull-witted but brave warrior of Rashemen
who saved Lewel’s life from some forgotten danger.
The hamster is Boo, a pet that Minsc referred to as a
“giant pygmy space hamster.”

The quirky statue is a favorite landmark and meet-
ing spot in the ever-changing sea of market stalls, both
because it’s easy to spot and because Baldur’s Gate
loves its peculiar characters.

Entering the Undercellar

A clearly marked entrance to the Undercellar beckons
on the Wide’s southern rim. Most Baldurians view the
Undercellar as a seedy yet unique underground tavern
and festhall. Its cobbled, vaulted chambers were once
the storage cellars of various buildings, many of which
still conduct business today. Over decades, the judi-
cious addition of arched doorways and freshly dug,
narrow tunnels has strung the cellars together, form-
ing a sizable network of passageways and chambers.
The Undercellar is much more than an idio-
syncratic festhall. Its unmapped tunnels are more
extensive than most city residents imagine. Dozens
of access points reach it. Most of them are unmarked,
and owners and overseers of more than a few
such sites purposely keep them secret. The Guild
directly controls some entrances; others are privately
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owned but made available for the Guild’s use in
exchange for coin.

Only a few people know the whole of the Undercel-
lar’s pathways well enough to act as guides (see “The
Fetcher and the Tunnel” on page 59), and only a fool
would enter the jumbled, lightless spaces without a
knowledgeable escort. With a guide, it’s possible to
travel beneath almost the entire Upper City. While
neither swift nor comfortable, such a journey can be
made in complete secrecy.

Up to Surface —



Hica HousE OF
WONDERS AND
HALL oF WONDERS

Built from the profits of a lucrative technology deal
with the city, the High House of Wonders and the
Hall of Wonders stand apart in the Upper City,
their pillared marble buildings gleaming white in
a cityscape of yellow and gray. Gond’s first priests
in the Gate took great pains to make the temple as
ostentatious as possible, hiring expert masons from
as far away as Chessenta and importing Lantanese
sculptures and exterior cornices.

High House of Wonders

The High House of Wonders serves as a vast work-
shop for the many crafters and inventors that the
temple houses. To enter the building, a person must
pass under three great bronze blocks, or doors, that
appear to float in midair. In fact, a system of hidden
pulleys and counterweights holds them aloft. Great
chimes are hidden within each block, and they ring

Bhe high house
of Wonders

the time at the passing of every hour. Releasing the
pulley system would slam down the bronze doors.
Anyone and anything caught beneath the massive
slabs would be crushed. Since the temple is open to
inspiration at all hours, the doors have not been closed
in living memory. However, if rioting were to threaten
the temple, the Gondsmen would seal the High House
of Wonders and open it again only when it appeared
safe for the people to “return to holy labor.”

Each day, the High House of Wonders rings with
the clamor of hammer and saw. Acolytes create the
knickknacks that are sold in the Hall of Wonders,
crafters of all sorts attend master-taught classes, and
inventors experiment alongside priests as they build
new projects or tinker with old machines. The House
has several huge wings, each devoted to a type of
work or a scholarly pursuit related to invention and
artifice. Silversmiths toil alongside those who cast in
bronze, architects draft beside engineers, and car-
penters build cranes next to woodcarvers working on
jewelry boxes. Everything from ships to siege weap-
ons is built at full size in the great halls of the High
House of Wonders and then is disassembled for trans-
port. Of course, the faithful of Gond work on repairs

HIGH CONFUSION
The similar names of the High Hall, the High House of Wonders, and the Hall of Wonders cause endless confusion among
newcomers to Baldur's Gate. Baldurians often further befuddle visitors by shortening the last two of these important build-
ings’ names to “the House” and “the Hall.” Additionally, the High House of Wonders is sometimes referred to as “the Temple,”
and the High Hall is sometimes called “the Ducal Palace” or “the Palace.”



and building sites citywide. Among other tasks, they
replace broken spars in the port’s worker-powered,
wheeled cranes; erect scaffolding around construc-
tion sites; and venture into patriars’ homes to fix the
plumbing.

The High House of Wonders hosts about one hun-
dred priests and acolytes in its residential wing. By
day, up to five times that many faithful fill the temple
as people who live in other parts of the city arrive to
work and learn.

Most of those who enter the temple every day are
long-standing members of the city’s various craft-
ing guilds who come to study, experiment, and teach.
Some are would-be apprentices hoping to make con-
nections and show off their talents to prospective
masters. A few are individuals of great talent but small
means. Too poor to afford the entrance and class fees,
such people can sometimes find a patron to pay for
their tutelage in return for future indentureship.

All these folk are counted among the faithful, and
they are literally counted as they enter and exit the
House. The many fascinating items in the High House
of Wonders are theoretical experiments, early-stage
prototypes, or specially commissioned works—not
for the eyes of the public. Thus, Gondar door guards
politely turn away the curious and those who do not
have explicit business in the temple, directing them
across the square to the Hall of Wonders.

Bhe Dall
of Wonders

Hall of Wonders

The Hall of Wonders puts
Gond'’s magnificence on full
display. This building is a
museum as much as a reli-
gious site. For 5 cp, a visitor
can enter to view—in long
aisles and even hanging from
the ceiling—a gallery of holy
relics ranging from the prag-
matic, such as ordinary locks
and mechanical lock boxes
disguised as furniture and
other household goods, to the scholarly, such as preci-
sion water clocks and orreries.

More impressive inventions loom large amid the
collection, such as a steam dragon (a steam-operated
engine for moving heavy objects), a steam-operated
mechanical orchestra, and mechanical scribes that can
be linked in sequence to make many copies of exactly
what a person writes as he or she pens it. One of the
most popular displays among seafaring Baldurians is
the collection of nautical tools, such as a gold filigreed,
coral-carved astrolabe and one of the first farseers
(telescopes). Small signs indicate the purposes and
ways to use the items. Since visitors are not allowed
to touch the inventions, numerous Gondar acolytes
circulate throughout the Hall of Wonders and readily
demonstrate the items’ uses.

To exit the museum, a visitor must leave through a
shop filled with devices for sale. Printed catalogues of
additional items and larger devices that can be ordered
for later delivery are also on display. Locks, strong-
boxes, objects with hidden storage compartments,
steam dragons, water pumps, and more can be had for
the prices listed.

Because the Gondsmen are given to ostentatious
displays of wealth, rumors persist of a treasure vault
hidden beneath the temple and guarded by mechani-
cal monstrosities. The rumors are mostly true. Behind
the grand altar in the High House of Wonders is a
complex pressure-plate system that opens a secret
passageway leading beneath the temple. Numerous
chambers and storerooms into which the public is
never invited exist beneath the site. Whether golems
or other automatons guard the rooms is known only to
the priests.

Hall of Wonders
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SILVERSHIELD ESTATE

High Artificer of Gond Torlin Silvershield stands as
the latest in a nearly unbroken line of Silvershields
who have been elected to the Council of Four. Power
has afforded luxury to the Silvershield family. Its
estate, roughly the size of a city block, attests to that.
It was built up over several generations on land the
Silvershields purchased or were gifted as a show of
gratitude or to solicit the discreet Silvershield touch.

The estate is located in Manorborn’s western corner.
A thick, 12-foot-high wall surrounds the compound
before joining the Upper City’s walls. Even though the
neighborhood is a safe one, Silvershield always assigns
a handful of retainers to patrol the estate’s periphery
for burglars and beggars who manage to sneak past
the Watch.

The Silvershield estate dwarfs most other patri-
ars’ manors but has little of their coziness. When
Silvershield hosts a revel, sounds of music and laugh-
ter can seldom be heard beyond the walls of the
behemoth estate. Deserved or not, the place has a rep-
utation for unfriendliness.

