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What is This?
A Newbie’s Guide to APAs

Q: What is this?
A: An APA.
Q: What’s an APA?
A: An Amateur Press Association.
Q: What’s that?
A: A collection of zines. It can also refer to the community of people writing the zines.
Q: What’s a zine?
A: A fanzine. A small, amateur magazine usually distributed for free or at cost.
Q: So this is a collection of free fanzines written by amateurs?
A: Exactly.
Q: And each one has a separate author?
A: Right.
Q: But I see the same names appearing again and again throughout.
A: Those are comments. We comment on each others zines. When you see “Joshua Kronengold: blah-

blah-blah…” that’s a comment to Joshua Kronengold.
Q: And everyone is doing all this for free?
A: Yes. It’s like a cocktail party, but all written out. Come join us, if you like.

Amateur Press Associations date back to the late 1800s and started to become popular among fantasy 
and science fiction enthusiasts during the 1930s.1 Alarums & Excursions was the first APA formed 
specifically to cover roleplaying games.2

“Each contributor would send in their zine, and then Lee would edit, collate, and distribute. 
Contributors would often address each other in their contributions, thus creating a community. At the 
time when there were no blogs nor forums, this was huge.”3

Q: But now there are blogs and various online forums, so why do APAs still exist?
A: Because one type of forum isn’t necessarily any better or worse than the others. One advantage of 

the APA model is longevity. Because they have multiple contributors and don’t rely on making 
money, APAs are more durable than individual blogs or traditional magazines. Also, because 
websites come and go, whatever is posted online will probably eventually vanish into the electronic 
ether. But whatever is put into a publication that can be downloaded and archived is more likely to 
survive due to the sheer fact that multiple copies will exist. And the back issues become an indelible 
record of what people used to think. They provide insight into a world that used to be.

Referring to Alarums & Excursions, Mark Rein-Hagen writes, “Each issue was a revelation—raw 
theory, wild invention, fierce debates on the soul of gaming—all stitched together by the indomitable 
Lee Gold, whose work made that scattered fellowship feel like a living conversation.”4

Q: Who is Lee Gold?
A: She founded Alarums & Excursions, creating a forum, perhaps the first forum, specifically for the 

discussion of roleplaying games. Then she continued to run A&E for nearly fifty years. It’s an 
extraordinary legacy, and she’s the reason this community of APAers exists.

1 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Amateur_press_association  
2 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Alarums_and_Excursions  
3 https://attronarch.com/goodbye-to-alarums-and-excursions-apa  
4 https://www.facebook.com/Reinhagen/posts/  

pfbid0nXr6bkZU8V28t2xMHvq5CKgpTGfLX35yU3VBAjuwTgQps8gX9CZDcbHZFc5VpYn6l
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A 
Rhodomontadulous 

Promenade 

A Parade of Boasters and Braggarts 
June 2025 -- Issue 1 

 

From George Phillies 

48 Hancock Hill Drive 

Worcester MA 01609 

phillies@4liberty.net 

 

I offer a short contribution to Ever and Anon. I finish by 

invitation of the collator with the cover and collation 

page of A Gentle Stroll, the other new rolegaming APA.  

Please do not expect the cover and collation material to 

repeat. 

 

I open with a few biographical notes, followed by a 

discussion of Dungeons and Dragons, as interpreted 

locally where I was in 1974.  Following my rules 

discussion is a piece of a roleplaying environment.  You 

are seeing the background hidden from the players. At 

the end, there is a long tradition of publishing fiction in 

rolegaming APAs.  I have summoned a piece of fiction 

that appeared at a very early date, something that I 

wrote. 

 

My relevant background: I started on board wargaming 

in 1958 with Avalon Hill's Tactics II.  I played my first 

computer game, Space War, in 1963 or so, on the 

original PDP-1 using what I was told was the first 

computer  joystick.  The next year I founded the MIT 

Strategic Games Society.  A few years later, I joined the 

International Federation of Wargaming, with magazine 

IFW Monthly.  It later added a quarterly magazine that 

published board wargames such as Vicksburg, and 

single-game magazines such as The Stalingrad Review 

and Domesday Book. The IFW collapsed in 1973, but 

several friends continued to publish boardgames and 

miniatures rules.  Of particular interest here, friends 

Gary and Dave published a set of Variant Rules to their 

Chainmail rules.  The variant, Dungeons and Dragons, 

incorporated magic and Tolkien mythology.  Writing in 

The American Wargamer, I announced within the year 

that D&D was not a set of miniatures rules.  It was an 

entirely new branch of the wargaming hobby, to rank 

with board wargames, miniatures, and diplomatic games.   

I was not generally believed, but some people would 

now say that I was right.  You can read much more in 

the books by Jon Peterson, notably Playing at the World 

(second edition, MIT Press, two volumes).   

 

The1974 rules give a modest description of combat, lists 

of spells, and cursory references to the three character 

classes, but leave the world and the adventures to the 

creativity of the gamesmaster.  Prepackaged world 

environments for less imaginative gamesmasters were in 

the future, and for gamesmasters with no idea of what to 

do there eventually appeared scenario packs in which the 

players were bound to march along a single path, 

deviations from the trail of events being forbidden. 

 

We return to the games and rules of decades past, in 

particular to the first edition of Dungeons & Dragons. In 

my experience, most gamesmasters and players viewed 

the rules as something over which a game could be 

spread, with the understanding that rules were optional 

or to be interpreted as seemed most appropriate to give a 

good game.  Thus, when an early gamesmaster I 

interacted with thought that it would be interesting to 

have combat that was basically men at arms and men on 

horses, with a very few low-level magicians to change 

things slightly. If you entered his campaign as a first 

level, you started with your platoon of followers, as 

though you were a junior son of some noble going out 

on an adventure.  Some of the rules, for example the 

requirement that clerics had to be men, were viewed as a 

characteristic of a specific campaign. 

 

The price list came in for early criticism.  The price of a 

bud of garlic, five gold pieces, matched the price of 

standard rations for one week for one person, which 

possibly would include, for example, five or 8 pounds of 

garlic kielbasa. The re-interpretation I recall was that the 

price of bread for a week, this being ten or more loaves, 

would be perhaps a copper penny or two, the price of the 

cheese to go with it and the price of the small beer or 

poor wine to go with it would be three or five copper 

pieces each, and so forth. There would be an exchange 

rate between copper pieces and silver pieces and gold 

pieces, with several people having knowledge of 

medieval times noting that in period Central European 

gold and silver coins had the interesting feature that they 

did not contain any gold or silver. Those metals were 

very rare. A more familiar exchange rate might have 

been twenty to one or 30 to 1. 

 

So, to launch the game, you started rolling three D6 for 

the six character attributes and then once again for how 

much money you started with. There was a presumption 

that a fighting man would start with a sword and at least 

leather armor, and would plausibly also start with a spear 

or standard bow. The price of arrows was extremely high 

in some campaigns.  The redistribution rules between the 

three primary attributes, military ability, magical ability, 

and piety, however named, were perhaps incomplete. 

The simplification with which I was familiar was that 



you could move points from one attribute to an adjoining 

attribute with a 2 to 1 ratio, and could move points 

between military ability and piety at a 3 to 1 ratio. Thus, 

for example, the implausible person who managed to roll 

natural eighteens on all three attributes could rearrange 

points into magical ability from the two sides.  A 

common understanding was that you could not reduce an 

attribute to lower than 9, so that eighteen points being 

rearranged became nine additional points added to the 

magical ability, so you ended up with the magician with 

the magical ability of twenty-seven.  There were a 

variety of other interpretations of the same rule. 

 

At some point you collected together some number of 

players, and had a gamesmaster who suggested things 

that you could do. The simple original version was that 

you went down into a dungeon. The economic rationale 

for dungeons was not always clear, though I do recall the 

dungeon Hellsgate run by a friend of mine. It was said of 

Hellsgate that you could readily emerge from Hellsgate 

as a fourth level character with a dozen magic items and 

six thousand gold pieces, assuming you went into 

Hellsgate as a sixth level character with two dozen 

magical items, twenty thousand gold pieces, and an army 

of five dozen men.  The dungeons were a profit 

operation for the monsters. 

 

At some point along the way, and credit should be given 

to Greg Stafford and Runequest, it occurred to people 

that randomly going into unlit dungeons was not very 

interesting and that there should be some universe in 

which random dungeon delving turned into campaigns 

with objectives. There were people who created their 

own worlds. There were people who were aware of the 

world, borrowed a chunk of it and ran campaigns in 

some piece of it. Then there were the bottom feeders, the 

lowest of the low when the opinion of serious 

gamesmasters, who had absolutely no idea how to set up 

a campaign or even an event, so they had to read from a 

pamphlet that gave the players more or less no choice in 

what they did. The more or less no choice feature has 

persisted into modern times, where I have been lectured 

by a computer game design expert that each level was 

absolutely required to have precisely three serious 

opponents and at the and one very serious opponent.  

These rules took a significant part of the thought out of 

the game design effort. 

 

Tactics were sometimes quite limited. I recall the friend 

of mine describing watching a group of players attack a 

reasonably well defended stronghold, and losing their 

entire party without managing to get through the first 

room beyond the gate. The friend proposed to rerun the 

event.  He would suggest to the players what they should 

do at each point. The players thought this was a great 

idea. After somewhat less long than you would expect, 

the players entirely cleaned out the entire stronghold and 

captured the treasure. In the process of doing so they 

suffered approximately no wounds, took almost no 

damage to their equipment, and had the gamesmaster 

saying "Not fair! Not fair!". 

 

Once upon a time we did set up a historical miniatures 

game, using cardboard rectangles not toy soldiers, and 

fought out a battle using the standard English medieval 

miniatures rules.  However, each side had three first-

level magicians and three fifth-level magicians. There 

was no indication in the rules book as to how often the 

magician could throw a spell, so we assumed that once 

per combat round was adequate.  It very soon became 

clear that the game most closely resembled a recreation 

of the battle of the Somme, except that both sides were 

out in the open. At the end, I had the one surviving third- 

level magician and the one surviving first-level 

magician, the other side had a superb pike formation unit 

of the quality that was trained to advance while in 

square, except they couldn't possibly get away with from 

my magicians, so they surrendered. I am happy to admit 

that my victory was dumb luck. I could perfectly well 

have lost instead of won.   

 

For my slightly later fiction, I emphasized that infantry 

advanced with a shovel  for each man, entrenchment and 

missile weapons were the order of the day, and a good 

medieval castle would've been recognized by Vauban 

except that the embankments were a bit thicker.  Vauban 

was the French Marshall who was recognized as the 

supreme expert on the art of siege warfare. Recall, 

however, in fairness to Vauban, that his cannon might 

get off a cannonball within fifteen or 20 degrees of the 

aim direction, so that to pound a hole in a fortress wall 

you had to close to within fifty or 75 yards with the 

cannon, but a lightning bolt would create a 1 inch 

diameter (game inch, that's ten feet real world) hole with 

an additional depth of 10 feet, real world. Boring holes 

in castle walls became much easier. 

 

A good campaign would present the players with a series 

of layers of mystery and challenge, with the players at 

first not necessarily knowing what the problem is, let 

alone what they are to do to solve it.  

 

Setting the Tone 
 

A gamesmaster setting the tone for a new campaign may 

well want to populate enough background that he can 

respond to unexpected player decisions.  The tone also 

populates the sort of challenges that the players may 

encounter.  Oft-times, the challenge is kept a secret from 

the players, something for them to find as the campaign 

advances.   

 



So here we have a bit of background, opening to an 

unfinished novel Small Giant Class Liberation Army.  

After all, many rolegaming societies are positively 

medieval, in many of the less fortunate senses of that 

word. 

 

“Comrade Captain,” the quiet voice came out of 

the early twilight, “another li ahead.  I found the cave.  

The villager from Three Peach Trees pointed at it, then 

fled in terror.” 

Captain Chingfei Chang paused to catch her 

breath. “Don’t stop,” she said to the men behind her.  

“Follow Wang to the cave. I will bring up the rear.” She 

tried not to grind her teeth.  This was her first 

independent command, her first chance to strike a blow 

against the Japanese invaders in this, the Great War of 

the Resistance, and so far matters were doing poorly.  It 

appeared that the local commander of the Chiang Kai-

Shek clique had betrayed her, either for profit or because 

he was looking beyond the current war to the final 

struggle for control of all China.  In this year 1939, both 

of those times seemed infinitely far off, not that she 

expected to live to see either of them. 

“But, Comrade Captain,” Sergeant Enlai Liu 

began his expected protest. 

“Enough! We are leaving no one behind. I will 

stand at the rear.  The men will know they cannot 

straggle, or they will endanger me. But, you four, wait 

here.  Switch off with the stretcher bearers when they 

bring Comrade Zhou.” 

“You will wait? Then I will lead the way,” 

Sergeant Liu answered. “Be sure you are not captured by 

the Japanese running dogs. Save your last round for 

yourself.” 

“And spare the life of some Japanese officer?” 

she answered, not quite angrily.  “Absolutely not. 

Besides, I can hear their horns, far in the distance.  If it 

becomes dark, they may lose us.  It will rain soon.  That 

will clean our trail before dawn. Now, revolutionary 

discipline!  Go!” 

A quarter hour later, Chingfei reached the mouth 

of the cavern. Her men were indeed all ahead of her. The 

cave was tall enough she could walk in, which must, she 

thought, have been a relief for the four men carrying the 

stretcher.  The sun had now set; it was almost full 

darkness. Out from the mouth of the cave came an eerie 

glow, a deep violet almost impossible to see.  

She stepped inside.  The light was much 

brighter, enough that she could see her men, sitting in a 

circle talking quietly. 

“Hush,” she said.  “The Japanese could hear 

you. How deep is the cave?” 

“Comrade Captain, I just came back from 

checking.  It goes back a hundred yards.  There is one 

sharp turn.  The cave floor is covered with sand, good 

walking.  Comrade Zhou is already being carried back 

there. But the cave end is very strange.  There is a wall 

of glass.” 

“The rest of you follow Comrade Zhou,” 

Chingfei ordered. “Do we still have the sweeps?” 

“Yes, Comrade Captain!” Sergeant Liu 

answered. 

“Carefully and very thoroughly hide our tracks 

in the sand.  The Japanese may yet decide we are not 

here,” Chang said. “The rest of you, be on your way.” 

