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Editorial of a MadmanEditorial of a Madman
“Excuse me, sir, do you happen to know Gamer-Speak?”
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One of the biggest thrills we get from publishing
KODT is when we attend a convention and overhear
someone quoting KODT during a game. It’s nice to

know that should the comic book fold some day and we all
move on to do other things that we’ve some how left our mark
on gaming culture. (I’m sure that years from there will still be
someone out there who boldly yells, “I waste ‘em with my cross-
bow” whenever he’s confronted with a surly Orc at the gaming
table.)

The truth is, gamer-speak is a very important part of gam-
ing. Most of the action of any good RPG is verbal, after all.
What better way to emphasize a point or to embrace your
character than with a few good phrases or quotes?

The topic of gamer-speak came up recently in our forum
on AOL when several fans began to debate the proper usage
of certain gamer terms. Not only do a lot of us speak Gamer-
speak, but apparently there are different dialects out there.
Intrigued, I asked our fans to post their own favorite gamer
terms which they used around their tables. Here is a small
sampling of the results.

1dHandful damage: Used when players try to do something
stupid like attacking a drawbridge or small building. The GM
simply picks up a handful of dice and rolls them to determine
how many hitpoints the object has. Variations include
1dBagful and 1dCoffee Can full. 

ADO: (pronounced "Ah-Doe").  Automatic Door Opener.
Used to describe a character or NPC who is large and stupid.
Useful for kicking in doors. Variations include Brick, Mr.
Potato head, Arnold, Lurch, etc. 

Casually Depart: To run like hell when you are obviously out-
matched but to proud to announce you are retreating. (Also

called a tactical withdraw or retrograde advance)

Clanger: anything wearing enough armor to make several
dozen good pots out of (especially if the armor was made out of
those several dozen pots in the first place).  

Clanking: Wearing heavy armor and lots of weapons.  As in:
"Since this is a formal dinner party, I guess my character can't
clank." (Also called a Random Monster Lure)

Crunchies: GM Term for how monsters view player charac-
ters. Variations: Munchies, Num-nums, Canned-Meat, Snack
Packs.

Cue the soundtack: A term that announces that a player is
about to perform or say something dramatic (or melodramat-
ic).  It sounds better than "hey look at me!"

Dan Roll: 3 or more straight 1s on a fumble check....named
after the worst dice roller ever born.  Think of attack rolls that
should come from a d6. Variations include, Putz Roll,
Kazinski Effect

Dicequake: What happens when someone bumps the table
really hard.

DM Break: Restroom break. A good time to peek behind the
screen and strategize with the other players.

Flavor Text: Anything that comes out of the GM’s mouth
which isn’t immediately useful to the players. Includes
descriptions of the weather, random dungeon debris, descrip-
tions of empty rooms, etc. 
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DAMMIT PETE!! are you SURE this is a WOODLAND

KOBOLD COSTUME??  i don’t want to look like

some kind of idiot at HACKCON LIVE tonight.

sure i’m sure!!  you got

the REGAL VERSION there.

the only one of it’s kind.

you were lucky to get it.

REGAL 

VERSION??
HOODY HOO!

this kicks ass!

wait til DAVE and

BRIAN see -

LOSERS!

KNIFE FIGHT
DEMOS

have been 
CANCELED

Continued on Page 4
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FM: acronym for "freakin’ magic."  Stock explanation for any event
or effect for which the players can see no obvious explanation.  To
really qualify for being an FM effect, it should be something that
one could never reproduce using any of the existing game rules.

Get on with it: A sign that players are tired of listening to flavor text
and that the GM should pick up the pace.

Give a cold steel enema: Another way of telling the GM you’re back
stabbing somebody. (Usually followed by a Casual Departure)

GM Coolant: Cold beer on a hot day. Providing the GM with a
coolant could earn a player bonuses and favored treatment. (Also
known as an 12 oz. Insurance Policy)

Goon: A character that is designed strictly for combat.

Implement of Inscription: mystical writing device used to update
character sheets (a.k.a. a pencil).

Kidney Check: backstab executed on a giant, when the thief can
only reach as high as the target's kidneys.

Map Monkey: A player (usually the newbie) who is forced into
mapping for the party. The Map Monkey typically get’s blame for
everything that goes wrong.

Monty Haul: Probably the oldest gamer term out there. Any trea-
sure/magic not adequately protected where players virtually ‘walk
away’ with the goods.

Mud Die: The old, hard to read dice that came with the original
D&D™ boxed sets.