Armed guards are stationed at the gate of the com-
plex. A white-graveled courtyard extends from the gate
to the house’s portico, where a beautiful Gondar inven-
tion is suspended. This self-refueling oil candelabra is
designed to appear as eight miniature geysers spewing
gold and silver flames.

A long outbuilding on the manor’s northern side
houses palanquins and sedan chairs. Silvershield
seldom rides in such conveyances, but he strives to
provide every courtesy and comfort to his guests.

The grounds’ extensive gardens might be the
estate’s most distinctive and envied feature. The duke
is fond of strolling as he meditates, and he often fusses
over his garden as though it were a fourth child. The
lush gardens have been designed with the cool cli-
mate and damp weather in mind so that they display
splashes of color regardless of the season. Over the
years, the Silvershields have imported flowering plants
and colorful shrubs from as far north as the High
Forest and sent master gardeners as far out as the
Moonshae Isles to collect specimens. Newly arrived
plants and those that need special care grow in a
glass-walled greenhouse with mirrors set around its
exterior to catch and concentrate the meager sunlight.
Although few in the city know it, Silvershield uses the
greenhouse to grow his own supply of sable moon-
flower. It’s not for his own use, of course—Silvershield
doesn’t allow himself to become intoxicated—but for
the entertainment of certain dissolute guests at revels
whose secrets might not otherwise be prized away.

The garden has green lawns with a white-gravel
path that meanders past exquisite statuary, through
flower beds, and around trees and bushes. Peacocks
strut freely across the property, and songbirds roost
in the trees. Pears and persimmons grow in the com-
pound’s small orchard. Silvershield’s are the only
persimmon trees in Baldur’s Gate. Around back, near
the kitchens built against the outer wall, the path
wends past a small gazebo that houses a shrine to
Gond, then leads to vegetable and herb gardens set
amid lines of blueberry bushes.

Duke Silvershield is most proud of his estate’s
topiary maze. He commissioned master crafters
at the High House of
Wonders to make several
modified, steam-dragon-
powered miniature cranes.
They are arranged and
camouflaged within the
topiary, making the necks
and tails of the animal-
shaped shrubbery move.
Silvershield, who claims
he animated the topiary
to amuse his children and
visitors, enjoys the maze immensely, particularly when
his real peacocks investigate and confront their leafy
counterparts.

On the manor’s ground floor, the Silvershields
receive guests, play host to revels, and attend to minor
business. The level hums with the soft, whirring
sounds of dozens of fragile, intricate clockwork inven-
tions brought here from the High House of Wonders.
In the grand foyer, a mosaic depicting the Silvershield
coat of arms above the ship from the Gate's coat of
arms—chosen to remind visitors whose city they're
in—stretches across the room’s ornate ceiling. A ball-
room and a performance stage dominate the rear of
the building, and a handful of sitting rooms and salons
complements them. In the western wing, a spacious
feasting hall easily seats forty while providing plenty of
room for servants and entertainers to move about.

Below the ground floor, servants’ quarters pro-
vide personal space to maids, valets, retainers, cooks,
and the many other staff members that support the
patriars’ luxurious lifestyle. The manor’s wine cellar,

Silvershield Estate




storerooms, and servants’ common areas complete the
basement level. The estate is in a constant flurry of
action, especially down here. The Silvershields have
approximately fifty servants on hand at any given time,
twenty other retainers and guards elsewhere on the
estate, and another ten to twenty out running errands
in Baldur’s Gate.

The family lives on the manor’s upper floors. The
floors above the main house contain a private parlor, a
nursery for Alana and Entar III, a bedroom and play-
room for Skie II, and other rooms reserved for the
children when they outgrow the nursery. The round
tower has three upper floors and is composed of a small

dining room, a half-dozen guest bedrooms, a guest
parlor, a library, and the master suite. Silvershield also
maintains a home office in the tower, but he seldom
uses it. His real office is hidden behind a second-floor,
hinged bookcase that leads out to a private walkway on
the manor’s roof. Atop the roof, Silvershield has a work-
shop and study within a small solarium. The family and
servants are well aware of the “secret door” behind the
bookcase, but the duke prohibits others from walking
the roof or entering his hideaway, which is where he
conducts secret business and lays the groundwork for
his most sensitive schemes.




LoweRr CitY

The Lower City, a great crescent of steep slopes
descending to the docks, is packed tight with conjoined,
slate-roofed buildings that are made of stone and fea-
ture window boxes and stout shutters in vibrant hues.
The Lower City’s narrow alleys access interior court-
yards and other streets. Stone buttresses often span

its roadways, literally holding apart the upper floors

of structures that face each other. Even though some

of these narrow supports act as pedestrian bridges,
they are most often used by pigeons, gulls, rats, and
cats. Lower City citizens are accustomed to their noisy,
cramped existence. As the long-ago sage Asturgel of the
Gate wrote, “In the Lower City, we live and work atop
each other untidily.”

Trade is king in this section of Baldur’s Gate. Craft-
work, repairs, and buying and selling consume the
lives of the tradesfolk, shopkeepers, and day servants
who dwell here. Commerce in shops and crowded
streets begins before sunrise and continues until after
dark. By day, each shop’s shutters are flung open.

At night, they’re firmly fastened shut, regardless of
whether their windows have iron gratings. Aside from
inns and taverns—which are open, well lit, and employ
“trusties” to guard against vandals, drunkards, arson-
ists, thieves, and brawlers—the Lower City is largely
dark and shuttered after sundown.

Dark and Foggy Streets: Since the damp clings
to the entire city, the Gate’s cobbled streets are typi-
cally slick underfoot. When traction becomes a real
problem, the locals spread straw or river gravel on the
cobbles to help folk find their footing.

Communally maintained streetlights dot various
crossroads and light the darkest spots beneath the
Lower City’s many stone support arches. Oil-and-
wick copper bowls, whose copper wing reflectors
direct radiance, partially illuminate the Lower City’s
nicer districts. Glassless, tin candle lanterns throw
light into its rougher neighborhoods. Both types of
lighting are solidly constructed and mounted. Citi-
zens who live near the lanterns light them at dusk
and, if wind or rain have not yet extinguished them,
blow them out at sunrise.

The open doors of inns, taverns, and late-to-close
cafes spill some light into the streets, but most folk
carry lamps or hire lamp lads and lamp lasses. These
youths carry many-candled lanterns on long poles and,
for a few coppers, guide customers through the streets
at night.

Gray Harbor: Baldur’s Gate has one of the largest,
busiest harbors on Faeriin’s western coast. The city’s
independent status and tolerant nature appeal to many

sea captains, who settle their families in Lower City
homes. As a result, the Gate handles a wide variety
of cargoes. Many pirates looking to fence their latest
prizes also regularly tie up in the Gate.

Visitors are often impressed by the harbor’s sheer
size and level of activity, marveling at its seventy-
six enormous cranes and its scoops and cargo carts,
which run on rails of steel along the docks and make
loading and unloading an efficient process. The dock
equipment is operated by Balduran’s Honorable Com-
pany of Harborhands, but the priests of Gond devised
and built it. Thus, Gond’s High House of Wonders
receives 1 cp out of each fee paid for the use of a cart
or a crane. All fees and ship manifests are taken to the
Harbormaster’s Office, a tiny building with thick walls
and barred windows that stands apart from other city
structures.

The Water Queen’s House is also a solitary struc-
ture. It dominates the end of a pier and descends on
one side into the harbor. Waves have lapped against
this temple of Umberlee for generations. Sailors and
their families make frequent small offerings at it to
buy the Bitch Queen’s favor. Its priestesses can often
be seen descending the temple’s outside staircase to
walk offerings into the river, where they disappear
beneath the waves and climb back up empty-handed.
What happens to the offerings is a mystery no one in
Baldur’s Gate has ever dared to investigate, and the
wrath of the whole city would surely fall upon anyone
who did.