Chang sniffed the air.  There was an odd scent, 

like unfamiliar out-of-season flowers, on this cold late-

fall night. Behind her, screams could be heard. The 

Japanese must have captured the villager.  It would be 

unfortunate if he led the Japanese to the cave, but there 

really had been no obvious alternative hiding place.  The 

terrain was much too open to hide.  The Japanese were 

fresh, while her men were exhausted; if they kept 

running, they would soon enough be run to ground. 

Besides, her orders had been to find a secure base camp 

location, invisible from the air.  A cave surely qualified. 

The cave actually twisted and turned.  After the 

second bend her men had come to an exhausted halt.  

Most of them were already asleep. A few of the most 

alert were posted as sentries, peering between rocks at 

the cave entrance. 

“Captain, there is an extraordinary wall,” 

Sergeant Liu said.  “And a narrow passage deeper into 

the hill.  I sent Wang and Li, with our lantern and stern 

orders not to use it, to see where it leads. It seems to lead 

nowhere. There is an abrupt end.  But with this wall 

glow, you don’t need a lamp.  You can easily see where 

you are going.” He gestured politely for her to follow. 

The wall, she thought, was indeed remarkable.  

It was absolutely flat, with the feel of a glass window. 

When she pressed her face against it, there seemed to be 

a light on the far side. Someone was behind her. 

“Comrade Captain?” Liu spoke as quietly as 

possible.  “There are Japanese soldiers at the cave 

mouth. They are looking in but not entering.  One of 

them seems to have a flashlight.  He is looking carefully 

at the sand.” 

“Let us be as quiet and still as a mouse,” she 

said. Liu lead her back to the bend in the cave. She 

carefully peeked around the edge.  A Japanese officer, 

sword drawn, was leading a dozen of his men forward.  

Inescapably, her men would be found.   

“Comrade Sergeant,” she said, “Wake all the 

men.  Very soon we will be fighting the Japanese.” 

“I know you are there!” the Japanese officer 

called.  “Come out and I will give you an honorable and 

rapid death.” 

Chang pressed finger to lips.  The Japanese 

officer shouted something to his men. Shots rang out. 

Objects clattered against the far cave wall.  Rifle 

grenades!  Chang threw herself at the ground.  The 

concussion of several explosions left her dazed and half-



deafened. Must stand, and lead, she thought distantly. 

But what was ‘stand’? Shouts had to be Sergeant Liu 

leading the men in a desperate counter charge. Someone 

was firing the machine gun. She passed out. 

She awoke to find Liu sponging her face with a 

damp cloth. “Comrade Captain?” Sergeant Liu asked.  

“Are you awake?” 

“I, Yes.” she answered. “What happened?” 

“You were knocked unconscious,” Liu 

answered.  “We killed ten Japanese, and took their 

weapons.  But we are trapped.  They have another 

machine gun outside.  We lost three men trying to reach 

it. It cannot be done.  They tried another charge.  We 

slaughtered them like chickens. Now we hear them 

doing something, but cannot say what.  Outside it is 

dawn.  They cannot see in. I have men building 

entrenchments across the width of the cave.  If they 

attack, we will kill them.” 

“However, if they cannot enter, we cannot leave. 

Is there any water to be found?” she asked. 

“Unfortunately, no, Comrade Captain,” Sergeant 

Liu answered.   

“Then they will not be waiting for very long,” 

she answered.  “We shall hold out as long as we can.  

Perhaps something will happen to change the balance of 

forces.  Until then, make a diligent search for other exits.  

Dig holes. See how deep the sand lies.  Perhaps there is a 

hidden exit.  Perhaps we can find water. The search will 

at least keep the men busy.” 

Shifting shadows from the cave mouth marked 

the passage of hours. Very clearly, the cave had only one 

exit, the one blocked by Japanese guns. Captain Chang 

kept searching for alternatives, but it appeared that the 

only choice was to charge into a machine gun nest.  That 

could be tried in the deep of the night, as quietly as 

possible to avoid warning the Japanese, but even with 

those tactical advantages a charge into machine gun fire 

remained a path to certain death. 

Now the Japanese outside were shouting again.  

What was it? A roar shook the cavern. Another shock 

wave knocked Chang from her feet. There came the 

crash of falling rock and a cloud of dust.  A look toward 

the cave entrance revealed only darkness.  The Japanese 

had planted explosives and closed the cave mouth.  

Perhaps they could dig their way out, she thought, before 

they asphyxiated.   

“Comrade Captain Chang,” Sergeant Liu called.  

“The explosion.  It shattered the glass wall.  There is 

light on the far side.”  Chang wept with relief.  She had 

been convinced that death was certain, but at the last 

moment hope had returned. 

“Comrade Sergeant.” Chang used her command 

voice.  “We need to be out of here quickly.  Collect all 

the men and their equipment, be sure the wounded are all 

helped to move, and be ready to advance.  I will take 

Ching and Wang, and reconnoiter the exit.  If possible 

we will set up outside the exit to ambush Japanese forces 

attempting to trap us again.”  Next time, she thought, I 

will be a little more careful about thinking of a cave as a 

safe hiding place. “Ching, Wang, follow me.” 

The glass had shattered into a million pieces.  In 

the distance Chang could see sunlight.  In between? 

“Ching, Wang, those are stairs, and cut stone. There 

must be a village ahead of us.”  What sort of people 

build paths into caves? she wondered.  People who have 

eased the passage of your stretcher-bearers, it would 

appear. 

The cave’s exit was well up on a mountainside. 

Behind her was a steep stone cliff. They had emerged at 

one end of a tall steep spine of rock. From her vantage 

point, she could see three-quarters of the distant horizon. 

Far below were heavy forests and what appeared in the 

distance to be farmer’s fields.  A broad river edged with 

wide fields made its way entirely around the mountain, 

approaching from the southwest, looping to the east, and 

disappearing to the west.   At several points, thin 

columns of smoke suggested small villages. In the far 

distance a white tower, stone, she thought, and 

remarkably tall, rose through the trees. Chang jogged her 

mental map.  Surely there was no river that large locally? 

However, she could see it clearly, not to mention the 

paved road that ran parallel to it. She gestured for a 

pause and listened.  She heard no sounds from Japanese 

soldiers, no gunfire, and certainly not an observation 

airplane circling overhead.   “Ching,” she whispered, 

“Go back and tell Comrade Sergeant Liu that I said to 

bring everyone and everything out of the cave. Comrade 

Peng Wang, creep forward to the edge of the hill and see 

if you see anything between us and the forest.” 

Ever so slowly, Captain Chang’s men crept out 

of the cave into the bright air. Wang returned to report. 

“Comrade Captain,” Wang said, “there is a 

gentle slope with more stairs.  I looked carefully with the 

big binoculars. Near the river, a distance inland from the 

road, there are three small villages.  They are very 

strange.  They each have stockade and fields with people 

working in them.  The clothing is odd, all different 

colors.  To the southwest along the road, approaching, it 

looks like a troop of cavalry, all wearing garish colors, 

not at all like Japanese or Kuomintang army uniforms.” 

“No one move!” Sergeant Liu shouted.  

“Airplane!” 

Captain Chang froze, then slowly turned her 

head to where Liu was pointing.  She had seen airplanes 

before, several times, but this one was completely 

different.  There was absolutely no sound.  “Binoculars,” 

she whispered to Wang. Seen through the binoculars, the 

airplane was a colorful rectangle, with no signs of wings 

or tail. Gradually it descended. Something seemed to be 

moving on top of it, but it was just too far away to make 

out clearly. To her eyes, it appeared to be flying to the 



white tower.  After a few minutes it faded into the 

distance. 

“Was it a Japanese bomber?” Liu asked. “I did 

not recognize it.” 

“Nor did I,” Chang said.  “It didn’t even look 

like an airplane.”  She described what she had seen. 

“Comrade Captain?”  Corporal Chuntao Wu had 

waited politely for her Captain.  “Over the side of the 

hill to the left, a hundred yards down.  There is a stream 

coming off the mountain, and what looks to be dry wood 

for a fire.” 

“Very good!  Cooks! Go with Chuntao, and if 

there is enough dry wood for a smokeless fire, let us boil 

enough rice for a solid meal.” Captain Chang pointed , 

and two men joined Wu in heading down the slope. “The 

rest of you take the stairs down to the bottom of the hill. 

Comrade Sergeant Liu, Apothecary Tseng, Comrade 

Wang, Comrade Ching, stay here.” She waited while her 

men headed down slope.  She was pleased to see that 

they remembered to put someone on point, fifty yards 

ahead of the rest of the group.  “Comrade Tseng, how is 

Comrade Zhou doing?” 

Tseng’s shoulders sank.  “I have done 

everything I know how to do,” he answered.  “I do not 

have any magic western medicines.  He might do better 

if he were allowed to rest, not be moved, but I think it 

will not be more than a day or two before we must bury 

him.” 

Chang frowned.  Zhou had been a brave soldier, 

perhaps too brave, and had attended lectures by the great 

leaders of the People’s Army. He had met Comrade Mao 

himself. More than anyone else, he understood how to 

carry out their mission. “Do what you can,” she said. 

“There are no magicians or miracle cures. Go with your 

patient.” She pointed down the hill. 

“Comrade Wang,” she continued, “take the 

small binoculars. Go to the slope overlooking the stream.  

Keep an eye for approaching soldiers.”  He headed off. 

“Comrade Ching, back inside the cave.  If the Japanese 

reopen the entrance, shoot at them to warn us. 

“Comrade Sergeant?” Chang faced her second-

in-command. 

“Yes, Comrade Captain?” Liu snapped to 

attention. 

“I did not say anything that would confuse our 

men,” Chang said. “But there is something strange here. 

Surely the cliff and mountains behind us are much larger 

than the hills we were approaching yesterday.” 

“I noticed this, and said nothing. For the same 

reason. And over there, in the distance, surely that is 

snow on the top of the mountain?” He pointed. 

“Yes.  And that river below us is very big,” she 

said. 

“I agree, Comrade Captain.” 

“So where on earth are we?  That cave was deep, 

but not that deep.” Her question was not  rhetorical. 

“Also,” Liu said, “when you let me look through 

the telescope at that very distant troop of cavalry.  There 

are no such uniforms. Those men look like peacocks.” 

“I considered this.” She shrugged.  “Then I 

remembered.  They look like Japanese, in samurai 

medieval armor. I had not realized that the Japanese are 

that reactionary.  It is amazing.” 

“Perhaps you should join our men,” Liu 

suggested.  “They may have noticed the mountain, and 

are too afraid of you to speak. With the telescope, I will 

keep watch on the Japanese. If anything changes, I will 

send Wang down to tell you.” 

“I agree. It is very fortunate that the people 

entrusted us with two binoculars, a telescope, and a Type 

11 machine gun. It is even more fortunate that I have 

you as my first sergeant.” Chang nodded emphatically. 

Liu snapped a sharp salute. “The Comrade 

Captain is most kind.  I will do my best to serve the 

people and live up to your words.” Chang headed down 

the stairs. 

Fiction 
 

Fiction has long been a steadfast component of 

rolegaming APAs.  I could search more vigorously, but 

the following is the opening section of No Tears for a 

Princess, which was at least one of the first pieces of 

fiction to appear in a rolegaming APA.  If I recall 

correctly, it was sent both to The Wild Hunt and to 

Alarums and Excursions. 

 

It was written sometime in the period 1974-1978, when 

the surprise reveal at the end was far more radical than it 

would be seen to be in the current epoch. 

 

No Tears for a Princess 

 

Strive not, good sir, 'gainst stormy wave, 

Nor cry my name 'neath star-topped nave, 

For Death stalks me with wand and stave 

To seal my soul in stoneclogged cave. 

 

So shed no tears for princess brave 

Who knows she goes to unmarked grave 

But still will ride, her land to save. 

 

             ...The Ballad of Three Princes 

 

Opening... 

 

The river Tressin, half-a-mile broad, flowed majestically 

into the setting sun. Its northern bank was dotted with 

trees, red and yellow in the frost-touched fall air.  

Arburg-am-Tressin, largest city in thirty leagues, 

brooded on its southern shore.  The city's gray walls 

jutted out into the water, oblivious to the rumble and 

groan of the currents at their base.   



 

Two guards, looking cautiously across the river,  waited 

on a stone parapet.  They chatted nervously about 

nothing in particular, scarcely aware of their own words.  

From time to time they peered furtively over their 

shoulders.  Behind them, to their right, rose a series of 

small watchtowers.  To their left, the parapet ended in a 

granite-tiled plaza, the city's farthest projection into the 

river.  A pair of blue-robed mages waited on the further 

wall, continually pausing in their conversation to look 

down the parapet beyond the guards.   

 

A single figure came briskly up a distant stair.  A deep 

hood and plain green cloak concealed body and face, but 

failed to hide the long stride and broad shoulders.  The 

two guards glanced knowingly at its approach, then 

moved in front of their tower, out of the figure's line of 

sight.  The magicians pretended to maintain a 

conversation, each struggling not to look elsewhere than 

the other's face.   

 

The figure strolled along the parapet, slowly nearing the 

plaza.  A slant of cloak suggested a stare across the river, 

as if the newcomer were admiring the wilderness.  

Finally, moving quietly, the figure passed the guard 

tower and stepped onto the terrace.  The magicians 

turned away, to begin a stroll along the further parapet.  

One gestured with a wand; the other mouthed an 

incantation as though testing his memory.   

 

As on previous evenings, the figure stopped to watch the 

sun set.  One guard reached backwards, ever so slightly, 

to release the tower door.  Three figures in dull black -- 

black slippers, black trousers, black tunics, black capes 

and masks -- slipped silently from the guardhouse.  One 

held a massive cudgel; the others waved tawdry short-

swords.  Three figures in black stalked one in green, 

closing on padded, spell-silenced feet.   

 

Cudgel-bearer swung his weapon down at the green 

hood.  His target lurched forward at the blow.  A clatter 

of wood on metal revealed a helm hidden under the 

cloth.  Cudgel-bearer cursed.  Reversing his weapon's 

swing, he smashed green across ribs and back.  Green 

skidded over the smooth-polished stone, finally rolling 

to peer skywards.  Black ran in pursuit.  One swordsman 

went to each side of their prey.  Black dropped his 

cudgel, producing in the same fluid motion a dagger.  