Ogre Eyes: Rolling all 1's on 3d6

PAF: acronym for "prejudiced, arbitrary, and final."  Somewhere
along the line, our primary DM read that a good DM should not
be afraid to display those qualities.  So, whenever he'd make an
unpopular or boneheaded decision (particularly after imbibing six
or eight Guinnesses), he would defend himself by declaring that he
had the right to be PAF.

Pencil Death: Character that has died so many times there are
holes in his character sheet from all the erasures and updates.

Pencil-Whipped: A player character who has tons of crap listed on
his character sheet that was NOT earned/developed during game
play.(background notes, list of sworn enemies, detailed equipment
lists, etc.)

Petroleum-Based Food Products: description of anything con-
sumed at a gaming table that you would not want your mom to
know was your only nutritional intake of the day.  Includes potato
chips, Doritos, Slim Jims, Ho-Hos, etc.

PizzaMan-Speak: Only one player in a group can possess the
PizzaMan Speak skill at a time. He can only ‘rid’ himself of the skill
by passing it on to a newbie. The player who has pizzaman-speak is
the poor guy who has to call in any pizza orders and has to collect
the money to pay to pizza dude.

Plot Hammering: When a GameMaster forces the players along a
specific plot line in an adventure. Players who stray off the main

objective are likely to find themselves in deep kimshee when a GM
is doing this. Variations include, Plot Wagon (as in getting run over
by the plot wagon).

Plotdevicium: Something the GM won't let the players destroy no
matter what.

Rediger Option: If one die of a roll falls off the table, all of the dice
are re-rolled.

Shield of Ignorance and Fear: the DM screen.

Spell Jockey: A spell caster. Variations: Spell Artilleryman, Spell
Lober.

Spinectomy: backstab, particularly when executed by a high-
enough-level thief that it is essentially a sure kill.

Tank: A knight in armor. 

The Box: The area of the table where dice should be rolled for opti-
mum luck. For example, if the dice are going badly the chorus is "In
the box, in the box!". If this doesn't seem to change the dice, the
chant becomes "Outside the box!". 

The Sacrifice: The practice of pouring soda on a blank character
sheet at the beginning of a game to appease whatever deities &
powers that control spills on the gaming table.

Tink: A term used to indicate when someone is being attacked and
is hit but takes no damage. Variations include, Klang, Clang, Go-
Fish, and Tap.

Tossing the Stiff: Throwing a corpse (usually of an orc or dead
NPC) into a room to see if there are any booby traps.

Totally Dead: When there is no doubt that your character has died.
Also known as Dead Meat, Grease Spot and Demised.

Trap Monkey: A player character  (usually a newbie) or an NPC
who is talked into or forced into taking the ‘point’ and detecting
traps. (usually by unknowingly setting them off ). Also commonly
known as the Human Mine Detector.

I invite the rest of our readers who can’t join us online to send in
their own gamer-speak terms and phrases. I’ll try to run another
compilation in the future.

Speaking of online - a lot of readers have been complaining that
they don’t have access to AOL and can’t participate in the our
forum. Well, good news! There is now a Knights of the Dinner
Table Club online which can be reached by ANYBODY with inter-
net access. To join go to: 

http://clubs.yahoo.com/clubs/knightsofthedinnertable
After joining (it’s FREE!) you’ll be able to access the KODT

Chat Rooms, message boards, photo gallery, event calendar, etc. So
be sure to check it out and come hang out with other KODT fans.

That’s about it for this issue. Be sure to look us up at the upcom-
ing summer cons. As usual we will be sponsoring some KODT Live
readings, game demos and other fun stuff.

Til’ next issue — Good Gaming!

Jolly R. Blackburn
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Our Readers Talk Back!
Dear KODT,

I just wanted to write in to say you guys ROCK!  I’ve always
been a great fan of the comic but I’m beginning to like the other
features as well. Keep Parting Shots, Gaming Dick’s BackRoom,
Homebrewed KODT. Keep it ALL! You guys seem to have the
touch. Most everything I find in KODT is a good read. It’s like
an adventure every issue. Though I can always count on the
laughs, I never know what kind of extras you might throw in.
(Like the kewl military piece in 28)

One other thing I think is kewl about your book is that you
always seem to be talking to the reader, one on one. Does that
make sense? I’m sure other readers will agree that we all feel like
we know Jolly and the rest of the staff. I certainly have room for
you at my table if you ever come to Detroit.