Bloomridge: Lower City citizens generally lead
a working-class existence, but successful merchants,
ship captains, landlords, and others who have access
to wealth try to live as much like patriars as they can.
Rich folk sometimes purchase several Lower City
buildings, or even small
blocks, and either raze the
structures or modify and con-
nect them to form a palatial
home. Slightly less prosperous
folk typically rent expensive,
upper-floor apartments, pre-
ferring locations that feature
rooftop terraces or balconies
that offer fine views.

Bloomridge

These impressive homes
are mostly found in Bloom-
ridge, a fashionable Lower City district dotted with
cafes, flower shops, and artisan boutiques. The district’s
main street runs steeply up from the harbor to the Old



Wall. Numerous structures have exterior staircases and
open terraces built into or against the wall.

The only blight in this otherwise upscale area is
Mandorcai’s Mansion. This structure appeared out
of nowhere, fully built and staffed, overnight on a
vacant lot. For several tendays afterward, citizens gos-
siped about Mandorcai, the eccentric, magic-wielding
builder of the place, and influential residents courted
him, eager to retain the services of such a powerful
wizard.

Mandorcai then vanished from public life. No one
heard from him except through invitations he sent
to various individuals. These peculiar missives were
written in silver atop black paper folded into the
shape of a pentagon. Those who entered the mansion
to keep their appointments were never seen again.
After a handful of such disappearances, a Flam-
ing Fist squad invaded the building. Only two of its
members emerged, and they spoke of shifting rooms,
oppressive chants, and blood-soaked chambers. The
Council of Four would like to have the mansion torn
down, but no laborers are willing to touch the place.
Since the building does not appear to be dangerous
as long as no one goes inside it, the dukes have not
pressed the issue. Mandorcai and his servants are
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still missing, but the odd little black invitations occa-
sionally appear on people’s doorsteps when no one is
looking.

Flaming Fist: The Flaming Fist mercenary com-
pany functions as the city’s de facto police force and
army. At any given time, about three thousand of its
six thousand members are out on campaign. Baldur’s
Gate has long maintained its neutrality in conflicts
in the region, but the city profits from them all the
same. Even though Baldur’s Gate has become more
prejudiced since refugees flooded the Outer City, the
Flaming Fist continues to draw its members from all
walks of life.

The Fist polices the Lower City and Wyrm’s Rock,
and its soldiers stand sentry on the Lower City’s east-
ern and western walls. Their presence, both on and off
duty, deters bold crimes. Although some Flaming Fist
soldiers live in barracks in the Seatower of Balduran or
Wyrm’s Rock, most have Lower City homes.

The Council of Four renews its contract with the
Flaming Fist annually, so the mercenary company is
nominally under the dukes’ control. The Fist earns
income, aside from the contract, from its share of the
taxes collected at the harbor, Basilisk Gate, and the
Wyrm’s Rock drawbridges.




e
[ <)
SEATOWER OF BALDURAN

The Flaming Fist maintains two bastions in Baldur’s Gate,
Wyrm’s Rock and the Seatower of Balduran. If Wyrm’s
Rock is a symbol of the Fist’s unbreakable strength, then
the Seatower is a symbol of its stature and success.

The Seatower serves the Flaming Fist as headquar-
ters, barracks, naval base, prison, and fortress. The
marshal and most of the officers responsible for day-to-
day Fist operations typically work from the Seatower.

Its well-stocked armory houses longswords, short
swords, cudgels, chainmail, bows, thousands of arrows,
pots of alchemist’s fire, other assorted tools for waging
war and policing the streets, and plenty of stone ammu-
nition for the Fist’s three parapet-mounted trebuchets.

A stone flung from atop the Seatower, with the added
impetus of gravity behind it, is almost guaranteed to
crash clean through any wooden-hulled ship it strikes.

A capstan at ground level in the tower can raise a mas-
sive chain from the riverbed and stretch it taut across the
harbor mouth from the Seatower to deep pilings under
the easternmost wharfin Brampton. When the chain is
raised, nothing bigger than a rowboat can sail into or out
of the harbor. Except for drills and maintenance checks,
the chain has not been raised for decades.

The last time the chain was raised for defense
was to protect against a veritable fleet of Calishite
ships. Fishermen and merchants arrived in the eve-
ning warning of a flotilla heading upriver, many of
the ships flying Calishite flags. The dukes, having
heard reports of war in the south but not having been
informed by any dignitary of Calimshan's need to use
the river, feared invasion. When the ships arrived just
after sunset, the chain had been pulled up across the
harbor, and ships full of Flaming Fist soldiers floated
just beyond it with catapults and flaming arrows at the
ready. They needn’t have bothered. The ships held no
Calishite warriors, just refugees from the war. When
the dukes determined the truth of the matter, the
chain was lowered and the refugees were allowed into
Baldur’s Gate. Citizens didn’t repel them as invaders,
but neither did they make the Calishites welcome. The
incident set the tone for relations between the refugees
and the people of Baldur’s Gate, and led to the found-
ing of the separate settlement of Little Calimshan.

The Seatower is an impressive architectural work
looming over the bay. It erupts from a rocky islet in
the harbor in such a way that attackers approaching
by boat will find few footholds at the tower’s base. Five
stout towers provide firing lines along all the Seatower’s
walls and away from the islet in all directions. Specially

made Gondar trebuchets atop the towers can fire thrice
the distance of a normal siege weapon, allowing hurled
stones to reach atop the cliffs on the opposite side of the
river (or even into the Upper City), although such shots
must be calculated and “made blind” due to the low
elevation of the Seatower.

A 400-foot-long causeway connects the Seatower
to shore. No gate or drawbridge along the span exists;
its length alone is considered sufficient defense, since
attackers would be exposed to archers and missile fire
along their entire approach. If enemies come to Bal-
dur’s Gate, the Flaming Fist wants them to attack the
Seatower, believing that the sooner they do, the sooner
they’ll be defeated.

The Seatower houses about a hundred Flaming Fist
soldiers on a rotating basis, billeting them in levels of
the towers not given over to the prison and in the two
buildings within the bailey. These buildings are the
armory and the officers’ tower.

Although small caches of gear and weapons exist
throughout the Seatower for ready access, the armory
holds most of the Flaming Fist’s hoard of war-making
materiel. The underground rooms beneath the armory
are a virtual museum of every conflict in which the
Flaming Fist has engaged. Everything from elephant
barding to snowshoes can be found somewhere in the
depths of the armory, all of the items carefully cata-
logued and regularly maintained.

A small section on the first floor is set aside as
a gallery. There, on racks and in cases, rest the tro-
phies of battles lost and won: Duke Eltan’s sword and
armor; a coral trident taken from a leader of the Itzcali
sahuagin; a tattered flag from Fort Beluarian; Kings-
car, the massive sword of Sothillis the ogre king of
Murannheim; and more. The armory also holds the
Seatower’s kitchens and larder.

The smaller officers’ tower serves as the quarters for
the marshal and a temporary billet for officers of vari-
ous ranks. There, the marshal frequently speaks with
the officers of current events or plans campaigns. In
addition to meeting areas and private rooms, it holds a
collection of books and scrolls in a library that the offi-
cers can use to study tactics, consult maps, and review
contracts. Beneath the officer’s tower are the Flaming
Fist coffers, in a lead-walled vault separated by yards
of solid stone from any other underground area. None
but the highest-ranking officers knows exactly where
the door to the vault can be found and what the secret
is to opening it.