His cloak swirled raven-dark as he pounced on his 

victim.  The knife stabbed down.   

 

The swordsmen saw Green's long fingers snap up, taking 

Black's knife hand at the wrist.  The cloak draped over 

both of them, shrouding prey and predator alike.  A 

convulsive motion of the cloak was the knife stabbing 

down again and again.  The movement stopped.  The 

swordsmen relaxed, grinning at each other.  It had been a 

delicate job, in which their part was now accomplished.   

 

The guardsmen stood at attention.  The junior wished 

that he were elsewhere, no matter that he would gain a 

promotion for his deeds this day.  He had heard the thud 

of a club, the ring of metal on metal, and finally a solid 

splash from the river below.  He counted the seconds 

and turned, knowing he would find a vacant stone plaza.   

 

Three black figures lay in ever-widening scarlet lakes.  

The mages, returned to the plaza, gestured at the senior 

of the guards.  "Tell the Master!" one of them snapped.  

The junior guard peered over the wall.  He thought he 

saw a disturbance in the water, nearly lost in the sparkle 

from the setting sun.  He tried not to hear what happened 

behind him.   

 

The senior guard scurried down the stairs, dodging 

temporary barricades held by his own men, to enter the 

city's heart.  His run took him through winding streets, 

past tradesmen on their business, past taverns and 

homes.  His boots pounded on the cobbled pavement, 

their rhythm punctuated by the wheeze of his breathing.  

He ignored jugglers, quarreling hobgoblins, a sorcerer's 

gracious arrival on flying carpet.  A collision with the 

pushcart of a trollish street hawker sent fruit rolling in all 

directions; he ran on, ignoring the curses directed at his 

back.   

 

Castle gates loomed before him.  Barely breaking stride, 

the guard drew an amulet from one pocket; sentries gave 

way at its sight.  A final sprint down carpeted hallways 

brought him to a double door.  Four halberdiers stood at 

the ready, blocking all entrance.  They peered 

momentarily at the guardsman, then stood aside.  The 

guard knocked thrice and swung one door open.   

 

Within waited a solitary man in black and ermine.  Gold 

lace on his coat accented a blond van Dyke and trimly 

cut hair.  His rigid demeanor matched the dark, deeply 

carved furniture and tapestried walls.  Lips curled 

upwards when he recognized the guardsman.  "Is it done, 

Grand-Captain?" he whispered as the door swung shut.   

 

The runner gasped a single phrase: "Alive, M'Lord 

Duke."  

 

The blond face contorted in fury.  "Damnation!" he 

shouted.  A black and gold arm threw a wine goblet in 

an arc.  It spun through the air, crystal sides gleaming, to 

shatter against the farther wall.  "A thousand gold 

crowns!  Gone!  Wasted!"  The Duke's fist smote the 

table, once and again, harder and harder.  "May the 

Curse of Al-Benzir be on that one!"  He sank dejectedly 

into his chair.  "Summon my advisors again.  There must 



be a way.  This affront to my dignity can not be 

permitted to endure."   

 

* * * * * *   

 

North of the Tressin, a green-cloaked figure stood in the 

shallows, still gasping for breath.   A plain unpatterned 

cape hung soddenly around broad shoulders and 

narrower waist.  The figure clambered up the bank, mud 

squishing under bare feet.  Sandals lay discarded in the 

depths of the river.   

 

On shore the figure stopped.  Lean fingers undid a throat 

clasp.  One arm gathered the cloak, while the other 

reached to the waist.  The hood fell back, revealing a 

dented steel-lined helm with short nose guard.  A single 

touch confirmed that the short-sword was still secure in 

its scabbard.   

 

The figure looked back over the water.  Arburg-am-

Tressin sat placidly in the distance.  The sun's rays 

reflected brilliantly from tower windows, leaving the 

river an inky blue.  Birds soared and dipped above the 

current, their feathers tinged pink by the setting sun.  A 

tilt of the head released the helm, which joined the still-

dripping cloak over a well-muscled arm.   

 

Her hair fell back to hang golden-brown across her neck.  

One hand cleared stray locks from sea-green eyes.  A 

gleaming line of chain mail rose above her collar.  Seen 

without the cloak, her dark green tunic clung to her 

armour, revealing the slight curves of her body.  She 

looked perhaps sixteen.  Her mouth pursed, reflecting 

not so much fear as a touch of sadness.  She pushed hair 

clear of the nape of her neck and probed gingerly where 

the club had struck her helm.  A further poke at her ribs 

evinced a grimace of pain.  As the sun set, she turned 

from the river and disappeared into the woods.      

 

* * * * *  
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In this issue

Overlord’s Annals is a monthly
zine in which I share session re-
ports from games I either run or
have participated in. Sometimes
I also share our house rules and
other reflections too. Art is primar-
ily from players—see attributions
for details.

July issue is the first one published
in the newly established Ever &
Anon APA, the spiritual successor
to long running Alarums & Excur-
sions APA. In this issue I present
three session reports from the Con-
quering the Barbarian Altanis
Dungeons & Dragons campaign.

Adventurers get to know the Den
intimately.

Conquering the Barbarian
Altanis Campaign

I’m running a weekly online D&D
B/X game focused on hexcrawl-
ing and dungeon delving in the
Wilderlands of High Fantasy Bar-
barian Altanis—a hostile land
filled with ancient riches and ante-
diluvian evils.

You can learn more about our
camapign at: https://attronar
ch.com/wilderlands

Beginners and experienced play-
ers welcome alike. Write to
me at attronarch@mailbox.org
if you’d like to join.

Attributions

Text copyright © Attronarch, 2025.
Nolmbork’s accident and Last stand
illustrations by kickmaniac. Aban-
done castle illustration from pub-
lic domain. Typeset in LATEX with
Charter, a print-friendly typeface.
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Conquering the Barbarian Altanis: Session 76

Adventurers

Rashomon, elf level 2. A danger-
ous looking elf.

Llyfed, elf level 3. Thin and bald-
ing elf whom also happens to be
Rashomon’s friend.

Nolmbork, dwarf level 2. Portly,
bald, red bearded, with an epic
nose. On a mission to have a drink
in every settlement in Wilderlands.

Orist, elf level 1. An elf.

Derennan, dwarf level 3. A dwarf
hailing from Western Wastes.

Rah, cleric level 2. A follower of
Molna, God of Travellers, whom
has an opinion about everything.

Gloomfrost 4th, Fireday

“Cursed?! Of course it is
cursed, the damned thing is called
“Doomed!” What else would it
be?! YOU KNEW THAT AND YOU
TOOK IT ANYWAY?!”

Tangay’s mocking tone still rang
true in Rashomon’s ears. To add in-
sult to injury, the word had spread
in Hara like wildfire.

Not only has the elf become laugh-
ingstock of everyone at the Wiz-
ards’ Guild, but also of common-
ers as well. It seemed like ev-
eryone snickered and giggled at
Rashomon.

Mavis the Magnificent, Poseidon’s
High Priestess, whom is capable of
raising dead is most certainly ca-
pable of removing curses as well.

Prayers to the God of Sea weren’t
sufficient—a donation of 4 500 gp
is required as well.

So here he was, back at the
den, with Llyfed, Nolmbork, Orist,
Derennan, and Rah, newly re-
cruited human cleric.

They spotted a gang of dog-headed
humanoids descending into the
dungeon the night before.

Now it was their turn to go down.

Corpses from the entrance cham-
ber were gone.

The party turned left, left at the
junction, and then broke into the
chamber they’ve been passing un-
til now.

Stench of death permeated the
room. Six maggot-infested gob-
lin corpses were strewn about the
chamber.

Party closed the doors and moved
down the corridor, took another
left turn, and through yet another
doors.

“Huh?”

A twenty by twenty feet bare cham-
ber with a plate-sized hole in the
center and doors on the opposite
side.

Peeking through the doors re-
vealed four large interlinked cir-
cles carved into the north wall.

After deploying a number of safety
precautions, the party traversed
the room without any loss.

Now they entered into the many-
doored chamber they’ve been to
before—the one with a painting of
robed man reading many books at
once.

Derennan ordered the painting to
be wrapped and taken for identifi-
cation in Hara.

Pushing on, adventurers found
themselves in yet another long cor-
ridor. Darkness to the left, dark-
ness to the right; left one seemed
more attractive.

Another t-shaped junction, split-
ting right and forward.

“Let’s check doors to the right.”

They too were stuck; nothing that
these strong folk couldn’t get un-
stuck. But not before failing once
first.

“Goblins!”

With neither side surprised, and
both sides charging towards each
other, they clashed in the middle
of the chamber.

A funny looking goblin with a
green pointy hat, and amateur-
ishly painted mail armour, stood
in the center, barking some incom-
prehensible words and waving a
rod-like object.

Nolmbork, in his great excitement
to slay some goblins, had drawn
the sword so quickly he nicked
his own throat, nearly decapitat-
ing himself.

Weren’t it for Rah, the dwarf
would’ve most certainly died there
and then.

Brutal skirmish did not last long.
Rashomon had slain one, Nolm-
bork two after he had recovered,
Llyfed one, and Derennan had be-
headed the one with pointy hat.
They left one alive for some inter-
rogation.

This was a filthy chamber, with
some pilled rocks in the corner pre-
tending to be an altar to the gob-
lins’ god of hunt.

“What lies to the south, beyond the
doors?!”

“To the west is our treasure room
and to the south is death!”
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“What do you mean?”

“There are a bunch of pools, and if
you drink from any you dieee!”

“Open the doors for us!”

“Oh, are these mighty, heavily ar-
moured and armed adventurers so
cowardly to be afraid of opening
the doors for themselves?”

They executed him after he
opened the doors.

Orist noticed secret doors in the
northwest portion of the chamber.

Pushing them open revealed a
room nearly twice as big compared
to the one they were in.

Three large chests were lined by
the north wall. Leftmost one was
closed without obvious lock, mid-
dle one was smashed open, and
the rightmost one was closed with
a large padlock.

Careful inspection revealed very
little. By now, the wise adven-
turers have learned better than to
“just” open unlocked chests in the
dungeon, even if they happen to
be in a secret chamber.

Hence one of them fetched the rod
waved by the goblin shaman, and
used it to open the chest.

Oh!

It was filled to the brim with
orangish coins. A small coin pouch
rested on top. In it—three small,
shiny gems.

Investigating the chest on the right
side had triggered the padlock.

It shook and formed a mouth,
which spoke with large, booming
voice:

“What belongs to you,
But is used more by thy friends?”

“Name!”

“Correct!” the padlock answered,
laughing heartily. And then it
popped open!

One of the elves gingerly opened
the chest.

It was lined with plush velvet. In
the center was another box, small
and elegant. Inside it were four
vials with silver liquid.

On each was a label with a simple
drawing: an open book, a stylized
shining sun, a mouse, and a mus-
cled man.

Having plundered everything they
could, the party moved further
south. Short corridor terminated
with another t-shaped junction.

Light was shinning underneath
doors to the south. Listening at the
doors revealed nothing though.

Forcing the doors open did reveal
a bit more though. Wide t-shaped
chamber, illuminated by unknown
sources, with eight small pools
containing various coloured liq-
uids.

Following brief exploration (with-
out any licking, sipping, or drink-
ing), the party had decided they’ve
accumulated enough treasure to
head back to Hara.

Being encumbered meant they
were moving half their usual
speed. Which meant it’d take them
twice as long to reach Hara.

That also meant they had more
time to count all their copper
coins.

All 1 573 of them.

Gloomfrost 9th, Fireday

Since they’ve returned, the party
had taken all their suspicious liq-
uids to the alchemist for identifica-
tion.

She was unhappy about their
slow progress regarding the Red
Dragon, but sold them her service
nonetheless.

Llyfed took the goblin’s steel rod
to the Wizards’ Guild for identifi-
cation.

Now he too was the laughingstock
for thinking that a steel rod is mag-
ical.

“IT IS A ROD! A STEEL ROD! HA-
HAHAH–”

But Tangay’s laughter was cut
short as Derennan presented the
recovered portrait.

“Wh-where did you find this?! Do
you know who that is?! That’s fa-
mous Sysgrin! You found it in a
dungeon? He used to have a tower
around here. . . Listen, listen! If
you bring me his book I’ll teach
your friends any spell that I know!”
He confirmed that Sysgrin had a
penchant for riddles and traps.

Finally, Derennan checked on the
gold necklace he had commis-
sioned from the local jeweller.

It was to be a gift for the Imrael
family, the wealthiest and most in-
fluential family in Hara.

Few nights ago, whilst returning
from the dungeon, they were awo-
ken to sounds of battles. Or rather,
sounds of screams and agony and
wolf howls. They choose to ignore
them and sleep on.

Today Derennan learnt that one of
Imrael’s caravans hadn’t arrived.
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Nolmbork’s accident illustration by kickmaniac.
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Conquering the Barbarian Altanis: Session 77

Adventurers

Derennan, dwarf level 3. A dwarf
hailing from Western Wastes.

Rah, cleric level 2. A follower of
Molna, God of Travellers, whom
has an opinion about everything.

Brent Goose, cleric level 5. An
eccentric, but charismatic, cleric
seeking the Holy Bird. White robes
and black cloak conceal his tall,
frail and anemic frame. His eagle-
like nose is exposed for all to see.

Oberon, fighter level 3. A tall,
supple hunter adorned with bones
and horns of his prey.

Nolmbork, dwarf level 2. Portly,
bald, red bearded, with an epic
nose. On a mission to have a drink
in every settlement in Wilderlands.

Rigby, thief level 2. A thief.

Rashomon, elf level 2. A danger-
ous looking elf.

Llyfed, elf level 3. Thin and bald-
ing elf whom also happens to be
Rashomon’s friend.

Gloomfrost 11th, Airday

The party of magnificent eight had
arrived back at The Den just as
night was about to fall.

This time they took their wagon as
well, dreaming of all the treasure
they will haul out.

Dungeon entrance—a hole in the
ground—was wide open. Next to
it were three shabby-looking ban-
ners, sporting what could be de-
scribed as hyena-like head.

“Hmmm, that wasn’t here before.”

The party found a safe spot away
from the entrance and camped the
night. No fires, no singing.

Brent was denied the opportunity
to cook ham for the party.