I noticed when a few readers complained recently you guys
had the guts to run their letters. Way to go!! Forget the fact that
those guys were waaaay off in their opinions. It’s just nice to see
that you guys can take the heat and are willing to listen to your
readers.  Take my advice. Don’t listen to those guys. You are
doing a great job and I like what you are doing. Don’t pull your
punches because some thin skinned no-life doesn’t have anything
better to do than complain about your cartoon characters being
poor role models. You may not be able to call it what it is but I
can. Feel free to print my name and E-mail address in case any-
one wants to flame me. I can take the heat.

Brian Guthrie
guthfal@hotmail.com

Thanks for your letter, Brian. We are fairly certain that we have
no thin skinned, no-lifes among our readership. Our readers seem to
be pretty kewl.   The truth is we try to not take offense to letters from
our readers who take the time to write in and share their opinions
(even if those views happen to be negative).  After all, we’ve been ask-
ing for honest feedback for almost three years now.

A huge part of being a gamer is being opinionated. Mention dice-
less gaming, live action roleplaying or CCG’s in a room full of
gamers and you’re going to get a broad spectrum of opinions.

Everyone has a right to an opinion and unfortunately most peo-
ple who have opinions also adhere to the firm belief they are right.
And, let’s be honest, most of us love a good debate and arguing a
point. (I once spent 4 hours after a game arguing why 1D6 damage
per 10 feet of falling didn’t make sense and ended up going home
with a headache.)

That’s why we opened up Gaming Dick’s BackRoom as a forum
where readers can share their opinions.

Jolly
Dear KODT,

Hello!  Just wanted to add my voice to the chorus of praise of
Knights of the Dinner Table!  I met them through reading my
boyfriend's Dragon™ magazines, and then found your magazine
in the store and about died laughing!  I hope to soon be able to
stock up on the back issues and collections, and to subscribe, so
keep 'em coming!

I have to admit, sometimes I get really tired of Bob and Dave.
In the latest Dragon magazine, when they fired on the orc chief-
tain under flag of truce, I was much more angry than I should
have been from reading a cartoon.  Sometimes I think they
should both have cursed rings of “extreme” slowness so Sara could
always act first and counteract their more inane moves.  Maybe
Sara should seriously consider finding another gaming group, or

at least threaten the Knights with leaving, make them think.  
Has she ever sat in with the Black Hands?  As for Brian, I

think B.A. should snooker him into a more GURPS™-type
game, where the rules are much less explicit and more flexible.
See how insecure he gets once he's relying solely on the G.M.'s
judgement.  Nothing like a rules-monger left without written
support!

Wish I had an amusing gaming story to share, but the only
thing I recall right now is the player who unexpectedly had to
explain the origin of the immensely powerful amulet we were
carrying (hot off our latest kill).  His explanation:  "Ummmm,
we... FOUND it.  It was... um, floating, in a river." {Pause, while
his father considers the large, gold and jewel encrusted medal-
lion.}  

"Floating in a river?" 
"Yes, that's right." {Pause.} 
"FLOATING IN A RIVER??!!!"

For the rest of the campaign, "Floating in a river" became our
watchword for an obvious lie :) Later in that campaign, we

were pursued by a bitter mage who had turned himself bright
blue, so we were ever on the lookout for someone with blue skin.
The best line:  {In a tavern}  "You hear a man mention your
names."  "We do?  Is he blue??"  "You can't see him, you just hear
his voice."  "Well, does it SOUND blue?"

Anyway, thanks for the wonderful stories, and keep it up!

Betsy Moore
ratnap@yahoo.com

Thanks for the funny story, Betsy. When reading the line,
“Floating in a river?” I couldn’t help but think of John Cleese in the
infamous Dead Parrot skit uttering in disbelief, “Pining for the
Fjords?”

I really hate to defend Bob and Dave - I’m not sure I could if I
wanted to. But they both represent player types that I’ve run into
countless times during my years as a GM. I used to call them
Reactionary Players. Stand something in front of them and they
immediately react (usually violently and swiftly). Someone recently
pointed out that in the movie, Mars Attacks that the Martians
behave very much like Bob and Dave. (Even to the point of
approaching under a flag of truce and then brutally attacking).

Strangely enough, both Bob and Dave seem to be popular and
have their own fan bases. (Bob buttons sell fiercely at conventions.
Second in sales only to the Brian Buttons).

Jolly

you can write to us via 

e-mail at 

JollJollyRByRB@@aol.comaol.com!! 

or you can send

your snail mail to

KODT LETTERBOX,KODT LETTERBOX,

1003 Monroe Pike, 

Marion, IN 46953
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RACE FOR THE WHITE HOUSE
TOURNAMENT STARTS WEDNESDAY
Be here for the Vice Presidential Debates!