The Seatower’s least glamorous role is as the local
prison. Long-term incarceration isn’t common, but
plenty of people need to be locked up for a few days,
tendays, or months. Three levels of dungeon extend
beneath the Seatower. The two lowest are below the
harbor’s water level, so they are always frigid and



damp. The uppermost dungeon level is divided into
small cells that hold one to five prisoners each. The
lower levels consist of two large cells apiece. Under
normal conditions, no more than twenty-five prison-
ers are housed together in a large cell. If the situation
calls for it, however, up to ten times that many can be
crammed cheek by jowl into each of those chambers.
The causeway connects the Seatower of Balduran
to the city’s Seatower district. The tower affects nearly
every aspect of district life. Many of its residents are
Flaming Fist members who prefer the comfort of
apartments or family homes ashore to the spartan
barracks of the Seatower. Many masters and veteran

members of Parliament’s Distinguished Union of
Metalworkers operate shops in the Seatower district,
making it the best place in Baldur’s Gate to shop for
high-quality weaponry and armor at fair prices.

The high population of soldiers in the Seatower
district has inspired its thick concentration of taverns,
festhalls, and gambling parlors. These businesses are
clustered along the river, as far from the Old Wall and
the trendy streets of Bloomridge as possible. On nearly
every Flaming Fist payday, Seatower becomes the Gate’s
most boisterous corner, and Flaming Fist officers field a
profusion of complaints about noise and brawling from
their Manorborn and Bloomridge neighbors.




Ourter CIiTY

Even though the dukes tax the Outer City and nominally
rule the area, they rarely exert control over it. Neither
the Watch nor the Flaming Fist patrols these poverty-
stricken districts. In times of siege, Outer City residents
can flee inside the Gate’s walls—if they're fast enough. In
normal circumstances, Outer City residents must rely on
neighbors and friends for justice or pay for the Guild’s
protection. Despite this state of affairs, the leaderless
Outer City is not ripe for conquest, since the Flaming
Fist would brutally quash any such attempt. Thus, even
though crime and open violence are commonplace in the
Outer City, people are still able to do business.

The Outer City sprawls without rhyme or reason,
its muddy streets a tangle of shanties, forges, tanneries,
dye works, slaughterhouses, stables, stockyards, pad-
docks, and dung heaps. Its layout and architecture are
a mess of unregulated construction and styles. Many
buildings are made of wood or wattle. A significant
amount of daily trade takes place in this unpoliced,
dangerous area, where live “outsiders” (foreigners too
poor to lodge in the Lower City, farmers, dabblers in
unwanted or illegal trades, and the lawless).

The Outer City threatens to overwhelm visitors to Bal-
dur's Gate. On any given day, a passerby could encounter
packs of stray dogs, people hawking wares, stable hands
fighting over potential customers, braying animals
penned near the road, flocks of chickens and geese, beg-
gars raising their hands and mumbling in unknown
tongues, and a riot of pungent scents. Patriars who need
to run this gauntlet do so inside closed and curtained car-
riages filled with fresh-cut flowers or perfumed cushions.
Other visitors carry a handkerchief dipped in rosewater
or a cut citrus fruit shipped in from Calimshan. Folk who
live in the Outer City just get used to it.

Unlike in the Upper and Lower cities, the Outer
City's days and nights are much the same. People live
in shifts and sleep when they can, so their filthy sur-
roundings are always bustling. For instance, although
Hulthar the swordmaker might be unavailable at a
particular time of day or night, several of her competi-
tors will be open for business then.

Noisy and Noisome: Businesses considered to be
public nuisances because of the sounds or smells they
produce are prohibited within the walls of the city, so
the Outer City houses the Gate's loudest and smelliest
trades. Butchers, blacksmiths, tanners, dyers, masons,
animal breeders, and fullers all ply their trades outside
the walls and sell their merchandise inside the city’s
fortifications. The most successful tradespeople have
Lower City shops to which they bring their goods; the
rest end up selling their wares in the Wide. Of course,

sales to Outer City residents are handled directly,
thereby avoiding the city’s taxes and tolls.

Despite the reduced costs of operating in the Outer
City, merchants still take their best wares inside the
walls, leaving the poorest districts to serve as mar-
ketplaces for substandard, defective, or stolen goods.
Crime pays well in the Outer City, where pickpockets
are rampant; undercloak slavers buy, drug, and hide
new “stock”; and sellers of poisons make a killing.

Stockyards, Stables, and Storage: Due to the
city’s narrow and steep streets, and the patriars’ desire
to keep Baldur’s Gate clean, no animals larger than
a peacock are allowed within the walls. (The beasts
most often seen in the city are cats, both domesticated
and feral ones. Baldurians believe it’s bad luck to kill a
cat, especially since they help to control the ever-pres-
ent influx of shipborne vermin.)

This ban on large animals means that Outer City
establishments are responsible for receiving caravans,
unloading goods into warehouses for later portage into
the city, and stabling horses and beasts of burden. In
addition, flocks of sheep and goats and herds of horses,
pigs. and cattle available for purchase are penned in
paddocks along the Trade Way. The Flaming Fist pays
some Outer City stables and liveries to maintain groups
of horses and mules that are kept in reserve for when
the mercenary company’s members need to ride out.

Culture Cauldron: Baldur’s Gate does not take
sides in the conflicts of other nations and city-states. Nor
does it form grudges or permanent alliances based on
the Flaming Fist’s actions outside the city. This policy of
noninvolvement has earned the city a not-quite-deserved
reputation for tolerance and has made it a magnet for
refugees looking to escape wars and other disasters.

Battles in Calimshan have driven many of that
nation’s people north. In fact, the Calishite immigrant
population has built a walled-in village in the tradi-
tional Calishite style. Baldurians took to calling it
Little Calimshan, and the residents eventually adopted
the name for themselves.

Similar but smaller communities dot the Outer City,
giving immigrants of different sorts pockets of their
homeland in which to rest their heads and weary souls.
Halflings exclusively occupy a larger tenement on
Wyrm's Crossing; several half-orcs who work as porters
have taken lodgings in Stonyeyes; shield dwarves do far-
rier and ironsmithing work in Blackgate; and gnomes in
Whitkeep perform most of the city’s tinsmithing.

The Guild: Like any other conclave of thieves, the
Guild tries to keep a low profile, and much of'its effort
inside the walls deals with policing crime so that the
illicit activities don't draw too much attention. The
criminal organization doesn't rule the Outer City in



anything resembling the same way, but it's the only
group that has any significant control in the area.
Many Outer City businesses and residents pay pro-
tection money to the Guild. In return, these cooperative
establishments and people are marked with a special
sign as off limits to would-be burglars or vandals, and the
Guild makes an effort to hunt down anyone who flouts
its decrees. Pleading ignorance earns offenders nothing.
Wyrm’s Crossing and Wyrm’s Rock: No laws
control construction in the Outer City, including on the
bridge spans that comprise Wyrm’s Crossing. Tenements,
taverns, and shops heap up on both sides of these stone
spans. Many cantilevered structures extend out over the
Chionthar, and others loom above what has become a
shadowy and crowded alley down the bridge’s center.
Wyrm’s Rock stands between the bridge’s lengths,
and land traffic must pass through the Flaming Fist's

fortress to reach the other side. The fort leaves both
drawbridges lowered until dusk, unless an enormous
merchant ship in need of quick passage pays a hefty
fee to have the northern drawbridge raised.

A stone-lined tunnel, replete with arrow-slits, port-
cullises, and murder holes, passes through the fort.
Before travelers can enter it, they must pay a toll. Folk
on foot pay 2 cp apiece, and people traveling with a
cart or wagon pay 1 sp. For 1 gp, an individual can buy
a writ of passage that allows an unlimited number of
crossings for a month. To decrease the chance of fraud,
both a court official and the purchaser must sign the
document at the time of purchase so the writ holder
can be identified.

