I confess. I snuck these visions into the heads of my team-mates. They were all getting “visioned” by other powers so I thought it would be a blast to confound and confuse them a bit.  I’m pretty sure that everyone in the party thought that I had given them the other visions too. They didn’t trust me! Hurumph!  Well, they should have, because this is most of the “visioning” that I did.

--------------------------

As each person listed falls asleep, while they are on just that edge between awake and dreaming, I send them a vision.  They receive the image by means of the Send Thoughts Psionic ability. I gauge their response with the ESP ability.   

The casting goes as such:

Ability

Power Score

cost
on a 20

Contact 

Wis


3
can't contact 'til next level

ESP


Wis -4

6/rnd
I get a headache and roll -1 PS

Is sie near sleep?  If so, continue.  If not, wait 10 minutes and try again.

Send Thoughts
Int -1


2/rnd
receiver is "distracted"

send them my vision in 5 rounds
8

Taz' Image:

Taz is standing in the midst of a great battlefield.  The smoke of war softens the hues.  The bodies of minotaurs, elves and humans litter the field.  Taz roams through the endless sea of bodies.  He rolls a dead human over, wearing peasant clothes.  He is clutching a bloodied pitchfork.  On his chest is a cheap tabbard with a raven with outstretched wings on it.  An elven warrior lays nearby face down, a row of tiny holes running across the back of her neck.  In one hand she holds an ornate sword.  Her other hand is strangely open, palm up.  And it is oddly clean.  It has no blood or dirt on it at all. Several feet away a Minotaur is lying charred on the ground.  His eyes still focused intently on his prey, the top half of an elf in his left hand.  A fireball has singed most everything in the area.  His armor survived without even tarnishing.  There, emblazoned on the chest of the burnt monster is a screaming raven soaring downward.

Keldon's Image:

You are standing on a small mountain, overlooking a vast and beautiful forest.  The sun is on the horizon behind you and to your left.  You look back to see eight or so of your companions walking up to the peak.  Just before they reach you,  you adjust your packs and proceed down the hill into the forest.  Green.

Belgar's Image

Belgar is standing in an open plaza.  The plaza is filled with people all watching him intently.  They have given him a 15 foot circle to walk around in.  He looks down to his tools, a dagger, a shortsword and a woodsman's sledgehammer.  He picks them up.  The crowd grows strangely silent as he prepares to work his magic.  A voice from above him yells, "Hurry up!"  It is Evo, sitting in a posh throne in a nearby building.  Belgar begins his work, first tossing the dagger, then shortsword then sledgehammer into the air.  Catching and tossing them all so that they are in constant motion.

Vicandis' Image:

Taz walks up to Vicandis, who is sitting in a great throne room with minotaur guards.  Her robes are made of the finest materials and workmanship but are dirty and torn. She wears a crown.  Taz is wearing similar clothing. The symbol of a soaring raven is on both of their chests.  Taz silently pleads with Vicandis for something, his outstreched hands show his rough and soiled hands.  

She nods as if she would like to provide but is unable to.  Suddenly, in the center of the room, a gigantic box appears with the sound of a thunderclap.  Written on it is the symbol of an outstretched hand with a tiny book in the palm.  Vicandis points to her guards and then to the box.  A guard takes a note off of the box and brings it to her.  It has only three words on it, "Friendship.  Ally.  Please".  Another guard looks in the box and sees that it contains hundreds of pounds of grain.  With a face of hatred, Vicandis points to the box and then to a great open window.  The window shows a great deserted plain on which nothing is growing.  The guards drag the box to the window and toss it out.  It lands in the moat and sinks.  Vicandis hears in her mind's ear,  clearly and resolutely, the voice of Truthen, "Now we are all doomed."