Pleased to Meat You!

CLOSED

by jolly r. blackburn 

with david s. kenzer and steve johansson

okay, LUCY the BBLLIINNDD PPAANNDDAA BBEEAARR* waddles up to KKRRAAGGIINN  IIII and gives him a SSEEAALLEEDD SSCCRROOLLLL bearing the 

RUNE of the gawd, AANNDDYY WWAARRHHOOLL!! she looks deeply into KRAGIN’S eyes and says, “GO! take this to the PPIIXXIIEE  

EELLDDEERRSS.. you will find them in DDIIDDDDLLEE WWOOOODD where they’ll be residing over PPIIXXIIEE  MMEEEETT in a just a few days.”

but sir, we JJUUSSTT came from

DIDDLE WOOD.  the GGRRUUNNGGEE

EELLVVEESS are STILL beating the

bushes looking for us.

there! you see? \ TTOOLLDD you picking WWAARRHHOOLL as your

PPAATTRROONN GGAAWWDD would lead to trouble.  his little DDIIVVIINNEE

IINNTTEERRVVEENNTTIIOONNSS  are really starting to get on my nerves.

how fortuitous!! 

FFIIRREE BBLLOOSSSSOOMM has

always wanted to

attend PPIIXXIIEE MMEEEETT.

WWAARRHHOOLL’’SS

AAGGEENNTT  

has spoken!

she vanishes

in a cloud of

greasy black

smoke.

hmmmmrfffff! more like DDIIVVIINNEE

IINNTTEERRFFEERReeNNCCEE.  that guy’s like

a bad JJAAYY LLEENNOO guest. he just

keeps making appearances.

well people, it looks like we pack up and head back for

DDIIDDDDLLEE WWOOOODD!! it’s not like we can turn down a DDIIVVIINNEE

CCHHAARRGGEE. \ suggest we FFOORRCCEE  MMAARRCCHH throughout the night

and take advantage of the CCOOVVEERR  OOFF DDAARRKKNNEESSSS..

R U R A L
P.I .

the role-playing game of

small town private dicks

See KODT#7: The Dice Man Cometh

fat good TTHHAATT does.  GGRRUUNNGGEE EELLVVEESS

have infravision you DDOORRKKSS!!
by my reckoning tonight

is a NNEEWW MMOOOONN so  it

will be EEXXTTRRAA DDAARRKK..
well \ vote we ignore the

PPAANNDDAA BBEEAARR and just

continue on our way.

whoah!!! let me remind you guys

that turning down a DDIIVVIINNEE CCHHAARRGGEE

effectively gives you a -5 to all

SSAAVVIINNGG  TTHHRROOWWSS  and TTOO--HHIITTSS until

you acquiesce to the mission.

and remember that

WWAARRHHOOLL has a high

GGRRUUDDGGEE--RREETTEENNTTIIOONN

FFAACCTTOORR.. you’ll find

yourself in DDEEEEPP

KKIIMMSSHHEEEE if you get

on his bad side.
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he’s right, stevil. remember what happened when RRAASSPPUUTTIINN

toppled that statue in the TTEEMMPPLLEE OOFF WWAARRHHOOLL?? he turned

your EEYYEELLIIDDSS  IINNSSIIDDEE  OOUUTT and caused a SSPPHHEERREE OOFF PPEERRSSOONNAALL

SSAANNDDSSTTOORRMMSS to follow you around for TTWWOO WWEEEEKKSS!!  

\ don’t think we wanna to mess with this guy.

BBIIGG DDEEAALL!! \ came through it in

one piece - unlike a certain FFAATT

MMAAGGEE, whom i won’t mention.

okay, so MMOOOONNIINNGG a

MMAAJJOORR DDIIEETTYY wasn’t

such a good idea.

we’ve AALLLL made 

mistakes before.

well \ certainly

wouldn’t mind checking

out PPIIXXIIEE MMEEEETT..

look, BBLLOOSSSSOOMM--BBOOYY i’m afraid 

i’m not up to speed on my 

WWOOOODDLLAANNDD  LLOORREE. what 

the hell is PPIIXXIIEE MMEEEETT??

it’s a GGAATTHHEERRIINNGG of all

PPIIXXIIEE-- FFAAEERRIIEESS and it only

takes place OONNCCEE every SSIIXX

YYEEAARRSS..

what? like some kind of

BBIIKKEERR WWEEEEKK for

MMUUNNCCHHKKIINNSS?

yeah, \

guess.

they come together to redistribute FFAAEERRIIEE MMAAGGIICC

and to pay out shares from the AAMMBBEERR HHOORRDDEE. it’s

supposed to be a BBLLAASSTT! lots of dancing, good

food, hard drink, ritualized combat.

hmmmm... sounds like

that FFAAEERRIIEE KKIINN

SSUUPPPPLLEEMMEENNTT wasn’t

AALLLL fluff after all.