OUTER CITY

1. Little Calimshan
2. Wyrm’s Rock

o, 3. Wyrm’s Crossing
S -
7Y




LiTTLE CALIMSHAN

Little Calimshan is often the loudest, liveliest, and
most chaotic place in Baldur’s Gate, aside from the
Wide. The scent of cinnamon and the sounds of exotic,
reeded instruments often slip over its encircling walls
and draw the curious toward adventure and mystery.

When visiting Little Calimshan, it is best to enter
during the day through one of the district’s arched
gateways. After dark, most of the doors to the outside
and many within the district are closed and barred
to impede the neighborhood’s plague of burglars.
Thieves still move around after dark, prowling above
the streets along the district’s thick walls and crowded
rooftops, but at least their paths are made more diffi-
cult and visible.

In the Outer City, determining exactly where
neighboring districts, such as Whitkeep and Sow’s
Foot, begin and end is a matter of much debate. Little
Calimshan is an exception. Its brick-and-plaster, min-
aret-topped walls, measuring 15 feet high and 3 to 5
feet thick at the ridge, clearly mark its extent. People
move along the wall tops as though they were streets,
which they effectively have become.

Little Calimshan is built in the Calishite style,
meaning it is organized as a sabban (district), com-
posed of multiple drudachs (neighborhoods). Each
drudach is walled off, creating compartmentalized
hamlets within the district. Typically, a drudach’s
inhabitants belong to the same extended family or
tribe. The tops of the drudachs’ walls are paved so
locals can travel easily from drudach to drudach
without stopping at gates. From atop the walls, it is rel-
atively easy to spot an intended destination and choose
a path to reach it.

A drudach’s buildings cluster, as much as possible,
along the hamlet’s thick walls. Calishite buildings
and drudach walls are typically composed of plaster-
covered brick. Calimshan’s traditional bright tiles and
decorative brickwork are less common in Baldur’s
Gate, since those who build and live in Little Calim-
shan lack a pasha’s resources. Someone familiar with
drudach architectural styles would know that Little
Calimshan looks ramshackle when compared to
Calimshan proper.

Individual drudachs are fairly uniform in their
contents, if not their layouts. Most contain at least one
religious area, such as a shrine, temple, or other holy
site; a place for refreshment, usually a well or fountain
but sometimes a tavern, inn, or festhall; a bazaaror a
tent market; a handful of service buildings, (smithy,
armory, tannery, mill); family living quarters; and an
amlakkhan, to house the amlakkar, a group of a dozen
or more young bachelors who police the drudach.
Spending time as an amlakkhan has become a de
facto path to Guild membership.

The center of a drudach is either its most affluent
site or an open courtyard featuring a well or tempo-
rary market. Finally, a drudach always contains the
abode of its druzir, or leader.

Most Baldurians view the walls of Little Calimshan
from the outside and imagine soft-handed Calishite
merchants lounging on silk pillows and being fed deli-
cacies while they complain about the cold and rain.
After all, the walls arose in what seemed like the blink
of an eye, with much gold flowing from Calishite cof-
fers to the local builders’ guilds. And the Calishites
keep to themselves, treating their domain like a for-
tress and rarely entering the city proper.
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Less ignorant people remember the ships that
arrived by night. They recall the children’s frightened
faces and the adults’ exhausted resolution. They can
still hear themselves saying the inn was full, or claim-
ing not to understand what was being asked for, even
though the Calishite’s expressions and desperate ges-
tures spoke clearly in every language.

Hustled through the city and taxed for the privi-
lege of being kicked out in the middle of the night, the
refugees found their way to the only place that wel-
comed them: a long-standing
Calishite caravanserai on
the outskirts of the city. The
owner was overwhelmed,
but once he heard his com-
patriots’ description of the
wars that had consumed
the south, his home became
theirs. With every last copper
of the wealth the travelers
had brought, they paid the
inflated prices of the guilds
to construct their homes, building up from the cara-
vanserai as has been Calishite custom for generations.
Until they could return to Calimshan, they would live
behind the walls, being as hospitable to the Baldurians
as the Baldurians are to them. They reside behind the
walls still, and few non-Calishites are welcome.

Little Calimshan

The people of Little Calimshan stand out amid
other Baldurians because most continue to wear the
fashions of the south regardless of the local weather.
Speaking their own breathy tongue, Alzhedo, is a point
of pride, although nearly all of them can communi-
cate in Common and Chondathan well enough to be
understood. These little acts of rebellion against local
custom speak both to the continuing friction between
their settlement and the rest of Baldur’s Gate, and to
the desire of many to return to lives in the south.

The Calishites’ desire for the goods of their home-
land has prompted overland traders from the south
to deliver cargo directly to Little Calimshan. This
commercial route started with the fortuitous sale of a
few things the traders just happened to have, but now
caravans are bringing such goods in as much bulk as
they can manage. Baldurians who are interested in
purchasing silks, Golden Sands beer, items made of
Calishite steel, and other esoterica now regularly exit
the city to buy from Little Calimshan’s bazaars, which
open to outsiders for a few hours around midday each
day. This turn of events caused some consternation in
the Parliament of Peers due to lost revenue from taxes
at Baldur’s Gate and port fees, but the Council of Four
has eased those concerns by instituting a special tax on
business conducted in a “fortification within the lands
of entitlement.”




WYRM’S CROSSING
AND WYRM’s Rock

The first sign of civilization that a traveler boating on
the Chionthar or coming overland from the south or
east is likely to see is Wyrm’s Rock, an impressive fort
rising high above the surface of the water. Wyrm’s
Crossing, the bridge that arches over the river’s slowly
flowing water, connects the fort’s islet to the Outer
City districts of Twin Songs to the north and Rivington
to the south.

Buildings and merchant
stalls, ranging from ram-
shackle to elaborate, pile
atop each other along the
entire length of Wyrm’s
Crossing, making it impos-
sible to see the water from
the narrow, congested
roadway that cuts between
the structures. Precariously
perched establishments
that hang over the bridge’s
sides occasionally become unbalanced and tumble into
the river. Such a structure sometimes pulls its neigh-
bors down with it. Anyone trapped inside a falling
building cannot expect any aid.

The Fist requires that all buildings on the bridge
be constructed from light timber or wattle and
daub, lest one of the spans collapses under the
weight of the structures it holds. However, the
trade-off is that fire is a constant concern.

The bridge’s two spans extend from
shore directly to Wyrm’s Rock. The riv-
er’s depth and the bridge’s high arches
allow most ships to pass unhindered.
However, the largest sailing vessels
must pass on the northern side of
Wyrm'’s Rock, where the water is at
its deepest. The best time to make
this passage is at night, when both
drawbridges are raised, but ship
captains in a hurry can request
daytime passage. This special ser-
vice requires paying a fee to the
Flaming Fist, which the mercenary
company splits with the city. For
captains seeking to meet a deadline
for a high-capacity trade mission,
the inconvenience is often worth it.

Wyrm’s Crossing

Wyrm’s Rock is a formidable fortress. Arrow-
slits dot its foot-thick granite walls, promising a stiff
challenge to anyone foolhardy enough to assault the
structure from the water. The fortress occupies most
of the islet, leaving only the narrowest shelf between
its sheer walls and a plunge into the river below. The
area’s near-constant rain and river currents have worn
smooth the islet’s sides, which are almost always slick
with algae. Attempting to scale the small island while
under attack from the fort’s archers would be a sui-
cidal endeavor.

When the drawbridges are raised, the only way
to enter Wyrm’s Rock is by climbing up a steep set of
exposed stairs to a staunchly barred sally port. And




spotting its tiny jetty, which is set below a long, steep,
and exposed set of stairs, is a challenge at a distance.