Demihumans took turns observing
the hole. Sporadic grunts could be
heard.

Gloomfrost 12th, Waterday

Following two hours of planning,
the adventurers decided Derennan
would stay in the camp with horses
and wagon while others descend
into the dungeon to see what is
going on.

Rashomon took the lead, while
others formed a tight column be-
hind him.

He descended carefully, step by
step. Light could be seen at the
foot of fifty foot descend into the
Den.

The party moved downwards and
strode into the entrance chamber
confidently.

Seven pig-faced orcs were scrub-
bing up the chamber with brooms
and brushes. By the time they no-
ticed Rashomon it was too late—
he had already cast Sleep on them.

Five closest to the elf fell down to
the ground. Two yelled insults and
drew their weapons.

Adventurers poured into the cham-
ber. With Rah’s torch it became
evident there were more orcs in
there than was obvious at first.

Three more were in the north-west
corner, holding chains attached to
ten feet tall obese monstrosity.

Rashomon and Llyfed ran west to
challenge them; Nolmbork went
straight to cut off the orc in the
middle of the chamber; the rest
went for slumbering ones.

In the chaos one orc slipped past
them and ran through north-west
doors.

Nolmbork was on a spree cleaving
through orcs like they were butter.

Chained monster was let loose,
and it immediately went for Llyfed.
The more it missed the more frus-
trated it got.

Rigby used the opportunity to
sneak behind it, and drove his
long-sword deep between the crea-
ture’s two folds of fat.

The monster roared, turned
around, and backhanded the thief
with such might that he looked
like a strawberry jam spread on
dungeon floor.

Oberon blinded the monster with
an arrow, and Nolmbork finished
what Rigby had begun.

Beast staggered backwards, and
then fell on Rigby’s remains, splat-
tering what little remains of him
were left.

“What should we do?”

“Maybe I should fetch Derennan?”

“No, that will take to long!”

“I loot the corpses!”

“Guys, last time we stayed behind
for too long, we were jumped by
another group of orcs.”

“Pass me some iron spikes so we at
least block the doors.”

“What is happening here anyway?”

Pig-faced beastmen were dressed
in tan leather jerkins. Most of
them had garish yellow claw-mark
patterns going across their armour,
hands, and face.
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Doors next to Rashomon and
Llyfed flung open.

A column of dozen highly moti-
vated orcs tried to force them-
selves into the chamber, but two
elves kept them checked just long
enough for everyone to form a bot-
tleneck.

But Rashomon was no Llyfed.

Especially after taking Doomed.

“You!” a human-sized orc dressed
in chain-shirt, wielding large two-
handed battle-axe, and adorned
with wolf-skull helmet, stepped
forth and assaulted the elves.

Orcs rallied behind him and redou-
bled their efforts.

Alas, it was all for naught as ad-
venturers held the line and dished
out blows, stones, and arrows.

“Change me!”

“I will!”

Llyfed and Rashomon changed po-
sitions, giving the latter a chance
to breath. The former had proven
himself as valuable member of this
party, next only to Nolmbork, by
cleaving the orc chieftains skull in
half. Well, both of them actually.

“Look! Behind!”

Two hyena-headed beastmen tow-
ered over surviving orcs.

They carried nasty looking
polearms.

Orcs grunted and yelped as they
continued to fail to break through
the adventurers’ ranks.

But when their morale broke it
only got nastier for the hyenas did
not let them pass.

Two orcs turned on their obstacles.

One managed to slay the beast-
man, and ran deeper into the dun-
geon.

The other was much less success-
ful, and was rended limb by limb
by the monster.

The sole survivor judged it’d be no
match for the adventurers, so it
too fled.

“Let’s chase them!”

“Are you crazy?! We are getting
out!”

By now everyone had been
wounded at least several times.

Rah healed whomever he could.

Brent Goose spent time hiding and
crying how weak and frail he is.
Kadrim still refuses to grant him
his supplications.

Oberon was also unscathed, spend-
ing most of the time playing
stealth archer.

Adventurers left the Den, and re-
turned to camp where Derennan
greeted them.

“Let’s spend the night here and re-
turn next morning. We killed a
great number of them.”

Gloomfrost 13th, Earthday

Adventurers made cold camp once
again, and had demihumans ro-
tate as dungeon entrance ob-
servers.

Rashomon spotted a dozen or so
creatures pouring out of the dun-
geon.

He laid low and observed them
from afar.

Mass of creatures split into trios
and each went their way.

They moved slowly and some
looked like they were sniffing the
surroundings.

Rashomon retreated back to the
camp and informed his friends
about imminent threat.

“We should hunt them down! Am-
bush them before they ambush
us!”

“It is night. The moment we light
up torches they will know where
we are!”

“What if one of them howls?”

“Then let’s meet them here!”

Their camp was flanked by three
ten-feet tall rocks.

Trees concealed other openings.

Derennan and Nolmbork scaled
the west rocks.

Rashomon and Llyfed scaled the
south wall.

Oberon climbed a tree, and Brent
stood next to it.

Rah went to calm the horses that
begun stomping and neighing.

Three arrows landed by his feet.
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Conquering the Barbarian Altanis: Session 78

Adventurers

Derennan, dwarf level 3. A dwarf
hailing from Western Wastes.

Rah, cleric level 2. A follower of
Molna, God of Travellers, whom
has an opinion about everything.

Nolmbork, dwarf level 2. Portly,
bald, red bearded, with an epic
nose. On a mission to have a drink
in every settlement in Wilderlands.

Rashomon, elf level 2. A danger-
ous looking elf.

Llyfed, elf level 3. Thin and bald-
ing elf whom also happens to be
Rashomon’s friend.

Tarkus the Promising, cleric level
2. Follower of Bachontoi, God of
Red Wisdom.

Brent Goose, cleric level 5. An
eccentric, but charismatic, cleric
seeking the Holy Bird. White robes
and black cloak conceal his tall,
frail and anemic frame. His eagle-
like nose is exposed for all to see.

Oberon, fighter level 3. A tall,
supple hunter adorned with bones
and horns of his prey.

Gloomfrost 13th, Earthday,
between midnight and sun-
rise

Rah crouched by the horses as
three arrows landed next to him.

Following their encounter with
hereto unknown orc horde, and
subsequent slaughter of them, the
party decided to back out of
the dungeon and rest in a camp
nearby.

Alas, sometime during the night
beastmen came out and managed
to track the party down.

Rashomon spotted them in time to
alert everyone.

The camp was a simple affair.

Three ten-feet tall rocks covered
west and south sides, the wagon
covered north side, and several
trees provided cover to the east
and north.

Derennan and Nolmbork were on
the west rocks while Rashomon
and Llyfed manned the south rock.

Oberon watched guard from one
of the north trees. Brent hid un-
derneath the wagon.

Tarkus and Rah stood by the
wagon, waiting. They opted not
to light up any torches and rely on
their demihuman friends to neu-
tralize any threats.

Few more arrows flew in their di-
rection, one killing a draft horse.

Silence.

Then that sound of someone—or
something—trying to imitate a
wolf howl.

Rashomon had enough of this non-
sense. He slid down the rock and
moved eastwards.

Llyfed followed behind him.

“There!”

Lo and behold, several crouching
humanoids just at the edge of el-
ven infravision!

Few select insults later and several
pig-faced orcs clashed against two
heavily armed elves.

Nolmbork and Derennan re-
mained vigilant, scanning for any
new threats that might come from
north, west, or south.

“Whoa!”

Rashomon stood his ground as sev-
eral more orcs came charging out
from southeast. He was outnum-
bered eight to one, but successfuly
parried all incoming attacks.

Most importantly, he prevented
the orcs from storming the camp.

Suddenly a thunderous cacophony
of howls, roars, and grunts
erupted from southeast.

Derennan’s vigilance paid off as he
kept watch of the western flank.

Moonlight illuminated a frame of
lumbering creature stepping on
top of large tree stump some hun-
dred feet away or so.

The monster raised a giant club
over its head and unleashed a roar
so loud that would make any nor-
mal man shit himself.

But Derennan was no man.

He braced himself as the mon-
strous hulk charged him, followed
by several orcs.

“They are coming from the north
as well!”

Oberon rained hell from the tree
top; Nolmbork killed orcs left and
right; Derennan duked it out with
towering beastman; Rashomon
and Llyfed held back a dozen or
so orcs; Rah and Tarkus shot and
hit whenever they could see some-
thing clearly enough; Brent cow-
ered under the wagon.

But something had to give.

Something had to give eventually.
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Last stand illustration by kickmaniac.

Hulking monster forced Derennan
to retreat off the rock.

The dwarf jumped off, and backed
up, his left side protected by an-
other rock, while wagon protected
his right side.

Hulk’s belly shimmered as the
monster laughed, cheered on by
orcs behind it.

Derennan braced his polearm.

Rah jumped in to help the dwarf.

Rashomon swung and swung. He
was landing good blows, but none
did as much damage as he ex-
pected.

Llyfed shook his head at his friend
and his determination to pick up a
sword called “Doomed.” The curse
was turning eerily prophetic.

“Perk up! We will wear them
down!” Tarkus yelled while crush-
ing yet another orc.

Several more orcs charged from
the darkness, followed by sev-
eral large, hyena headed mon-
sters. These ones had polearms
and large flails.

Rah’s remains splattered Deren-
nan.

Cleric did not stand a chance
against the hulking monster. He
died a brutal, nasty death.

Oberon screamed as beastmen
penetrated him with polearms.
The tree wasn’t tall enough.

To make things even worse, new
beastmen just kept showing up.

Three tiger-faced beastmen scaled
the south rock. They just stood
there, towering over all.

They put down some sacks, and
took out something very, very fa-
miliar to adventurers.

Oil bombs.

“No!” Llyfed’s voice cracked as
Rashomon twitched, impaled by
several polearms and hacked to
death by thousand cuts.
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Tarkus squeezed his holy symbol
and mace. This man of Law will
go down fighting.

Derennan on the other hand, was
much more interested in survival.
He turned around, and made a run
for it in the northeast direction.

Alas, he did not get far before run-
ning into three more tiger-faced
creatures.

The hulk flipped over the wagon,
and roared as Brent soiled himself.

“Parley!”

Somebody yelled.

One of the tiger-faced monsters
spoke. Terms were far from
favourable.

Lay down your weapons and for-
feit your lives.

Llyfed tried to negotiate.

His attempts were rebuffed with
an offer to set him, and his friends,
on fire.

Adventurers dropped their
weapons.

Victorious beastmen stripped them
off their weapons and valuables.

Then they tied their hands, and
dragged them back into the Den.

Orcs were forced to carry the
corpses, while the hulk picked up
two dead horses.

Wagon was left behind.

***

The captives were insulted and
spat on. They remained defiant.
Those that live, live to return the
favour.

***

They were led through familiar
corridors. They passed by orcs
scrubbing the floors and walls.

It was obvious the they were at the
bottom of the food chain.

Then they were dragged into the
unknown: the stairs leading down
they avoided several times.

Orcs did not go below, only hyena-
headed and tiger-faced beastmen
did, as well as the hulk.

In the large, well lit chamber ev-
eryone went their own way.

Tiger-faced monsters dragged the
adventurers through unknown cor-
ridors until they dumped them in
a filthy room with four corpses.

Two humans, one male dwarf, and
one female elf.

All corpses had significant signs of
abuse, especially the dwarf. They
were missing teeth and tongue.

Six survivors quickly took off their
rope bindings.

“Well, does anyone need healing?”
Tarkus offered.

“Yes, please. . . ”

Scouring the room provided very
little of use.

The party couldn’t agree on the
course of action.

Do they try to break the doors and
escape?

Do they wait for someone to par-
ley?

Something else?

So naturally, they decided to take
a nap.

Tarkus prayed.

***

“Attention, I hear heavy footsteps
incoming!”

The doors swung open.

Tiger-faced beastmen were back.

They seemed wholly unfazed—
disinterest even—in adventurers
having freed their hands.

They pointed at Nolmbork and
waved him to come out.

Llyfed tried to parley again.

He got smacked for it. Nolmbork
was escorted out, and the doors
were once again locked shut.

“Where are they taking him?”

“No idea. . . ”

They waited, and waited, and
waited.

And waited, and waited.

And waited.

***

Doors swung open once more.

Nolmbork was back, with a tint of
hope on his face!

He met with an apparent master
of this horde of beastmen, a giant
with lisp. He explained that he
bartered a deal for the party to be
released if they bring back a gold
crown befitting such a master. The
only term was to leave “the fattest
one behind.” Although being the
skinniest, everyone quickly agreed
to leave Brent Goose behind.

“Hey, we are still Lawful, we will
come back for you. By the way,
maybe you finally atone to Kadrim,
heh?”

***

Three new corpses were impaled
at the dungeon entrance:

Rashomon, Rah, and Rigby.

***

Five survivors reached Hara on
Gloomfrost 16th.

Hungry, thirsty, and dirty.
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In next issue
Adventurers head into unknown whilst holding hands.
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Mark A. Wilson
mawilson4164@gmail.com

bumblingthroughdungeons.com
RPGGeek: mawilson4

Right then. Where where we?

This issue finds me writing in a hurry, prior to Origins, the 
large gaming Convention here in Ohio. In the last couple 
years I have begun taking board game design much more 
seriously, and Origins is somewhat akin to my Super Bowl.

I have about 16 hours of playtesting reserved through two 
different organizations, a designer dinner meetup and 
another networking mixer, several people to touch base 
with who are hoping to play my games. AND…exactly 
zero publisher meetings.

Yes, the letdown this year is that in doggedly trying to 
prepare several games - both the games themselves and 
pitch materials for them - I left no time to research and 
contact publishers. As colleagues on various Discord 
servers talk excitedly about their pitch schedule, I’ll be 
dutifully playtesting.

Which isn’t the worst outcome, particularly given current 
tariffs. There are a lot of “no” responses in the best of times 
for unproven designers, let alone when financial winds 
blow so unfavorably.

Still, it’s the lone major annoyance in an otherwise 
whirlwind week. Next year, with at least seven strongly-
developed games accompanied by pitch materials (sell 
sheet, video, etc.) publisher meetings will be top priority.

On the home front, I am moving in to a (rented) house with 
my girlfriend next month. My apartment is a mess of boxes 
at the moment, even given that I’m a bit of a minimalist. 
Busy month, combined with Origins. I need a break that 
assuredly won’t come on the other side of all of this.