\ may have to pick

up a copy.

sorry, NNEEWWTT, it’s out of print.

however, \ have a CCOOLLLLEECCTTOORR’’SS

CCOOPPYY \’ll sell you for 

FFIIFFTTYY BBUUCCKKSS..

redistribute magic?

shares? tell me more

diminutive one.

well, PPIIXXIIEE--FFAAEERRIIEESS spend most of their

time GGAATTHHEERRIINNGG errant magical 

energies from the deep forests. 

okay, okay, so we’re talking

basic RREESSIIDDUUAALL  MMAAGGIICC  here.  it’s

UUSSEELLEESSSS and WWEEAAKK!! so what do

these clowns do with it?

well, then they pool all the gathered magic together in a 

mmaaggiiccaall  oorrbb called the AAMMBBEERR HHOORRDDEE!! each PPIIXXIIEE FFAAEERRIIEE gets a

number of SSHHAARREESS depending on his contribution to the ORB.

the OORRBB is then sold to the CCIIRRCCLLEE OOFF  SSEEQQUUEESSTTEERREEDD

MMAAGGIICCKKSS  for a negotiated fee and their continued protection.

yeah, 

useless as

pips on a

one-sided

die.

UUSSEELLEESSSS???? that’s what

YYOOUU think. you gotta think

of it like saving PPEENNNNIIEESS..

most people won’t bother stooping to pick up a PPEENNNNYY. but save up

a MMIILLLLIIOONN  PPEENNNNIIEESS and you’ve got yourself a small fortune.  

aallrriigghhttyy!!  you got my attention now. so these little guys

gather all this RREESSIIDDUUAALL MMAAGGIICC, eh? what then?

call me odd but \ suddenly have a

yearning to go to PPIIXXIIEE--MMEEEETT..  what

do YYOOUU think?

oh, we should. we

MMUUSSTT!! most definitely.

these guys have some kind

of SSCCAAMM going and \\’’mm  going

to get a piece of the pie.

you SAID it!! 

gee, they have their OOWWNN

little world, don’t they?
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LATER THAT NIGHT...

okay, the PPIIXXIIEE EELLDDEERR finally emerges from the FFEERRNN--HHOOUUSSEE and asks you all to gather

round.  his demeanor is exteremely SSEERRIIOOUUSS and GGRRIIMM.. “it is as we feared!” he says 

in a quiet voice, “TTHHEE RRUUNNNNIINNGG has started early. the CCAARRNNAAGGEE shall be GGRREEAATT!”

TTHHEE RRUUNNNNIINNGG??

wha..wha..what’s that?

“the running”, he explains, “is what the GGRRUUNNGGEE EELLVVEESS

call the MMAASSSS HHUUNNTTIINNGG and SSLLAAUUGGHHTTEERRIINNGG of our kind

by their hands. it coincides with EEVVEERRYY PPIIXXIIEE--MMEEEETT  as they

lay in wait and AAMMBBUUSSHH those on the journey here.”

my FFAATTHHEERR was killed in

tthhee  RRUUNNNNIINNGG of ‘425! so what’s

that got to

do with us?

okay, so the PPIIXXIIEE EELLDDEERR asks you for your help.

he wants you to go to TTRReeTTCCHHEERR  PPAASSSS on the

edge of the wood. in a few days TTHHOOUUSSAANNDDSS  ooff

PPIIXXIIEE  and FFAAEERRIIEE KKIINN will be pouring through

the pass from distant regions. in the past, this

is where the GGRREELLSS* have focused their attacks.

you must RROOUUTT

the GGRREELLSS if

possible. or at

least keep them

EENNGGAAGGEEDD so

others can slip

by safely.

\, FFIIRREE  BBLLOOSSSSOOMM, accept this mission! and HHEEAARR

TTHHIISS!!!! on my PPRRIIMMAARRYY WWIINNGGSS \ SSWWEEAARR this OATH!!