No roadway around the fort exists; all traffic look-
ing to cross to the other side of the bridge must pass
through the fortress’s guarded tunnel. A painted board
featuring the emblem of the Flaming Fist hangs above
the tunnel’s entrance. The tunnel dominates the fort’s
first floor and is one long gauntlet of murder holes and
arrow-slits. Several offices and chambers that support
toll collecting and provide some comfort to the guards
complete the tower’s first floor.

The second floor of Wyrm’s Rock is an armory well
stocked with oil, rocks, javelins, arrows, and other
implements designed to kill invaders. Guests on their

way to the second floor are warned to watch their step,
lest they break an ankle stepping into a murder hole.
(This warning is just entertainment for bored guards;
all the murder holes are kept covered under normal
circumstances to prevent such accidents and to keep
travelers from dropping trash through them.)

Above the armory are the officers’ and enlisted
mercenaries’ quarters. A shooting gallery encircles
each level of barracks. In a pinch, Wyrm’s Rock could
uncomfortably garrison about a hundred soldiers. Typ-
ically, between twenty-five and fifty mercenaries are
present here.

Below bridge level in Wyrm’s Rock, a high-
ceilinged dungeon is used as a storeroom. It holds

provisions and a dozen canoes, in case soldiers need to
launch a quick maneuver or counterattack along the
river. The dungeons have a holding area for prison-

ers that use wall-attached manacles. The only reason
someone might be held in this location would be in the
case of a riot or fire making travel across the bridge
too dangerous. This situation most recently occurred
in the aftermath of Duke Valarken’s failed coup. Dis-
guised patriar sympathizers were captured as they
tried to leave the city. Since the mob on Wyrm’s Cross-
ing was out for blood, the prisoners were held in the
dungeon until they could be spirited out the sally port
and sailed to the Seatower of Balduran.
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First light finds the Upper City almost in silence.
Only a few black-clad Watch patrols sidle along the
streets, moving as soundlessly as drifting ghosts. As
the foredawn tints the darkness, fires are built up,
lanterns are allowed to gutter out, delicious cook-
ing smells strengthen and drift through the streets,
and liveried servants emerge to run urgent errands
for their masters or head to the Wide to await mer-
chants’ arrivals.

Kitchens in the grand homes have been bustling
through the night. Servants use hand pumps to draw
water from cisterns in cellars and on roofs, heat it
using coal or wood hauled in the previous day, and
then pump the heated water into bath and kitchen
basins. Downspouts and underground drainpipes,
rarely large enough to be thought of as sewers, drain
away used water.

On the other side of Baldur’s Gate—the great dark
arch in the old city wall for which the city is named—
merchants and their assistants stamp their feet and
mutter in the cold gloom, trying to keep warm as they
wait for the gate to be opened so they can start selling
in the Wide. They hold their carts, covered trays, and
cloak-bundled warm foods, and they wear carry sacks
and folding stools slung on harnesses.

These merchants and assistants have been awake
for hours, preparing and loading their wares in the
Lower City. If they sell out before highsun, or noon,
they’ll have earned a little leisure and sleep—after
they buy or fetch from storage the ingredients and
other raw materials they’ll need to make the next day’s
wares. Afterward, they’ll seek early beds so they can
rise in the middle of the night, sup on long-simmered
tea and stew, and prepare their wares all over again.

When the gates to the Upper City open to mer-
chants and travelers, the Lower City’s steep streets
remain shrouded in shadow. They stay gloomy until
the sun climbs high enough to lance over the bluffs
and shine down into the steep-sided crescent of
crammed-together, motley buildings that descend to
the tall and narrow dockside warehouses, which the
mists surrender last of all.

As merchants set up their stalls in the Wide, ser-
vants of the wealthy mingle among them to purchase

the choicest products and freshest food. These servants
shop in the Wide throughout the morning. Their mas-
ters rise late and rarely emerge out of doors before
highsun, when their working days begin—if they work,
that is.

Most Upper City patriars linger over their morn-
ing feasts and contemplate the coming evening’s
social engagements. Entrepreneurs among them wake
early and dine on sideboard meals of hot, smoked
flaked fish or eels and fresh-baked nut buns slathered
in flavored butter. Then they set out to see to their
investments and make deals, often in Lower City trad-
ing houses or small upscale taverns, where outsiders
come to negotiate. In the afternoon, the late-rising
patriars leave their homes to shop, make business
deals, and inspect new wares or hear proposals. The
rounds of dining and revelry that dominate the lives
of the Gate’s wealthy and powerful start in early eve-
ning and often continue late into the night.

The leisurely lives of the wealthy take place in the
eye of a storm. Around the patriars, servants bustle
continually. By dawn, kitchen fires have been burning
for hours. The daily flurry of cooking, cleaning, fetch-
ing, and organizing of affairs begins before first light
as well and continues throughout the day, out of sight
of the servants’ masters.

In the Lower City, shops and cafes open their doors
for business while other Baldurians begin their daily
routines. The city clogs with people climbing and
descending the steep streets. In the harbor, the docks
never sleep, but daylight brings with it increased ship
traffic and movement of goods between ships, ware-
houses, shops, and the Wide.

Just as merchants wait for dawn to enter the Wide,
peddlers, travelers, and day laborers pack the north-
ern road outside Black Dragon Gate, awaiting entry
into the Upper City. The Upper City acts as a toll stop
on Trade Way traffic, halting southbound travelers in
Blackgate while those who journey north can enjoy the
Lower City’s hospitality all night, unless they did not
make it through Wyrm’s Rock before nightfall. The
fortress raises its drawbridges at dusk and lowers them
again when the morning’s light first strikes the top of
its towers.



Most merchants traveling the Trade Way or the
Coast Way use the city as the end point of their jour-
neys, unloading goods and picking up new cargo for
their return treks. Caravans that pass through the
city use Baldur’s Gate as an opportunity to exchange
beasts of burden. They leave their horses or mules in
Blackgate or the Outer City, have their goods hauled
through town, and pick up new animals on the other
side. Indeed, they must do so, since animals larger
than a peacock are banned within the city’s walls.

By the time the land routes into the city are opened
at dawn, business in the port has been roaring for
hours. Never truly at rest, work in Gray Harbor picks
up in the misty predawn shadows as the previous
day'’s fishing fleet returns and cargo vessels awaiting
morning entry jockey for the best available dock. Soon
the sounds of rumbling carts on quay rails, creaking
worker-powered crane wheels, rattling and snapping
ships’ rigging, and squawking gulls and harborhands
mingle in the unmistakable hubbub of the city’s port.

As any day unfolds, Baldur’s Gate becomes steadily
noisier and more bustling. The bulk of business is
conducted in the middle of the day, so sit-down high-
sun meals aren’t common in the city. Patriars living
their lives of leisure, however, do dine at midday,
drinking cordials, or watered-down wine or fruit
brandy, and nibbling on handtarts. These small pas-
tries have either sweet or savory fillings. By tradition,
the savory hors d’oeuvre are diamond-shaped and the
sweet are round.

Most everyone else spends the day in hard work,
buying and carrying food with them to eat at random
times “on the hob,” a common saying that refers to
the hobnailed boots most Lower City residents wear
to lessen their chances of falling on the slick, cobbled
streets. Baldurians who have time to spare typically
frequent cafes and relax with a cup of tea or coffee and
a bit of sweet bread.

City happenings reach a frantic peak just before
dusk. The last deliveries to Upper City mansions are
hastily made, the Watch begins clearing the Wide, the
most fearful citizens work to finish their chores before

darkness descends and “the wrong sort” emerges, lar-
ders are hastily inventoried, and runners are sent to
make last-minute purchases or place orders for goods
to be delivered on the morrow.