The Transition to E&A
I think everyone got a taste of how difficult it is to do 
something by committee, but I am happy we’re finally 
resolved into something concrete. My thanks to those who 
did the lion’s share of the work in corralling the disparate 
communication chains and opinions into something 
actionable.

I do not think I’ll be contributing to Lisa’s one-off zine 
tribute to Lee. Not because I’m not interested, but because 
I don’t feel I know Lee well enough to make a meaningful 
contribution. Suffice to say, I’m grateful for A&E and my 
time writing for it, and the work Lee did to keep it running.

Media
The Arkadians is a young adult novel that was nevertheless 
quite endearing. Some of you could likely read it in a 
single day. I did as well, albeit during a two-night solo 
train ride across the country earlier this year where I had 
little else to do but read and think.

In that same trip was a re-reading of The Book of Disquiet, 
a staggeringly unique tome from Fernando Pessoa, or 
rather one of his many pseudonyms. He wrote under 
several in his lifetime, attributed different personalities and 
characteristics to each. Something of the true author must 
be in the work, but parsing between fictionalized disquiet 
and True disquiet is an impossible labyrinth. Fascinating 
and quotable, in any case.

Movies:
• Baby Driver is excellent. It’s a movie with a clear 

vision and assured execution.
• Flow is stunning. I’d call it meditative if it weren’t so 

anxiety-inducing at certain moments.
• Wicked is polished but overlong and not as memorable 

as it wants to be. The runtime and multiple false 
endings provided some inadvertent amusement.

• Speed Racer is an unexpected delight. Lots of fun!
• Pictures of Ghosts, a deeper cut from the Criterion 

Channel, is lovely, a haunting love letter to the city of 
Recife and how the ravages of time wash over our 
culture and replace it with something new. A bit overly 
sentimental at times, but this is excusable for a film 
asking us to come on an obscure little journey.

• Digimon Adventure: Last Evolution Kizuna is only 
for those who have followed Digimon since they were 
kids, as I have. It’s a touching sendoff of sorts that 
allows the protagonists to mature…if not at the same 
pace as their audience, at least enough that the 
audience can see in the show a reflection of their own 
progression through life’s transitions. The music and 
animation remain on point, as does the voice acting.

ISSUE #1 (Legacy Issue #61,       
   E&A #1 - July ‘25)

https://www.bumblingthroughdungeons.com


RPGs
As I write this, we’re hitting the home stretch of a rather 
sprawling sandbox campaign in 5e. We continue to bat 
around other system ideas, but have not been able to settle 
on any that the whole group is good with. As such, 5e it is.

Or 5.5e at this point, I suppose. D&D’s odd half-edition is 
seemingly not selling too well, but we’ve been in 5e for 
nearly a decade at this point. I will be happy to explore 
some new mechanics, even though our campaigns are long 
enough that there remains ample mechanical ideas I’ve yet 
to explore in 5e.

The Previous Campaign
Island-continent that had been taken over by aggressive 
plant life several years ago, with only bastions of 
civilization cut off from one another. We played as sort of a 
magical police force who could navigate the wilderness 
better than commoners. Eventually, this spiraled into an 
investigation into the plant takeover and the forces behind 
it.

Homebrew setting and campaign. Very sandbox-y. The last 
couple GM’s we’ve had have let us get away with a lot of 
non-combat shenanigans, which can be fun at times but 
grates in the macro when, for instance, I might go a whole 
session without rolling a die. We trend away from crunchy 
mechanical stuff, which I don’t mind at all (I certainly 
don’t want, say, Pathfinder levels of combat optimization), 
but I prefer a bit more balance.

My PC is a Minnesota-accented druid with a love of tea 
and herbs, and who makes a bunch of puns, shares non-
sequitur plant facts, and is generally quite jovial. My last 
couple characters were a bit less generally likable, so I 
wanted someone who who be more affable.

It’s worked well. He integrates with the world and party 
easily, which is how I gauge character success. Druids have 
too many mechanical options for my liking, but I try to 
focus on 1-2 new things per level and it works.

The Next Campaign
Something called “Myriad: City of Tiers” which we don’t 
know tons about but shouldn’t be overlong and the GM is 
excited to run, which is good enough for me.

We vetoed Vecna: Eve of Ruin, an official 5e adventure that 
apparently is horrifically railroaded. The possible appeal(s) 
of the campaign were that it revisited previous campaign 
settings from 5e and allowed you the chance to play your 
old characters. Also levels 10-20, and I’ve never made it 
that high in a campaign.

My Next Campaign as GM
The Vecna campaign mentioned above doesn’t sound great 
on its own, but as a book I could cannibalize for ideas, I’m 
moderately intrigued. I have a High Forest (enormous 
woodland setting in the Forgotten Realms) hex crawl idea 
that I actually think could integrate with some of the Vecna 
book’s ideas. I may try to spin those together into a 
Frankenstein monster, which is how most of my campaigns 
come together anyway (and many others too, I’d imagine), 
as a mix of ideas ripped wholcloth from other sources 
mixed with my own overarching narrative.

Alternatively, the campaign we were originally supposed to 
run next (before I backed out owing to my design efforts 
and their demands on my time) was an urban skullduggery 
campaign set in the city of Waterdeep. Urban campaigns 
and me get along famously, and Waterdeep is a second 
home of sorts. This may still end up being our next 
campaign, though the group likes mixing things up, and so 
the “Myriad” campaign we’re about to do may fill them up 
on urban adventures.

Lastly, I could jump setting again and explore a nautical 
campaign I’ve had in mind for some time, loosely inspired 
by Assassin’s Creed IV: Black Flag. In a previous 
campaign as GM, I ran a few sessions with ship-to-ship 
combat as a trial run for some of what could happen in this 
one.

Post-Origins I’ll need to start prepping these in earnest, 
starting with one and then expanding out.

Next Month
Gods, still too much. The game design is not slowing, I 
have reading I want to get to, and the aforementioned 
campaign prep will loom as well. And I’ll be living with 
my girlfriend by then. 

All good problems to have, of course.

Ephemera - Written on a Cross-Country Train Ride:
• I made a pact with Hemingway on a train once that, no 

matter what, we'd meet again one day. It was a pact 
made in the spirit of men who know it's unlikely to be 
fulfilled, but believe it will be nevertheless. 
Hemingway died in 1961, some 23 years before I was 
born. Despite this inconvenient fact, the pact remains.

I wrote this in the early morning after waking. Immediately 
prior in some half-dream state, the pact had been struck, 
and I knew I needed to record it in order that it be 
remembered.



Quasipseudoludognostication #1​ Patrick Riley​ 

Reintroduction 

For the inaugural issue of Ever & Anon, I thought a 
reintroduction was in order, especially for those who 
joined this new endeavor after Alarums & Excursions. 

I was a contributor to A&E for over 30 years. I changed 
my zine title several times and lost count at least once, 
but most recently it was Sinister Things, taken from the 
name of a campaign I was running at the time I made 
the change. For E&A, I wanted a fresh new title. My 
current campaign is The Adventurers Guild (a D&D 5e 
2024 joint), but I didn’t want to call my zine that. The 
fresh new ridiculous title I picked is intended to be 
ridiculous and it requires no explanation. 

I’m a godless liberal and California native. I’m a cynical 
and disaffected GenXer, but I repeat myself. My degree 
is in physics, but I have been a product manager in tech 
for the past 25 years. I tell people that I’m not an 
engineer, but I can roleplay as one. 

I have been married since 1997. Step-daughter died in 
2020 at 35 due to <redacted>. We currently have 3 
indoor cats and 5 or 6 trap-and-release ferals who hang 
out in our backyard. 

I am barely active on any social platforms and proudly 
never had Facebook nor Twitter. You can read about my 
recent adventures on LinkedIn later on in this zine. I am 
xenongames on Boardgamegeek and sexagesimalian 
on discussion.tekeli.li and Discord. 

I like board games and have a fairly large collection, but 
don’t get to play them enough, and generally think of 
myself more as a roleplayer. I am running a D&D 
campaign now (June 2025) because a) no one else 
stepped up to the plate to run something and b) we 
needed more players and couldn’t find any for anything 
besides D&D. 

I attend DunDraCon and Kublacon each year where I 
host a game, but I rarely run the same game twice. In 
general, once I run something, my brain wants to move 
onto something else. This is also part of the reason why 
I do not do in-depth game write-ups. The other is that I 
cannot capture how the game felt in each moment and 
so my retellings feel flat and sterile when I try to write 
them. 

GMing Style 
For reasons I don’t understand, I asked a couple of my 
players “How would you (briefly) describe my GM style?” 

Tammy whom I’ve played with for 20 years(?) said, 

I would say you like a fair cooperative play where both the 
GM and the Players can set the scene. But you won't pull 
punches just to please the players. You like a balance of 
roleplay and action, but are perfectly fine with a game 

session that's just filled with roleplay, unless you see the 
player's going down the rabbit hole, and then you'd 

intervene. 

Rameen is a less experienced roleplayer whom I met 
when they joined the current campaign said, 

Technical (which brings in a very particular predictability... 
cuz like... it's already written in the rules), fair, challenging, 
and I always feel like we're all on the same side as players 
there to have fun. Also you have a lot of experience, which 
in the end reveals whatever challenge as kind of just right. 

I don’t know if this is revelatory in any way, but I 
thought I’d share. 

200 Words 
Probably my favorite quote is from Eric Hoffer: 

There is not an idea that cannot be expressed in 200 
words. But the writer must know precisely what he wants 
to say. If you have nothing to say and want badly to say it, 

then all the words in all the dictionaries will not suffice. 

I try to apply this notion to my writing and keep it 
concise. Of course, expressing an idea is not proving an 
idea and 200 words doesn’t provide enough space to 
provide illustrative examples, anticipate 
counterarguments, or to cover every possible exception 
or corner case. But for conveying the basic principle 
and getting the idea across, 200 words is plenty. I 
usually find that I’ve exhausted everything I want to say 
about an idea well before I hit the 200-word mark. Like 
now. 

Having said that, I think the great advantage of an 
APA/zine platform is that it encourages long-form 
essays and discussions. Contributions tend to be more 
thoughtful than your typical forum or reddit thread. I 
appreciate that there is no pressure to respond 
immediately. 

San Jose, California​ ​ sexagesimalian@gmail.com 



Involuntary Unscheduled Vacation 

I was laid off at the end of February. They had also laid 
off a bunch of folks at the end of 2024 as they offshored 
positions. Those folks got a three-month heads-up—I 
got three minutes. Since I knew there were shenanigans 
afoot, I had already removed a bunch of personal stuff 
from my cubicle at the beginning of January. 

I had the pleasure of going in for a 7:00 a.m. meeting1 at 
which I was told to leave my laptop and leave the 
building. This layoff was in name only because within a 
couple months they had opened a position with my 
former title with a similar salary range. I knew my new 
boss was a <expletive deleted> but I didn’t realize 
exactly how much. This has nothing to do with the 
shenanigans in Washington D.C. 

I had been working at this place for 13½ years. I had 
more than double the seniority of anyone in our 
extended team. I used to say, “I know where all the 
skeletons are buried, and I even buried a few myself.” I 
managed the core product line, the operating system it 
ran on, the standalone management system used by all 
the products, and I recently took over the decryption 
solution when the last product manager was let go back 
in October. There are whole sections of the architecture 
and technology that only I understand (outside of a few 
engineers), not because I’m that smart, but because I’ve 
been managing it for over a decade and no one else 
had to (or cared to) know it. 

I have been laid off twice before. Both times, I had been 
with the company for less than two years. In those 
instances, I was sad. In this instance, I am angry. The 
phrase I have been using is, “I don’t want to work for a 
company that would be so stupid as to lay me off.” Yes, 
it sounds arrogant, but I am allowing my ego that one 
indulgence. 

A number of former coworkers went out of their way 
(not just LinkedIn) to reach out to me not only with 
condolences, but also affirmations and active offers to 
help my job search. They used words like shocked and 
horrified to describe their reactions to the news. This 
definitely helped keep my spirits up as I went through 
rounds of sending out resumes and not getting past 

1 I moved it up from 7:30 since I was the coordinator and ran 
the PowerPoint for an 8:00 meeting with the product team 
and the worldwide sales engineers. At 8:05, I got a text from 
one of my (former) teammates where I was and if I’d be 
running the meeting. I cannot roll my eyes hard enough. 

first interviews. I also later heard that many saw my 
departure as a bellwether event that triggered them 
looking for employment elsewhere. 

Two months into my search, one of these former 
colleagues reached out to me saying that the guy at his 
company who was doing the same product 
management stuff I was doing just retired and thus 
there was an opening I could potentially just walk into. 
This was a lower-tier competitor of my former 
company, so I was walking in with a ton of domain 
knowledge and expertise. The process took a month, 
but eventually they hired me at a slightly higher salary 
than I had been making. 

It’s a really good thing I landed this when I did because 
half way through the interviews, LinkedIn suspended 
my account, ostensibly for security reasons. I think it 
was because they kept saying I was logging in via Edge, 
but I wasn’t,2 so I reset my password a few times, and 
then had a series of erroneous logins because I and my 
browser lost track of which password was which. Maybe 
it was also because I sometimes use a VPN? Or their 
new AI-based security solution just sucks. 

Because I could not log into LinkedIn, I could not file a 
support ticket. Nor could I reach them using other 
social media channels because I’m not on other social 
media channels. It took me a couple of weeks to finally 
prove my identity, but they then killed my account 
because (they said) I violated their community policies. 
The current hypothesis is that the security system 
doesn’t like my email address (which is not even the 
primary email address on the account). 

The last notice did provide an appeal form I could 
access, but when I hit submit on the page, it would say 
“We’re sorry. There was an error creating your case. 
Please try again.” This happened for 3 weeks by the 
time I just gave up. By the time you read this, I hopefully 
will have set up a new account with a new email 
address. For silly superstitious reasons, I didn’t want to 
do this before I started my new position. 