\ shall AAVVEENNGGee my father, SSTTYYRRMM BBLLOOSSSSOOMM!!

sounds

like fun!

sooooo..., like is there some place \ can SSIIGGNN UUPP

for this thing? do \ need a HHUUNNTTIINNGG LLIICCEENNSSEE or

something?  maybe fill out some forms?

and \ don’t like your

attitude! it’s not

something \ like to see

in one of MMYY henchmen.

that’s not funny, SSTTEEVVIILL!!  we’re 

talking about MMYY ppeeooppllee, here. \

don’t think my CCHHAARRAACCTTEERR  will be

too tolerant of such remarks.

i think my character has some

GGRRUUNNGGEE EELLFF in his blood or

something ‘cUz i’m feelin’ the

CCAALLLL OOFF TTHHEE WWIILLDD!!!!

yeah,

me

too!

*GRELS - Slang for Grunge Elves 

ewwwwww, that was GGOOOODD  gordo.

excellent play off your BBAACCKKGGRROOUUNNDD. 

i agree. damn, good

role-playing there,

gordo. kudos!!

hey did you notice the HHAANNDD

GGEESSTTUURREESS?? i came up with

this myself - it’s how PPIIXXIIEE

FFAAEERRIIEEss swear an OOAATTHH!!

PPIIXXIIEE  VVEENNGGEEAANNCCEE??  

could AANNYYTTHHIINNGG be

more frightening?

GGAAWWDD DDAAMMNN, i’m impressed gordo. that’s JUST the

kind of IINNnnOOVVAATTIIOONN and IIMMPPRROOVVIISSAATTOORRIIAALL  SSKKIILLLLSS

i’ve been trying to beat into your heads. tell ya

what, go ahead and take a 550000  EE..PP..  BBOONNUUSS..  just

play like that for me in the HHAACCKKMMAASSTTEERR  TTOOUURRNNEEYY

next month and you’ll make me proud!

sir, that reminds me, i came up with a

HHAARRVVEESSTT DDAANNCCEE for KKRRAAGGIINN. would you

like to see it? if you could just CCLLAAPP a

beat i’d be glad to....

NO¡¡
uh..er..no, newt,

that’s okay.

550000????!!!!!!  WWOOWW!!!!
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A FEW HOURS LATER...

as you guys sit in your TTRREEEE SSTTAANNDD,, the MMOOUUNNTTAAIINN PPAASSSS

is  HHAAUUNNTTIINNGGLLYY QQUUIIEETT!! TOO QUIET!! there’s nary a

sound. No bird songs. no crickets. not even the 

MMEELLAANNCCHHOOLLYY  DDRROONNEE of the KKAATTYYDDIIDD!!

LLOOOOKK SSHHAARRPP PPEEOOPPLLEE!!!! whenever it’s

TTHHIISS quiet, there’s GGRREELL in the bush!

\ want ranged spells prepped and

ready to fire at MMYY command

c’mon nitro! enough with the FFLLAAVVOORR TTEEXXTT!!

this place sounds EEXXAACCTTLLYY like the jUUNNGGLLEE

LLAABBYYRRIINNTTHHSS of LLAAOOSS  in ‘‘6688!! \’m having

CCHHAARRLLIIEE FFLLAASSHHBBAACCKKSS down here. 

PPEETTEE? \ didn’t know YYOOUU

were a ‘‘NNaamm VVEETT?? huh? oh \’m not. \ used to

play a LLOOTT  of RRIISSEE AANNDD

FFAALLLL OOFF SSAAIIGGOONN  in college.

\ see.

this is SSOO intense.

maybe they’re

on to us!

suddenly the forest EEXXPPLLOODDEESS  with the HHIIGGHH

SSHHRRIILLLL war-cries of the GGRREELL!! the cries are so

HHOORRRREENNDDOOUUSS and FFRRIIGGHHTTEENNIINNGG that all you

can do is sit and stare in SSTTUUNNNNEEDD  SSIILLEENNCCEE..  

drats! we forgot about the WWAARR--CCRRIIEESS!!

MMIINNUUSS  55 to SSAAVVEE  VVSS..  FFEEAARR..

\ search DDEEEEPP within 

myself for the 

inner strength to 

regain my senses!