Bakers who first threw open their shutters to sell
steaming pork buns or dusky rolls (the latter are filled
with chicken, turkey, or game bird, such as pigeon) to
fellow Lower City folk in the foredawn are preparing
to close up shop. Their runners bring the last deliveries
of rolls and loaves to cafes, inns, and taverns as bakers
wrap up leftover merchandise to sell at discounted
rates the next day.

Patriars dine again near dusk. Then they either go
out to feasts or revels or engage in leisure pursuits,
such as reading, acting, listening to music, gaming,
and wooing. Quiet evenings are enjoyed at home or
another’s manor. If the latter, Watch soldiers later
escort sober visitors home while drunken ones typi-
cally sleep over. Meanwhile, patriar revelers dance,
drink, nosh, chatter, and engage in “sport,” such as put-
ting on plays and solving in-house, arranged mysteries.
Drunkenness and debauchery, considered scandalous
at other times and occasions, are perfectly acceptable
at such fetes. In contrast, strict etiquette prevails at
patriar feasts, which involve political conversations,
business proposals, metaphysical discussions, and
entertainments featuring bards, musicians, or actors.

Sunset sees the closing of most shops. But trading
appointments that often involve complicated patterns
of knocks or pass-phrases ensue, and Lower City and
Outer City folk who have the desire, energy, and coin
head to taverns, such as Elfsong Tavern and Jopalin’s,
and other entertainment locales. During “the winding
down,” as most locals call this time of day, hired musi-
cians give brief street performances to hook the ears
of passing folk and entice them inside the taverns, inn
lounges, and clubs. Stiff drinks, large bowls of hearty
stew, bread and apples, and fried fish are staples in
such establishments.

Afterward, the Gate’s workers return home to fall
asleep—~sometimes on the floors of their own shops—
and do it all again the next day.




A NiIGHT IN BALDUR’S (GATE

Thick fog swirls in the damp, chill night. Echoes of soft footfalls and the sharper, heavier sounds of barrels and
crates being unloaded or doors slammed rebound cerily in the night. They seem to come from cverywhere,

including the barely scen night sky above, where a few bright stars wink through the mist. And always. the soft
scurrying of countless rats can be heard.

Though it’s hard to see past the end of a quarter-
staff—or even a bargepole, of which there are hundreds
in use down on the docks—the city is alive by night.
Except for the Upper City, which “sleeps” largely by
moving all activities inside its tall, grand structures
from which only feasting smells and the rare blasts
of fireworks escape into the quiet streets. Otherwise,
Baldur’s Gate is a city that doesn’t shut down. It gets
quieter than by day and a trifle more private, in part
because the bustle of shipping and shopping in the
streets dies down, but primarily due to the fog.

Unless a storm is raging or “new weather is blowing
in” (local parlance for a front of warmer or colder air
moving through), the winds around the city tend to die
down at night, which causes the river mists to coalesce
into a soup of fog. In the Lower City, visibility drops
sharply to about 60 feet in lantern light or the length of
asailor’s arm in full darkness. Unless accompanied by
intense heat that is warm enough to evaporate the fog,
such as that generated by a burning ship or building,
all smoke is trapped, thickening the fog and making
it smell strongly of whatever’s burning. In damp, chill
Baldur’s Gate, a lot of hearths, stoves, and ovens are in
use, sending smoke out into the roiling atmosphere.

Through this damp world of muffled smells and
hampered vision, Baldurians move cautiously, often
resorting to lanterns and traveling in groups. The
Watch and the Flaming Fist patrol heavily, and many
folk are out on the streets, some engaging in legitimate
business and others in illicit pursuits.

Any Lower City citizen who hears three sharp, swift
raps on his or her door or shutter, followed by a fourth
and heavier blow, knows that someone outside is will-
ing to pay 2 cp or more for “burl,” or swift, temporary
shelter from either the Flaming Fist or someone they
fear. Some residents of strategically located buildings,
such as those on sharp bends along the steepest Lower
City streets, along narrow alleys, or near city gates,
make a living from such fees.

Anyone who requests burl and then attacks or steals
from the citizen giving shelter is marked citywide as
a “drowner,” someone no better than a rat that should
be drowned. The betrayer instantly becomes ineli-
gible for guild or coster membership, unacceptable as

a signatory to any contract, and unworthy of receiv-
ing burl in the future. So, those who violate this code
must leave no survivors and be seen by no one who
can identify them. And in the crowded city, sounds
of fighting always cause someone’s shutters to creak
open. Anyone seen wearing a mask who is not patron-
izing a festhall or attending an Upper City revel
arouses instant suspicion.

On a typical night, when the Lower City is shrouded
in fog, the mists are lighter in the Outer City and
lighter still in the Upper City, where moonlight makes
the thin fog glow milky white, outlining the figures of
moving or standing people within 140 feet or more.
Watch-escorted apprentice wizards make rounds to
recast any failed or dispelled light spells, ensuring that
the Upper City is always well lit and Watch patrols can
see anyone they encounter out of doors.

The one place where hand lanterns aren’t needed
in the Lower City is down on the docks and amid
the surrounding warehouses, where large, perma-
nent oil lamps burn to aid in the ongoing loading and
unloading of ship cargo. These lamps are affixed to log
“booms,” or cranes and mounted on an axle between
two upright posts, either at dockside amid building
fronts or actually rising up among wharf-edge pilings.
Usually, locked chains control the angle of the boom,
so the lamp can be lowered for refilling and raised to
various heights to light specific spots. Most of the oil
used in such lamps comes from fish or whales and is
both smoky and reeking.

The waters of the harbor and the river are apt to
be as busy as the docks by night. Large shipping ves-
sels rarely arrive to moor in the hours after sunset, but
rowboats take sailors to and from ships anchored in
open water, and fishing vessels set out downriver in
hopes of reaching the sea before dawn to make a good
catch and return by dawn the following day. The poor-
est city youths use the night hours to gaff fish and the
occasional seal attracted to lamp light, to net gulls as
they sleep atop pilings, and to go “bobbing” for eels,
usually using as bait a cluster of dead rats tied together
by their tails or the severed head of a beast too rotten
for a stewpot.



Many of those who aren’t working seek out the
city’s night life during the dark hours. A green-glassed
lamp above an establishment’s door signals that the
place—perhaps below street level but more often just
indoors—is open for business. It could be a tavern, an
eatery, or a festhall. Such establishments range from
the “highcloak,” or socially important, Elfsong Tavern
down to dingy rooms in which small, established
groups of Baldurians meet for their evening gossip and
games. Such groups often engage in low-stakes gam-
bling over cards or dice. A lot of informal face-to-face
business, whether outside the law or legal, goes on in
these places.

Day laborers dominate the traffic of the first half of
any night when they visit such places to get their main
meal of the day, indulge in gossip or flirtations, and
look for someone to hire them for the day to follow. As
the night wears on, lowlier Baldurians who rise in the
evening to work the dark hours arrive for their break-
fast. The din of their indoor work can be heard for the
latter half of every night in the Outer City, but laws
limit noisy dark-hours labor in the Lower City and
ban it altogether in the Upper City. Other individuals
gather for meetings and meals throughout the night—
hard drinkers, criminals of all sorts, the dejected, and
anyone looking for a dry spot on a wet or cold night
end up being the last patrons of any place of business
still open in the hours between midnight and dawn.

So busy are the Gate’s less honest residents by
night that the Flaming Fist-controlled drawbridges
of Wyrm’s Rock are raised at sunset to cut off bridge
access through the fortress until dawn. Timid shop-
keepers and those who have the most valuable and
vulnerable wares—notably jewelry, perishables, and
weapons—close at sunset, typically clearing their shops
aided by loaded crossbows or Flaming Fist assistance,
if suspicious individuals seem unwilling to leave. They
lock their doors, chain the handles of any double doors
together, shoot bolts, and drop stout wooden or metal
bars into place inside cradles, thus barring cross hinges
and door frames as well as doors.