The new place is great so far. The only hiccup has been 
getting used to the Mac laptop (I’ve been a Windows 
guy for the past 30 years). I could have insisted on 
getting a Windows PC, but I figured that becoming 
“bilingual” was a good thing.  : )  

2 I guess DuckDuckGo browser is mistaken for Edge? 
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Kublacon 2025 

I “flew solo” for this convention as my usual roommate 
skipped this year due to the timing of his Japanese 
vacation. Overall, the games were underwhelming and 
didn’t hit the heights they could have, but lacked the “so 
bad that I can have fun with it” vibe that was 
DunDraCon. 

Terraforming Mars 
This was just the base game plus the Prelude 
expansion. One of the five players was completely new. 
As a general rule, I let the game host teach the rules 
and I don’t interrupt. To prevent myself from 
interjecting, I made a point of not paying attention, so I 
can’t say how well it was done, but this particular player 
seemed to pick up things very slowly (if at all) and 
needed the help and advice of another player 
throughout the game. It didn’t help that another player, 
who was advising on which cards to purchase and play, 
prevented the newbie from making newbie mistakes. 
Sure, they could save some cards for the end of the 
game and didn’t need to play them now, but let them 
learn that organically on their own. 

For my part, I had to struggle and scrape for everything 
I got. For example, for those familiar with the game, I 
didn’t play a single blue card. For the first couple of 
turns, I was forced to just use standard actions to buy 
power plants. I was playing Mining Guild and the player 
who was advising the newbie felt obligated at the start 
to say that was the worst of the lot and that his group 
had banned it. I don’t particularly like it, but my other 
choice was Thorgate that I have a superstition against. 
Even so, I was able to take advantage of some 
fortuitous timing and my “just focus on the plan and 
don’t get distracted” playing style carried me to a 
second-place finish, only losing on the money 
tiebreaker by a few bucks. 

Kids on Bikes 
One of the difficulties I have with some scenarios with 
kids or teens as protagonists is that there is an inherent 
expectation that the PCs will create their own trouble 
and that’s simply not my first (or second, third…) 
instinct. In this particular game, my character had to get 
to a party (to get answers to a math test so that she 
could pass the test and be allowed to go to the Richard 
Marx concert… Very Important) and I went into my “just 
focus on the plan and don’t get distracted” playing style. 
This can make both myself and my character get very 

frustrated when the other players and PCs just want to 
have shenanigans. In this case, it wasn’t so bad and we 
were able to make it to the party. 

PCs have 6 stats which have values from d4 to d20 (one 
of each die type). Higher is better. I think I rolled a d20 
five times and the highest roll I ever got was a 5, 
including two 1s. It’s a good thing that this session had a 
humorous tone so that these terrible results didn’t have 
any horrific consequences. 

The party was busted by the cops, one of the PCs (my 
PC’s younger sister) was abducted and taken to the 
spooky private science laboratory. The second half of 
the game consisted of infiltrating and rescuing the 
other PCs and a bunch of other kids who were being 
subjected to some weird psychic experimentation that 
no one understood. 

The scenario was written for 4 players: 2 kids and 2 
teens. We only had 3 players, so there was only 1 kid PC 
which gave that player a bit of extra spotlight time after 
the abduction. With another kid in the PC mix, it would 
have split the party exactly in half and not felt quite so 
off-balance. Even so, it was handled well and I never felt 
neglected or bored. 

BASH! Ultimate Edition 
BASH! is a superhero game that has a bit of a Villains & 
Vigilantes and Marvel Superheros (FASERIP) feel. The 
scenario, unbeknownst to me, was based on the Super 
Powereds series of books from Drew Hayes. I’m not 
familiar with these stories, but a few of the players 
were. In general, I avoid playing scenarios based on 
established stories or shows, like X-Men or Buffy the 
Vampire Slayer, in which the PCs are canon characters. I 
got into roleplaying to play my own characters and I 
have had bad experiences with players either playing 
the characters “wrong” or professing their own opinions 
about how I should be playing the character. 

In this case, the other players were fine. Sure, one was 
super-annoying, but he was playing a character who is 
defined as super-annoying. And the player of a PC that 
my PC was supposedly in a relationship with never 
acted as if we were together. Since they knew the 
characters and I did not, a bit of help and cooperation 
in this regard would have helped me a lot. 

What got to me was that the GM and in-the-know 
players were being delighted by various, albeit minor, 
moments in the game. I felt like I was missing the 

Patrick Riley​ 3​ Quasipseudoludognostication 



joke—they were simply having more fun than I was. I 
don’t say this in a selfish or jealous way, but it added to 
the sense that I was an outsider watching their game, 
not playing along with them. 

The scenario itself was tied into the lore of the setting, 
but it basically boiled down to the baddies wanting to 
recreate the special serum that allowed those who 
could not control their powers to gain control and had 
abducted a bunch of powered teens that the PCs had to 
track down and rescue. This included locating a 
warehouse that had been converted into a makeshift 
youth center/shelter for powereds. The main resident 
of the place had power suppression powers she 
couldn’t turn off, so it was a safe place. But it was also 
the nexus from which teens were being abducted (with 
the owner’s knowledge). 

After a fight with and interrogation of some baddies, 
this led the PCs to a secret facility in the Nevada desert. 
One infiltration and a show-down with a big bad, a 
shapeshifter who liked being a big ass dragon, and the 
day was saved. 

Trail of Cthulhu 
This scenario was The Many Deaths of Edward Bigsby 
which, unbeknownst to me, is a published scenario for 
Trail of Chthulhu. I do not like it when DMs run 
published scenarios. I find it gauche, unless it is run by 
the company itself. It is especially bad when it is not 
advertised as such. It also reduces my desire to recap 
the plot. 

Suffice to say that it was a clever little mystery that 
didn’t really wrap up satisfactorily. The PCs were a bit 
too cautious which helped with survivability, but 
prevented them from getting to the weirder—and 
probably more fun—ways the scenario could have 
turned out. 

Power Grid 
It is generally not a good idea to short yourself $11 for 
at least one turn of production early on and fall behind 
the curve in both power plant purchases and expansion 
in a five-player game. That’s what I’m blaming for my 
miserable fifth-place performance. I was also a bit 
distracted being “rules czar” since the game host (who 
was not playing) wasn’t up to speed with the changes in 
the Recharged version of the rules.  

Shadowdark 
This is an OSR game that is on the lighter side of that 
spectrum, which I prefer. This was also a published 

scenario, Winter's Daughter, converted to Shadowdark. 
It’s half dungeon crawl, half trek to faerie. 

As a system Shadowdark is fine. You only get XP from 
treasure—not defeating monsters or overcoming other 
challenges (presumably which would then reward the 
players with treasure). “Treasure” is an abstract counter 
with some carrying-capacity limits rather than specific 
amounts of gold, gems, and such. This has the knockon 
effect of wanting to avoid combat unless there is 
obvious treasure to be won. It also behooves PCs to 
pick up treasure immediately rather than waiting and 
coming back for it as they might be able to level up 
faster. We did have a chance to level up (from 1st to 
2nd) in this adventure, but it reinforced how much I 
hate rolling randomly for hit points at each level.  

World of Darkness 
The PCs were parapsychology students, staff, and 
faculty from University of Arizona investigating a 
haunted house. I suspect that this scenario was 
supposed to be driven by PC shenanigans. There were 6 
PCs, but only 4 players, so the GM was playing 2 of 
them. Each PC (except the professor, ironically) either 
had supernatural powers or unknown links to the 
supernatural. Many had personal agendas tied to the 
house. My character did not—just an athlete trying to 
get a passing grade—so I am not sure what I was 
supposed to have done in the adventure except follow 
along. One of the PC-turned-NPC was a mage with mind 
domination powers and when it tried to dominate my 
character, it triggered a latent “you come from a family 
of Aztec vampire worshippers” abilities, but that was 
just at the very end and I didn’t get to do much with it. 
In the denouement, the GM described the ancient 
vampire in the basement, the history of gods, vampires, 
and werewolves in ancient Egypt coming to 
Mesoamerica, and so on. It was interesting, but none of 
it managed to come out in play. I’d say it was a wasted 
opportunity and may have been better except that the 
PCs with the most active agendas were played by the 
GM. Then again, that would have resulted in PvP which I 
generally hate. 

Savage Worlds 
I ran a game on the last day and hours of the con, 
Monday morning (Memorial Day, a national holiday). 
What follows is the scenario copy-and-pasted from my 
notes. 
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For Family And Home 

This was my Savage Worlds game set in my City of 1000 
Names setting. The PCs were goblins who were 
avenging the death of their cousin (all goblins are 
“cousins”) when they stumble upon a religious sect of 
kobolds who were attempting to bring back Tiamat and 
unite all five kobold clans (red, blue, green, white, and 
black) under a common banner. I ran on Monday 
morning and only got 4 out of the 6 players who signed 
up, but that was plenty. 

It had been a while since I ran Savage Worlds and I 
could feel the rust. I found myself having to look up too 
many things and getting frustrated at how slow 
searching on a PDF can be. I also made the mistake—as 
I have done far too often recently—of underestimating 
how long scenes would take, especially the last one. It 
was a 6-hour game slot, but the scenario itself could 
easily have gone 8 hours. I think I’m just worried about 
making the game too basic, too trite, and 
overcompensate. Plus, I am very hesitant to interrupt 
PC roleplaying just to move a scene along (provided 
that the players are having fun). 

In preparation, I expanded the goblin lore with the 
following: 

Two concepts that are very confusing to outsiders is the 
distinction between “sha-gek” or “needful borrowing” and 
“mat-shu” or “malicious or greedy thievery.” City law does 
differentiate the two and this has resulted in giving goblins 
a reputation as thieves. Within goblin society, taking what 
one truly needs is accepted but there is an expectation that 
it will be repaid in kind, either directly or down the line. 
Stealing what someone simply wants is disapproved of and 
retaliation or shunning is to be expected. 

Also in preparation for the game, I wrote out a lot of the 
flavor text ahead of time. I wanted to make sure I 
captured the flavor of The City and the various scenes 
and not miss any details in the heat of the game. Even 
so, I do think I missed a beat that bypassed some 
investigative opportunities, but that would have just 
made the game go longer, so it is probably for the best. 

In the following, I have shaved off all of the 
system-specific details to make it more generic and 
scalable. The boxed text is scene descriptions to be 
read aloud to the players. Italicized text indicates 
specific NPC dialog. 

The PCs 
Neeru is an aged shaman and healer with deep roots in 
the community. They are kind and gentle soul who will 
ruthlessly destroy anyone who hurts their family. When 
Sesha was abandoned by their parent’s Neeru took in 
the orc child since no one should be without family; 
besides, proving orcs wrong in their underestimation of 
the “weak” is goblin tradition. Though their prime 
“adventuring” days are behind them, Neeru 
nevertheless likes to get out and help the “youths” from 
time to time.  

Lochan is a seasoned warrior who has been in too 
many battles. They were on the front lines (alongside 
dwarves) against the black kobold clan when the scaly 
bastards tried to cut off a major Undercity route under 
the strait. Though victorious, Lochan lost an eye. Now 
they avoid fights when possible, but when blood must 
be shed, they fight with a frightening ferocity. 

Dhani & Vasi are siblings who both embody and defy 
the stereotype of goblins as thieves, scoundrels, and 
cheats. They are definitely that, but only to those who 
deserve it. Between Dhani’s impulsiveness and big 
mouth and Vasi’s curiosity and vengeful nature, they 
often find themselves in over their heads; fortunately, 
they have the skills to escape the pickles they put 
themselves into. 

[Dhani also had the quirk that he “persistently tries to 
make prop bets and dares for money with anyone, 
anytime, about anything.” Unfortunately, the player 
never did any of that. I even put in an explicit 
opportunity for him to engage in a gambling game and 
he didn’t bite.] 

Cleverer than most, Bhavya has studied the alchemical 
arts and uses their concoctions for both profit and in 
service of their family. They have developed a vaping 
habit (they can quit anytime they want to… they just 
don’t want to) and enjoy inventing new juices. 

Sesha was born without a right arm and was 
abandoned by their parents—orc culture is very cruel 
and unforgiving of weakness (real or perceived). Neeru 
took in and named the child and raised Sesha as their 
own. Sesha is a teen and coming of age which is a 
tumultuous time in most people’s lives, but Sesha has 
the additional challenge of being an outsider—not fully 
accepted by the greater goblin community and rejected 
by orc society. 
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Getting the Thing 
[This scene was just an introduction to the system and 
to start off with a bang, as it were.] 

Your cousin Chandra runs a shop that specializes in 
alchemical and artificer supplies—the kinds of esoteric 
things that you don’t ask questions about how he 
acquired them. It has taken you three days to hunt 
down a source for golden nevermind and that has 
brought you to an abandoned temple in the first 
underlayer of The City. You have a leather pouch with 
several gems. They have a case containing the prize, 
you presume. Now is time for the exchange. 

Once the exchange is made and the ne’er do wells have 
the gems, they will surround and betray the PCs, 
attempting to get back the prize. 

Scene of the Crime 
Much later that day, you arrive at Chandra’s unmarked 
shop—people who need to know about it know about 
it—to find a strange symbol painted in blood on the 
door. The lock on the door is busted. Inside, you find it 
ransacked.. Shelves have been torn down and tables 
overturned. Debris is scattered about the floor. There 
are scorch marks on the primary counter. 

Chandra had a golem made of clay to protect the shop, 
but it now lies on the floor in multiple pieces. Just past 
the doorway into his laboratory-slash-workshop, you 
see Chandra’s body lying dead on the ground in a pool 
of blood. This area has also been looted and destroyed. 
As you survey the scene, you hear a weak tapping 
coming from under the overturned workbench. 

Under the workbench, pinned under a trap door is 
Rajesh, Chandra’s new assistant. Rajesh has been 
trapped there for two days. The PCs have not met him 
before. Chandra’s previous assistant was a green 
kobold called Murano. 

“I was in the workshop when I heard a bunch of people 
come in. Chandra was at the counter and told me to stay 
in the back. I peeked through the door anyway. I saw a 
bunch of orcs and someone smaller in a purple robe. I 
didn’t understand what they were saying ‘cuz it was in 
orcish, but I did hear the figure say ‘something something 
aqua draconis.’ I heard garbled orcish shouting and then 
cousin Chandra gave the Zeebo defend command. Once 
things got out of hand, I hid back here.” 

“I heard fighting and then Chandra came through the 
door, but he never made it as the orcs swarmed him. I 
ducked into this trapdoor.”  