\’m tellin’ ya, these

guys KKIICCKK AASSSS!! \

MMUUSSTT have some GGRREELL

in me somewhere.

looks like we have

front row seats.

from beneath the TTHHIICCKK  FFOOLLIIAAGGEE below come

TTHHOOUUSSAANNDDSS of PPIIXXIIEE--FFAAEERRIIEESS, flying, dart-

ing about, some crawling, some frantically

limping along dragging the wounded.

dispersed among the

fleeing PPIIXXIIEE--FFAAEERRIIEESS

you see GGRREELL WWAARRRRIIOORRSS

wielding powerful clubs

and maces! it’s a BBLLOOOODD

BBAATTHH as they 

MMEERRCCIILLEESSSSLLYY club their

prey to death.

what are the TTAACCTTIICCAALLSS on this, sir? how many GGRREELLSS do we count?

oh, \’d say FFIIVVEE  HHUUNNDDRREEDD easy.

it looks like they are WWEEAAVVIINNGG a

MMIISSTT--OOFF--CCOORRRRAALLLLIINNGG  to funnel

their prey into one large group.

mist-of-corralling? then

there must be some mage-

types in their ranks. \’m going

to try and pick them out.

FFIIRREE BBLLOOSSSSOOMM is getting really PPIISSSSEEDD!!

she pulls out her matched pair of

BBLLAACCKK TTHHOORRNNSS  OOFF  TTHHRROOWWIINNGG  ++55  and

paces back and forth in the TTRREEEE SSTTAANNDD..

oh, oh,  stand back

everybody! the

PPIIXXIIEE--FFAAEERRIIEE is PPIISSSSEEDD!!

HAR HAR!!! 

gimme a break!

\’m tellin’ ya, the MMOORREE  \ learn

about these guys, the MMOORREE \

love them. my NNEEXXTT character is

DDEEFFIINNIITTEELLYY going to be a GGRREELL.

hmmm...
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pssstt! hey, let’s me and you form a 

SSUUIICCIIDDEE PPAACCTT. what do you say?

throw off these HHEENNCCHHMMAANN

SSHHAACCKKLLEESS and come back as couple

of rough-and-tumble GGRREELLSS??

that would be sweet but NNIITTRROO

always ruled we can’t 

deliberately kill ourselves off.

don’t worry. \ have a plan.

just follow my lead.

okay.

beats

sitting in

this tree.

okay, LLIISSTTEENN UUPP!!!! RRAAZZ and JJUUNNIIOORR down here are BBLLIINNDDEEDD

WWIITTHH RRAAGGEE!!!! we can’t believe what these goons are doing to

those poor little guys. and besides, we SSEERRVVEE a PPIIXXIIEE--

FFAAEERRIIEE so it really hits home...uh...in the heart. we’re so

frickin’ mad that we jump up and leap into the FFRRAAYY!!

wait guys, you’ll be killed! \

OORRDDEERR you to sit down and stay

put until \ assess the situation.

oh, but if we CCOOUULLDD!!

we’re out of our

heads with rraaggee.

huh? are you guys

for real?

oh yeah FFBB,

we’re for real.

SSIIRR????!!!! they’re trying to do it AAGGAAIINN!! they’re trying to kill off their characters.

you can’t allow it! i spent over 1155,,000000  GG..PP..SS on those guys buying equipment

and curing them of their CCHHAARRAACCTTEERR FFLLAAWWSS. i’ve got an investment here.

maybe you’re right, newt,

but their reasoning

sounds plausible. i’m

going to allow it.

but that’s not fair.

we come off looking

like a couple of

CCOOWWAARRDDSS now.

give my regards to

WWAARRHHOOLL, boys! and

tell them back at town

that MMEEPPHHIISSTTOO JJUUNNIIOORR

died with a smile on

his face and his hands

round the throat of a

GGRREELL!! har har!! this

is great.

to make it more

intersting, i’m 

going to do a triple

somersault and a 

forward tuck on my

way down.

okay, you clowns land with a soft thud in the thick

blanket of ferns and moss covering the forest floor.

as you regain your senses you realize you are staring

at several pairs of SSIIZZEE  TTWWEELLVVEE  BBOOOOTTSS which have

gathered around you. you look up to find you are 

surrounded by a half dozen GGRREELL WWAARRRRIIOORRSS!!

okay, let’s get this over with. i SSPPIITT into the face of

whomever is the LLAARRGGEESSTT and bare my teeth at him.

??!! uh...er... okay, okay, the

llaarrggeesstt  ggrreell wipes the spit

from his face and smiles at you.

smiles? it 

was a llooooggiiee

you know.

i bite one

on the

ankle!!

you guys did the RRIIGGHHTT tthhiinngg!! as you may

recall, GGRREELLSS admire BBRRAAVVEERRYY in thier

enemies. they especially love DDEEFFIIAANNCCEE in

the face of OOVVEERRWWHHEELLMMIINNGG OODDDDSS!! you’ve

just impressed the hell out of these guys

and it probably saved your lives.

one of the GGRREELLSS

grabs a MMOOSSSS--

SSTTOONNEE  NNEECCKKLLAACCEE

he has around his

neck and begins 

to chant. 