Windows, which rarely contain glass except in the
Upper City, are covered with stout, swinging shutters

and then barred on the inside in the same way as the
doors. In the most dangerous areas of the Outer City,
grates of welded bars are then affixed into place inside
the windows. Bars and grates are often chained to
handles, railings, stout furniture, or “dogs,” which are
metal pins slid into holes in walls, floors, or ceilings, to
keep them from being forced aside.

Baldur's Gate is famous for its shopkeepers setting
up interior crossbows on trip cords to “ventilate the
unwanted.” Some establishments deal with security
in quite another manner: They never close and hire
toughs to provide armed security.

By evening, the Upper City is at its social height
indoors. The streets are deserted except for frequent
Watch patrols and the occasional patriar entourage trav-
eling from house to house with liveried servants and a
respectful Watch escort. Anyone who shouts while out
in the Upper City at night is likely to be clubbed silent
by the Watch for failing to pipe down when ordered to
dosso. (Of course, if the boisterous one is a patriar, that
worthy will be hustled indoors instead.)

When the time comes to sleep, patriars retreat to
their homes or enjoy the hospitality of a friend. Many
of Baldur’s Gate’s shopkeepers, laborers, and craft-
workers grow accustomed to napping in odd moments
by day (which is the real reason why most city shops
have a bell or a chime that sounds when the front door
opens) and sleeping when there’s noise and bustle all
around. This ability affords them the opportunity to
rest for only a few hours at night and still get up in the
predawn darkness to prepare for the next day. Many
harborhands simply lie down atop cargo that won't
soon be disturbed in warehouse lofts and sleep until
they are roused for their next shift. Others retreat to
their homes and apartments, often sleeping in crowded
rooms occupied by an extended family, multiple fami-
lies, or multiple renters. Those who have no bed for the
night will seek out any dry spot where Flaming Fist
patrols are unlikely to notice them.

As the night wears on, different Baldurians rise in
their separate but linked cycles of waking, working,
playing, and resting, and the whole machine of a living
city runs on for another day.




History ofF THE CITY

The Sembians have a saying: “Whoever holds the Gate
holds the goods.” Baldur’s Gate sits midway between
Waterdeep, known as the Jewel of the North, and the
merchant kingdom of Amn. It controls the mouth of
the River Chionthar, which the heartland kingdoms
of Cormyr and Sembia depend on to quickly and reli-
ably reach Waterdeep and Amn. Baldurians have done
very well hosteling, resupplying, and taxing such trav-
elers and traders.

Despite these attractive qualities, Baldur’s Gate was
an unremarkable dot for most of history, an insignifi-
cant hamlet among dozens along the savage Sword
Coast. Had any histories been written, they would
have told of dastardly pirates, daring smugglers, and
heroic farmers struggling to survive while fending off
barbaric orcs and raiders. The great city that the Gate
has become was made possible through the philan-
thropy of its namesake, Balduran.

When Balduran returned from Anchorome, he
freely and equitably gave away his wealth, request-
ing only that a portion of it be used to construct
a great wall to protect his hometown, then called
Gray Harbor. the great explorer was not one to drop
anchor for long, and he set sail on a second voyage to
Anchorome from which he never returned. Regard-
less, Balduran’s entreaty for a wall was respected, and
a magnificent and strong granite bulwark was built
around the hilltop settlement overlooking the harbor.

The hamlet of Gray Harbor swelled as people
flocked to its safety. The harborage was good, and the
site proved an excellent crossroads for trade between
the North, South, and central Heartlands. Wealth
flowed in with the people. New buildings were erected
until the city spilled over its wall and spread down the
steep, crescent-shaped hill toward the harbor below.
Residents began calling the original city “Old Town”
and the area outside it “Heapside,” after the way its
buildings were piled atop each other. The descendants
of Gray Harbor’s original inhabitants and residents
who were wealthy enough to buy property within the
walls became today’s patriar families. Those left out-
side the wall, including sailors, peasants, and crafters,
supported the growing city.

Tax Revolt

As the influx of outsiders grew, Old Town began taxing
all the goods and people that passed between the
harbor and the town. The sea captains who had sailed
alongside Balduran protested the tax and organized

the Heapside residents’ opposition. Leaders among the
commoners asserted that the wall was a gift from Bal-
duran to all area residents, so the use of Baldur’s Gate to
pass into Old Town should be free to all.

The conflict played out in the court of war. Sailors,
pirates, and hardy Heapsiders battled farmers and
merchants. The latter group would have crumpled
immediately if not for the wall, a fact that later led
to the formation of the Watch. When the rabble and
their rousers finally broke through Baldur’s Gate, the
fighters intended to attack the High Hall, where the
defenders and their families had taken refuge—but the
four eldest sea captains argued for clemency. A vote
was taken, the result of which showed that the cap-
tains’ stirring words had inspired a truce.

This moment lies at the root of how Baldur’s Gate
is governed today. The whole citizenry elected the sea
captains to be the city’s governing body. The four were
respectfully dubbed “dukes,” though they were not
true nobility, and the appellation stuck. The first dukes
became known as the Council of Four and served life-
time terms in which they discussed city affairs and
made decisions jointly. When one died, a citywide vote
elected a new duke.

Although the issue of taxation was put to rest for a
while, the dukes came to see its necessity, especially
when raids on the growing Heapside community
necessitated the construction of additional protec-
tive walls. Thereafter, residents stopped referring
to the two districts as “Old Town” and “Heapside”
and instead adopted the monikers “Upper City” and
“Lower City.” By then sailors had taken news of the
city’s struggle to other lands, and the city became
known to most of Faer(in as “Baldur’s Gate.”

Flaming Fist’s Founding

The Lower City struggled as a lawless area until a
warrior named Eltan, a native son of Baldur’s Gate,
founded the Flaming Fist mercenary company in the
city—and in so doing unified the many small mer-
cenary organizations throughout the Sword Coast
region. Fighters eagerly enlisted, expanding the fledg-
ling group to almost two thousand members.

The power and political leverage that the Flaming
Fist gave to Eltan earned him a position as one of the
council’s four members. In one of his first acts as duke,
Eltan quickly put Flaming Fist soldiers on police duty,
making the unpatrolled Lower City his top priority. He
used a portion of the taxes the dukes collected to pay the
mercenaries. The establishment of the Flaming Fist gave
Baldur’s Gate considerable standing as a military power
on the Sword Coast, expanded the city’s tax revenue, and
brought badly needed law and order to the Lower City.

Other than tripling in size to its current member-
ship of nearly six thousand, the mercenary company
has not changed much since its early years. It still
forms the core of the city’s military strength.



Bhaalspawn and
the Iron Throne

During the Time of Troubles, when Ao the overgod
forced the gods to walk among their mortal fol-
lowers, Bhaal foresaw his own death. So the god of
assassins enacted a plan to escape his doom. After
adopting mortal form, Bhaal mated with many
females throughout Toril. These unions conceived
the Bhaalspawn, beings imbued with a spark of
their sire’s divine essence. The offspring were gifted
with unusual powers and unnaturally long lives
and were behaviorally inclined toward violence
and murder. Such feelings were particularly strong
when the spawn were around each other, as
Bhaal had envisioned. From the outset,
the Lord of Murder had intended
for his spawn to kill one another,
with each surviving offspring
absorbing more and more of
Bhaal’s divine essence.

Bhaal’s most fanati-
cal worshipers hunted the
Bhaalspawn, trying either to
kill them or to reveal their
nature so others would slay
them. Their actions aligned
with Bhaal’s plans, which
required Faeriin’