He will pause as he tears up in shame and anger. This 
break causes a disruption in his story. If the PCs ask 
Rajesh to recall more about the figure, he will say, “I 
never saw its face—it never removed the hood— but I did 
see a red tail poke out from the robe. And the robe had a 
symbol on the back.” He will then draw the symbol of 
Tiamat. 

He knows that aqua draconis is a powerful acid that 
dissolves anything except copper. Taking inventory of 
the damage, he will see that there is no sign of the 
copper vessel that held the aqua draconis. There were 
several items of value taken, but most of it was 
destroyed. Notably, the orcs never found the secret 
hiding places where most of the store’s coins and gems 
were stored. 

Follow-up 
A simple networking check can identify the symbol on 
the door as belonging to the Bloodfang gang and where 
they usually hang out—a tavern called Gunther’s. 

Networking cannot identify the other symbol, but can 
turn up rumors of kobolds in purple robes (if they 
search for that).  

●​ Blue kobold onboard a ship carrying the Heart 
of Ice from the frozen wastes. 

●​ A jar of bottled lightning was stolen from the lab 
of Prof. Twiggins at the University, 

Gunther’s 
As you approach from a side street off a main 
thoroughfare, you see the light coming out of the open 
doorway and hear raucous music from a band playing 
with more enthusiasm than skill.  

The tables and chairs are mismatched and have 
undergone countless repairs. The stone floor is stained 
brown. The tables in the main area are well populated 
with a variety of peoples: mostly humans, dwarves, and 
orcs. A harried halfling is busily taking and delivering 
orders. A husky orc stands behind the long bar and is 
too distracted serving customers to take notice of you. 
The band playing on the cramped stage consists of an 
elf, gnoll, and gnome and a banner displays their name: 
The Hellmouth Trio. 
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At a table across from the entrance two orcs, a dwarf, 
and a gnoll are playing some type of game with bone 
tiles. The dwarf curses loudly before taking a large, swift 
swig from her cup. 

On the far right side of the room there is a wooden 
target where five orcs are throwing axes at a terrified 
gnoll while drinking out of dented mugs. They are 
wearing leather armor save for one in chain shirt and 
greaves. Their backs are decorated with the Bloodfang 
symbol. They are too distracted to notice you. There are 
no other obvious Bloodfang members in this place. 

There are open seats at the bar as well as a small table 
next to the stage. 

Bloodfang Gang 
If the PCs confront the gang, the orcs will laugh at the 
goblins and not consider them a threat. They will begin 
with intimidation and resort to violence if provoked. 

If violence breaks out, the patrons will move their tables 
back to give the fight some room. Gunther will begin 
taking bets with the waitress switching from running 
drinks to running markers. The band will continue 
playing unless physically disrupted. 

Their leader, Bolga, will speak for the gang and not 
answer any of the PC’s questions. The only realistic 
option is to defeat the Bloodfang in a fight. If the PCs 
wait until the bar closes and the gang leaves, the orcs 
will suffer penalties due to inebriation. 

If defeated, Bolga will answer their questions. She will 
admit to being the ones who killed their cousin and 
ransacked his store. They have already either fenced or 
spent everything they stole. They were brought in as 
extra muscle by Rori, a red kobold. Rori only cared 
about the aqua draconis and took nothing else. Rori 
approached them—she has no idea how to contact Rori 
and had no plans on meeting them again. Rori always 
wore the purple robe and seemed to be “some type of 
religious zealot” and saying prayers in kobold (that none 
of the Bloodfang understand or would care to pay 
attention to even if they did). Rori wore a medallion 
with a dragon symbol that they would clutch. 

Game of Guts 
The game being played is a betting game called Guts, 
similar to 3 Card Brag. They are playing with bone tiles 
that show the rank and suit (dagger, skull, tooth, eye). 
The backs of the tiles have been marked with 

warmsight inks and gives an insurmountable advantage 
to anyone who can read and decode them. 

Orcs: Tharg & Dirk. They are teaming up to cheat the 
other players. They take turns winning or losing pots to 
each other to obscure the fact that they are cheating. A 
successful gambling roll will reveal their tactics to the 
PCs. 

They will counter any accusation of cheating with 
intimidation and violence. They would refuse to let any 
goblins play and would rather cease the game than 
have their scheme revealed. If outnumbered, they 
would rather run than get in a fight, but will otherwise 
fight to defend their honor. 

Gnoll: K’ren (& Milo). K’ren met Tharg in the fighting 
pits and would never suspect that an orc would 
perform goblin-like cheating. She has been growing 
frustrated as the game has progressed. She is amused 
by the bullying of her thrall Milo but it has failed to take 
the edge off her temper. 

If the game is interrupted by the PCs’ presence, she will 
loudly call Milo over in gnollish, “Toesucker! Come here. 
Momma needs some attention!” Milo will obediently and 
obsequiously scamper over to her and take his position 
at her feet. She will then attach a leash to his collar. 

Dwarf: Nory Feldspar. Nory’s conservative play has 
kept her in the game longer than she might otherwise. 
Even so, each lost hand is followed by a stiff drink and 
she has become quite drunk. This has made her quite 
chatty and friendly and would welcome the PCs to join 
the game, claiming “They might bring me luck, or at least 
give someone else a chance to lose for a while.” 

If the PCs expose the orcs’ cheating, Nory will be 
grateful and offer to buy them drinks. She will ask about 
their business and have a friendly conversation. If the 
topic of kobolds comes up, she orders more drinks and 
explains how her brother-in-law, Ogav Kindlebrick, had 
gotten “jammed up” with some kobolds and was now in 
jail, accused of stealing a flamestone from the 
Everforge. The flamestone is a perpetually burning, 
impossibly hot rock—one of many—that powers the 
Everforge. 

Ogav is currently in a local jail, but he will be transferred 
to a more secure facility “soon.” If the PCs can help him 
break out—and the transfer is the only realistic 
option—then they could learn what he knows and they 
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would be rewarded out of the funds the kobolds 
promised him. 

Jailbreak 
Ogav Kindlebrick was an assistant at the Everforge. He 
was not getting the respect he thought he was due and 
he would often complain about this at the local tavern. 
Over the course of several weeks, he developed a 
friendship with a blue kobold that he knew as Bektar 
who would give him a sympathetic ear and buy him 
drinks. Eventually, Bektar convinced Ogav to do a very 
simple thing—neglect to properly close and secure a 
chute used to collect scrap—for which he would be 
handsomely compensated to the order of 
one-thousand gold. Ogav imagined that Bektar might 
steal some valuable works and precious metals, but he 
never imagined that Bektar would steal a flamestone. 
Flamestones would burn through or melt anything used 
to transport it and Ogav does not know how they pulled 
it off (they used a simple sack lined with red dragon 
scales). 

Ogav was supposed to rendezvous with Bektar the next 
day and receive his payment. Unfortunately, when Ogav 
reported to his shift, the theft had been discovered and 
Ogav was detained. Further investigation revealed the 
mode of entry and Ogav was formally charged and 
jailed. Ogav sees himself as a victim and wants his 
promised reward. He has not yielded to interrogation 
and has maintained his innocence. In the PCs, he sees a 
means of escape. If they break him out of jail, he will 
lead them to a meeting with Bektar at the rendezvous 
point. 

The transport wagon is hauled by a stone golem. Two 
guards ride on top of the wagon with crossbows at the 
ready. One guard walks in front and one guard follows 
the wagon with a battle axe and shield. The wagon is 
made of steel reinforced wood. It has a single door with 
a heavy lock and four small windows with vertical steel 
bars. 

Library 
The City Library sits on the eastern side of the straight 
near the major civil buildings that run The City 
bureaucracy. It is a circular domed building three 
stories tall. There are no windows in the stone structure 
and the only entrance is a twelve-foot tall door of dark 
wood and steel bands. Two human guards, each armed 
with a glaive and crossbow, stoically stand guard on 
either side of the doors. 

In front of the guards, there is a stone pedestal topped 
with an iron lock box. The box displays a symbol 
showing five coins. A youthful gnome stands behind the 
pedestal and leans with their elbows on the top of the 
box. They look quite bored. 

The entrance fee to the library is 5 gold coins per 
person. The gnome—Gallifred—collects the coins and 
places them through a slot in the top of the box. The 
box is bolted to the stone. Once payment is made, 
Gallifred signals to the guards and one will open the 
door just wide enough to let someone pass through. 
Trespassers and thieves are deterred with lethal force if 
necessary. 

Two more guards stand inside the grand doors, but 
they are too busy scanning the interior of the library to 
pay you notice as you enter. The library is a grand space 
that smells of wood, leather, and paper. The circular 
wall consists of two tiers of bookshelves holding 
countless tomes and scrolls. A narrow walkway 
accessed via a couple of stairs on either side of the 
room provides access to the upper tier. The central area 
is occupied by large reading tables, smaller desks, and 
few ornamental statues and lamps that glow without 
emitting flame or smoke. Two dozen or more people of 
many races are either reading quietly or studying the 
shelves. Light is provided by several skylights in the 
ceiling, including a huge came glass window at the apex 
of the dome. 

To the right side of the building is a sizable, 
semi-circular desk with several piles of books. An aerion 
with spectacles perched on their beak stands behind 
the desk. They are pretending not to be watching you as 
you enter. 

Hu Song, aerion librarian on duty. His job, which he 
takes very seriously and is very prideful of, is to help 
library patrons find what they are looking for. He lacks 
any specific knowledge on any topic—but he knows 
where it could be found in the library. Suggested titles: 

●​ Dragons & Serpents: A Natural History 
●​ Fire & Ice: Dragons in History 
●​ Little Dragons: Kobold Clans and the Great 

Pentuarch 
●​ A Field Guide to Dragons 
●​ Dragon Cults of Antiquity 

The last volume makes a reference to the cult of Tiamat 
and has a small image of the same symbol found at the 
alchemist shop. Unfortunately, the chapter is missing 
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from the tome. If this is brought to his attention, Hu 
Song is quite upset by this, angry and embarrassed in 
equal measure. Once he gathers himself, he will note 
that the author, Professor Leaffall Sylva, donated this 
edition to the library and there might be another copy 
there—perhaps even Professor Sylva themselves. 

The University 
The University sprawls across the southwestern district 
north of the docks in a maze of buildings with no clear 
demarcation point of what is or isn’t on the campus. 
There is no map and difficult-to-notice plaques 
identifying buildings my name are sometimes the only 
means of navigation. Fortunately, students and even 
staff and faculty face the same tribulations and are 
happy to give directions to anyone appearing lost, 
confused, or just exasperated. After a few helpful 
directions, a couple backtracks, and a little bit of luck, 
you find your destination. 

Professor Leaffall Sylva 
Upon entering Professor Sylva’s office, you are hit with 
the smell of age. Old wood of the bookshelves, 
furniture, and walls. Old books filling shelves, stacked 
on tables, and piled on the floor. But older than all of 
them, Professor Sylva, a thin willowy elf, stands next to 
the window, staring out into space with her back to you 
and makes no motion or sound indicating she knows 
you are there. 

Professor Sylva takes no mind of the PCs. When 
prodded with questions, she speaks with detachment 
as if her mind is preoccupied with other things, always 
staring out the window. 

“Tiamat is the mother of dragons. Dragons dreamed the 
world into being. So what does that make her? It is said 
that she was killed by her brother, but do gods really die? 
Perhaps she is just sleeping and dreaming of worlds 
unknown. Who is to know? What I do know is that if she 
were to rise again, it would be the end of the world. More 
practically, if the kobolds became united in her worship, it 
would be the end of The City as we know it.” 

She has another copy of the Cult Dragons of Antiquity 
buried somewhere in her office and takes no issue if 
the PCs want to take it. It includes a map of the temple 
and enough clues of the surrounding area to narrow 
down on its location if they get close. 

Just as the PCs are about to leave… 

After a quick knock, an elf walks through the door. They 
are trying to carry several books and scrolls in their 
arms and are barely managing it. “Professor? Here are 
the…” their voice trailing off as they notice your 
presence. A scroll case slides from their arms, hitting 
the floor with a thud. Professor Sylva is startled and 
turns her head. “Ah, Skydan, great timing. These fine folks 
are looking for the lost temple of Tiamat. Be a good lad 
and help them find it. Consider this extra credit… which 
you definitely need after your last exam results.” Skydans 
looks at the professor and back to you lot before 
sighing and placing their burden on the professor’s 
desk. 

Professor Elba Twiggins 
The laboratory of Professor Twiggins is in full swing with 
students conducting experiments that spark, hum, and 
crackle as blue arcs flash between brass rods and globs. 
The professor himself is a thin gnome wearing a leather 
apron and gloves and sporting goggles. 

“Yes, someone stole some bottled lighting from here. You 
probably don’t realize how difficult and risky it is to obtain. 
No wonder the thief chose the relatively safe route of 
stealing it rather than harvesting lightning on their own.” 

“There was a student. Black kobold. Bellok I think his name 
was. Always wore a purple robe, like he was hiding 
something, but I made him remove the hood while in class. 
Very inquisitive. He took copious notes during my lecture 
on lightning being a fundamental elemental force rather 
than simply being an aspect of fire. I’ll prove the current 
consensus wrong, I’m sure of it! But losing that bottle will 
set my experiments back a bit. Anyway, after it was stolen, I 
never saw them again.” 

The Docks 
The docks on the western side of the strait and 
southern end of The City are in constant motion at all 
times of day and night. After much searching and 
talking to longshoremen and sailors, you find that the 
ship that carried the Heart of Ice was the Stormbrace. It 
is currently not in port, but the first mate of that 
voyage, a halfling named Corbin Farthing, is currently 
on another vessel and you catch him on deck while he’s 
overseeing the loading of supplies and cargo. 

The PCs can start their questioning and Corbin will 
answer to the best of his ability.   

Patrick Riley​ 9​ Quasipseudoludognostication 



“What was the Heart of Ice? It looked like a perfectly clear 
chunk of jagged ice. As big as my head. He kept it in his 
lockbox. He showed it to me once as we’d gotten on quite 
well. He said it would instantly freeze any water it touched. 
Said it could freeze over an entire harbor if someone were 
to toss it in the sea. I don’t know if that was true or not, but 
I wasn’t going to test it.” 

