
paizo.com #2440238, Kevin Athey <drizzt@acm.org>, Mar 13, 2013

paizo.com #2440238, Kevin Athey <drizzt@acm.org>, Mar 13, 2013

2757127

2757127

2757127

435541

435541

435541

paizo.com/pathfinder Printed in China. PZO9068

The winter portal has closed, but the heroes now find themselves trapped in the frozen 
land of Irrisen with an urgent quest—to find Baba Yaga! In order to track down the 
missing Queen of Witches, the heroes must brave the monster-infested capital 

city of Whitethrone, where Baba Yaga’s Dancing Hut has been captured and 
put on display. Will possession of the miraculous artifact lead them to 
the Witch Queen, or will they die a cold death at the hands of Irrisen’s 
White Witches?

This volume of Pathfinder Adventure Path continues the Reign of Winter 
Adventure Path and includes:

•	 “The	Shackled	Hut,”	a	Pathfinder	RPG	adventure	for	4th-level	characters,	by	Jim	Groves.

•	 An	exploration	of	the	ecology	and	the	origins	of	the	cunning	and	dangerous	winter	wolf,	
by Russ Taylor.

•	 A	look	into	the	cult	of	rebels	and	revolutionaries	who	revere	Milani	the	Everbloom,	
by	Sean	K	Reynolds.

•	 A	dangerous	introduction	to	Whitethrone’s	aristocracy	in	the	Pathfinder’s	Journal,	
by	Kevin	Andrew	Murphy.

•	 Four	new	monsters,	by	Jim	Groves,	Dale	C.	McCoy,	Jr.,	and	Sean	K	Reynolds.

The Shackled Hut
by Jim Groves
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City of White Witches
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Long ago, Baba Yaga wanted 
to travel To different 
worlds and the spaces 

between. When she stepped out 
of her hut in the woods, she saw 
the chickens scratching for grain 
in the yard, and had an idea. With 
ancient rituals and powerful 
magic, her abode awoke! This 
terrible hut that stands on 
chicken legs—always dancing, 
hopping, twirling, and prancing—is 
how she travels between worlds. 
When it rests, which it seldom 
does, a fence with a glowing 
skull atop each post springs up, 
and the forest closes in to shield 
it from prying eyes.

O Grandmother, O great 
crone! You came to us 
and raised a throne! 

After the winter war was won, 
Grandmother flew above her 
new capital in her magic mortar 
as the wind blew and the snow 
began to fall. Singing powerful 
words in her gravelly voice, 
calling to the lake below, she 
raised up glistening spires of ice, 
impossibly tall and wreathed in 
fog and frost, to fashion 
the royal palace. Now 
Baba Yaga’s daughters sit 
on the throne she built, 
overseeing our winter-
touched realm and ruling 
all her children.