“We were sailing the icy ocean on the coast of the northern 
wastes and anchored at a tiny finishing village. Don’t even 
know if it had a name. Met an odd fellow in the public 
house, a blue kobold. Asked for passage back to The City. 
We weren’t really in the business of taking passengers, but 
he seemed harmless enough and paid with a few mighty 
fine gemstones, so we took him on.” 

“He said his name was Bilmas. Sorry, I can’t do the accent. 
He slept in my quarters. Only thing he had with him was a 
pack and a lockbox. Always wore a purple robe. It had seen 
better days, but I could tell it was finely made. Don’t know 
how long he was way up north. When we got to The City, he 
left the ship with hardly a farwell and I haven’t seen him 
since. I also disembarked. Spent some time with the family 
out west. That was several weeks ago now. The seas are 
calling me back.” 

Interlude 
The first part of your journey is uneventful, walking 
through various neighborhoods and working your way 
deeper under The City. As you descend, you encounter 
fewer and fewer people until you are on your own. 
Delving deeper into the Undercity requires many twists 
and turns through ruins, natural limestone caves, and 
bypass tunnels. Sometimes you end up climbing up a 
ladder just so you descend a stairway further 
somewhere else. 

If they are being guided by Ogav: 

Ogav gets disoriented a few times and you have to do 
some backtracking, but eventually he says, “We should 
be under the strait, near black kobold territory. Eventually, 
you begin navigating through a tunnel that shows the 
telltale signs of kobold mining—definitely dug out by tools 
but lacking the precision of dwarven work. The rendezvous 
point should be up ahead. Let me do the talking.” 

If they are being guided by Skydan: 

It is clear that Skydan only has a vague notion of where 
they are going. They are trying to cross reference 
several ancient maps that reference landmarks that are 

either in ruin or simply do not exist any more. 
Eventually, you begin navigating through a tunnel that 
shows the telltale signs of kobold mining—definitely 
dug out by tools but lacking the precision of dwarven 
work. “I think we’re getting close to where we will know 
we are getting close.” 

Encounter 
Normally, the territorial boundaries of the kobold clans 
are marked with the symbols of the clan and the 
particular family that is guarding that boundaries. As 
you progress through this tunnel, you can clearly make 
out that the black kobold clan markers have been 
scratched out and replaced with the symbol of Tiamat. 

The pathway descends rapidly, dropping 20 feet as it 
winds around a vertical borehole. The kobolds are 
casually standing guard within sight of each other. At 
the first sign of trouble, they will sound the “dinner bell” 
and retreat to the deepest corridor. The round 
following the ringing of the bell, the aberration will not 
appear, but the round after that, it will be added to the 
initiative for the combat round. 

Forgotten Temple 
For over an hour, you descend through winding 
passages. The air is getting warmer and more stifling 
with little airflow. The passage is uneven and rocky, 
squeezing down to less than yard wide in some places 
and under four feet high through much of it. 

Just as you begin to feel a faint breeze of fresh air, the 
passage becomes more regular. As you proceed, the air 
not only becomes clear, but also seems charged with an 
energy impossible to describe. It is almost as if the 
barrier between what is real and what is possible is 
fraying. 

That is when you hear the sound of chanting, clearly 
kobold, but indecipherable. You then hear a growl and 
low roar that is clearly something else. Something 
powerful. Something that has touched the divine. 

The 5 kobold leaders have managed to (partially) 
summon Tiamat. Tiamat herself could play no role in 
the encounter and the PCs simply have to defeat the 
kobold cultists. Or Tiamat could be the equivalent of a 
wyrmling or other minor dragon that the PCs could 
defeat directly. 
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Paper Miniatures 
I am a big fan of Rich Burlew’s A Monster For Every 
Season3 paper miniatures done in the art style of his 
Order of the Stick. I took inspiration for the 5 kobold 
leaders from these: 

 

I took the base kobold template, added wings, and also 
gave them a breath weapon. I also equipped each with 
weapons matching their picture. 

For Tiamat, I took a 5-headed hydra and colored it in: 

 

The purple base color was to a) be relatively neutral to 
the 5 heads and b) reference the purple robes of the 
cultists. It was only later that I realized it resembled 
Dino from The Flintstones. 

I also had miniatures of the PCs, 
Bloodfang gang, generic kobolds, 
and the pit monster, taken straight 
from the PDF. However, I had to 
make one key modification for 
Sesha. 

The player who had first dibs on 
character selection was really taken by Sesha and did a 
wonderful job playing her. The player commented 
something like, “I love you, I want to take care of you, 
and you are coming home with me.” She was delighted 
that I took the effort to modify the figure appropriately. 

3 https://richburlew.gumroad.com/ 

Comments on A&E Issue #592 

Sinister Things was submitted to A&E, but in the last 
months there was a breakdown of email 
communication between Lee and myself. These 
comments should have appeared in the final issue. I 
didn’t want to lose continuity of A&E comments, so here 
you go: 

Michael Cule 
Re cts to Spike re Rights, there is always ambiguity 
between “that which is is not explicitly disallowed is 
allowed” and “that which is not explicitly allowed is 
disallowed.” People, whether they be politicians (who 
are mostly lawyers) or gamers (rules lawyers), will take 
whichever approach gives them the most benefit 
and/or hurts or angers their opponents the most. Such 
as, “owning the libs” or “sticking it to the rich.” 

During the drafting of the first amendments to the US 
Constitution (aka The Bill of Rights) there was worry that 
explicitly enumerating some rights would be used as an 
excuse to deny others. The 9th Amendment was meant 
to address this issue: 

The enumeration in the Constitution, of certain rights, shall 
not be construed to deny or disparage others retained by 
the people. 

However, its vagueness means that debate continues 
on what is or should be a right. Unless Congress grants 
a right through legislative action (such as 
anti-discrimination laws), it is left to the courts. Perhaps 
most notably, there is no right to privacy in the US 
Constitution, but it could be inferred from other text, so 
courts generally agree upon it, but others can be 
denied, granted, or revoked based on the makeup of 
the Supreme Court at any given time. So long as the 
court shares sensibilities with the majority, it is 
relatively easy to remove minority rights. 

Spike Y Jones 
Re cts to John re PDF comic books, I have some that do 
show a 2-page spread that looks good when read on my 
computer monitor, but I often still have to zoom further 
to read the text. Also, the “fit to width” zoom option can 
mess up the single pages. 

Craig Kamber 
Re FoE, they can hang out at The Villain Pub. 

https://youtube.com/playlist?list=PLimhOT0Avg-RrTX14TmLCSeB90wC
K69x-&si=tbWXmWgXMYwawgug 
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Mark Nemeth 
Re cts to me, whereas I find being motivated by wealth 
boring—both in fiction and real life. Wealth is great, but 
what is the ultimate goal? Wanting to be rich just to be 
rich is dull. Why the character wants wealth is what 
really drives them. 

I can definitely see the appeal of rolling stats and using 
them as inspiration. “I rolled low on STR, perhaps the PC 
is a halfling.” But… 

A) Sometimes you just want to play something specific 
but the dice won’t let you. 

B) I recoil at the unfairness that the dice bring, forcing 
some to play lesser characters. 

Re cts to Michael re God, there are other options, of 
course. For example, it could be a god who deceives 
prophets and creates evil and who gives commands for 
their own curiosity and/or aggrandizement instead of 
the wellbeing of their creation. It could be a god whose 
ways are not our ways, whose motivations we cannot 
possibly hope to fathom and whose true character is 
impossible for mortals to ascertain; as such, our 
expectations that the outcomes of their commands will 
be for our benefit is only wishful thinking. It could be a 
creator god who set the universe in motion but does 
not actually issue commands or interact with their 
creation at all; instead, the commands come from 
people claiming to speak for the creator, but don’t 
actually (self-deception is as likely as knowing deceit). 
Once you posit there is a god or God, there are 
countless interpretations and implications of what that 
implies. 

Lisa Padol 
Re cts to Craig re all the different possible combat 
options. It’s not necessarily important that the game 
system have all the different possible maneuvers 
enumerated. What’s important is that the system be 
able to handle whatever the PCs come up with. In a 
recent D&D session, a PC wanted to grab the holy 
symbol from around the neck of the evil priestess. This 
was not because “grab an object from an opponent” 
was listed in the rules but because that’s what the 
player wanted their character to do. 

Pum 
Re cts to Jerry re gravity batteries, pumped-storage 
hydroelectric is already in use in the US and UK, though 
to a limited degree. 

Jim Vassilakos 
Re cts to Mark re an alien species’ sense of morality, 
human morality is based on our evolution as a social 
species and our ever-changing culture.4 In particular, 
observe how we treat in-groups versus out-groups and 
how these definitions have shifted over the centuries. 
Also notice how out-groups get defined by 
non-biological factors such as class, religion, politics, 
and fandom. Interestingly, these non-biological groups 
may adapt physical signs (dress, language, and even 
body alteration) that mimic biological signals to identify 
members of the group (and those outside the group).  

Veganism5 is interesting because they view the 
consumption of meat (and the treatment of animals in 
industrial farming) as immoral. Most non-vegans 
consider chickens as “other” (“it’s just a chicken”) while 
vegans see them as part of a greater in-group to which 
all animals belong and worthy of a decent life (or at a 
minimum worthy of not having the tortuous life of 
chickens in industrial farms). I know people who eschew 
pork because they see pigs as intelligent enough to be 
not-food, but are fine with eating beef. 

Aliens capable of civilization-building would have some 
social structure that would be the foundation of their 
sense of morality. 

We observe things like empathy, fairness, and loss in 
non-human animals. The biological drivers (often in the 
form of hormones) for these emotions also shape our 
morals (primarily with our in-group), but an alien 
species would have different biological drivers. Social 
insects like ants and bees have often been used as a 
template for alien species because they are about as far 
from a mammalian perspective as we can reasonably 
be expected to imagine and still be “realistic.” 

Comments on A&E Issue #593 

Michael Cule 
Re Ighteme and Graham’s character, charisma-monkeys 
can be a pain to deal with. Let’s explore how people 
could behave after “being touched by an angel.” They 
could start causing problems for the PC by becoming 
stalkers, putting themselves in danger trying to be 
helpful, and/or helping the nemesis. The nemesis could 
also orchestrate it so that these people come to harm. 

5 I am not a vegan, and so apologize if I mischaracterize 
their moral stance; I welcome being corrected. 

4 As you might guess, I don’t put any credence to the 
notion of objective morality. 
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You don’t want to punish the PC for the abilities they 
paid for, but you do want to keep things interesting. 

Re cts to me, I believe that most convention rpg 
sessions in North America are 4 hours long. This is 
certainly true of “organized play” for D&D and 
Pathfinder (though 2-hour timeslots also exist). 6- and 
8-hour sessions are more common locally. Sometimes 
you’ll even see a 12-hour game and I’ve run one myself. 

Spike Y Jones 
Re cts to me, the NPC classes D&D 3.x had defined 
abilities listed per level, so you could make a 1st, 3rd, or 
9th level Warrior if you wanted. The stat blocks of 5e 
offer a Warrior Infantry with 2 hit dice and a Warrior 
Veteran with 10 hit dice. 

Your comment to Lisa about committing evil, The Good 
Place covered this fairly well. Even with the best of 
intentions, it is impossible to avoid “evil” consequences 
or implications. Did you buy your Fair Trade coffee 
directly from the farmer? What about the 
environmental effects of the farming practices, 
shipping, etc. 

Brian Christopher Misiaszek 
Re Politics, yup, that about sums it up. The blatant 
self-dealing, corruption, and disregard for the law and 
the courts is further evidence for your thesis. 

Mark Nemeth 
Congratulations on the retirement; condolences on the 
circumstances and process that brought it. 

Re cts to me, I run a very basic form of D&D 5e (2024) 
with just the PHB, so the PCs I would create for a con 
game could be viewed as boring. Since I design 
characters based on theme and vibes, they’re 
sub-optimal. Lastly, I don’t have the tactical mind to pick 
the “right” spells and combos. In my home campaign, 
none of this matters, but the thought of running it at 
con with players who are far more experienced and 
conversant in D&D than I am makes me nervous. 

Lisa Padol 
Re cts to Craig, this reminds me of when I ran a game 
with teenage mutant superheroes in a school for such 
students and one of the players (a mother of two kids) 
complained with exasperation about how the faculty 
was endangering children. 

Heath Row 
Re the player whose scimitar created arcs of lavender 
flower petals, this sounds like a tonal and aesthetic 
choice with significant anime/manga vibes. If it fits with 
the tone and aesthetic of the campaign, then fine, but it 
would not fit in a Conan-inspired campaign, for 
example. The choice of this one player is imposing their 
preferences upon the campaign and this may not be 
appreciated by the other players who do not share 
those preferences. This clash of expected and preferred 
tone and aesthetics is at the heart of why the art in 
D&D 2024 rubs some the wrong way. Lastly, if the 
player went into flowery description every single time 
their character attacked, I would get really annoyed as a 
player in that campaign. 

Jim Vassilakos 
Re cts to me, every rpg is an opportunity to “learn 
something.” The reason why I, personally, go to 
conventions and participate in rpgs at a con are: 

I can play something that I might not be able to play 
otherwise. I am the only GM in my current gaming 
group, so if I want to play anything, I have to go to a con 
(or join another group, but that is very unlikely to 
happen). I can play games that are more obscure or 
niche that would be easier to find at a con. I can play in 
games that are new to me; at Kublacon, both Kids on 
Bikes and Trail of Cthulhu fit this bill. 

I can GM games or scenarios that I cannot with my 
current group (without disrupting the flow of the 
current campaign). It might be a different system, 
setting, and/or genre. At Kublacon, I ran a Savage 
Worlds fantasy game with goblin PCs in my City of 1000 
Names setting. When I was playtesting my Wildcard 
Roleplaying System, I experimented with multiple 
genres. 

Patrick Zoch 
Re Igtheme, having PCs deal with NPC prisoners they 
capture in the middle of an adventure is a huge pain in 
the butt and is rarely resolved satisfactorily. This is one 
reason why undead and non-sapient monsters make 
such great enemies. 

… And that’s it for the inaugural issue of QPLG in E&A. 
My current plan is to do more scenario-related material 
taken from my Adventurers Guild campaign (similar to 
what I did for For Family and Home this issue) in lieu of 
write-ups. I look forward to your comments. 
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