RROOLLLL VVSS..  CCHHAARRMM!!!!
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A FEW FAILED ROLLS LATER...

okay, you guys have just become GGRREELL--SSLLAAVVEESS. you’ll

get a chance to break the spell every SSIIXX MMOONNTTHHSS of

game time. whenever a GGRREELL  WWAARRRRIIOORR approaches, you

must kneel and kiss the toe of his boot! this is an

indication that you are still SSUUBBSSEERRVVIIEENNTT..

what the hell? these guys aren’t going to kill

us? c’mon NNIITTRROO - you’re screwing with us!!

you better get some LLIIPP--

BBAALLMM!! you’ll need it after

kissing AALLLL those boots. SSHHUUTT UUPP,,  NNEEWWTT!!!!

CCHHAARRMMEEDD are we? okay, okay, just to show

you \ can play a CCHHAARRMMEEDD CCHHAARRAACCTTEERR, \ point

up to the tree and tell my GGRREELL--MMAASSTTEERRSS

that there’s a BBIIGG FFAATT  PPIIXXIIEE--FFAAEERRIIEE sitting up

there with his BBAARRBBAARRIIAANN SSIIDDEEKKIICCKK!!

HHUUHH?? c’mon guys, that was uncalled

for. you shouldn’t be VVOOLLUUNNTTEEEERRIINNGG

information to these guys.

payback’s a bitch, eh? \ just

hope they let me pluck your

wings to demonstrate my

loyalty.

A WEE BIT LATER...

okay, three GGRREELLSS come over to the cage and leer through the bars at KKRRAAGGIINN  IIII  and

FFIIRREE  BBLLOOSSSSOOMM.. “you should be HHOONNOORREEDD!! “, one of them snarls, “you have been selected

as the MMAAIINN CCOOUURRSSEE for tonight’s FFEEAASSTT!!” he pushes a large WWIINNEESSKKIINN  through the

bars. “here! drink as much as you want! it makes the MMEEAATT much sweeter to the taste.”

MMAAIINN  CCOOUURRSSEE??  these guys are cannibals?

okay, i’ll try SSTTEEVVIILL’’SS little trick

and HHOOCCKK  a LLOOOOGGIIEE  in one of their

faces. do i win their respect?

oh man, you guys are

DDEEAADD MMEEAATT - literally!

whoah! this is

BBRRUUTTAALL!!!!

and i’ll

bare my

teeth at

them.

okay you spit in the face of the GGRREELL  and he is

absolutely FFUURRIIOOUUSS!! he reaches through the

bars, grabs your arm and literally RRIIPPSS it from

it’s socket. he then proceeds to BBEEAATT you about

the head and face with it. take off another FFIIVVEE

HHIITT  PPOOIINNTTSS of BBRRUUIISSEE DDAAMMAAGGEE!!

????!!!! he rips off my

AARRMM???? was it the

left or the right??

uh.... i attempt to

blend in with the

straw bedding in

the cage.

gee, i feel really bad about this guys. look,

since they put me and pete to work in the

kitchen maybe there’s something i can do.

really? you’ll help us EESSCCAAPPEE??

escape? Shyaa right! i was going to give

you guys a choice. you wanna be SSHHAAKKEEDD--

AANNDD--BBAAKKEEDD, SSTTIIRR--FFRRIIEEDD or FFLLAAMMEE

BBRROOIILLEEDD??
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VViissiitt  uuss  oonn
tthhee  WWoorrlldd
WWiiddee  WWeebb
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Brian is a very nice
name. So, Brian, what
do you do for a living?

heh, heh, she

DDIIGGSS  me.

okay the GGRREELL--CCHHEEIIFFTTAAIINN proudly announces that TTHHEE RRUUNNNNIINNGG was an OOVVEERRWWHHEELLMMIINNGG SSUUCCCCEESSSS!!

over 2,300 PPIIXXIIEE--FFAAEERRIIEESS wweerree  BBAAGGGGEEDD aanndd TTAAGGGGEEDD..  tthhoossee  ffiigguurreess  aarree  UP EEIIGGHHTTEEEENN PPEERRCCEENNTT

ffrroomm  tthhee  LLAASSTT  rruunnnniinngg,,  ssiixx  years ago.  he motions for the WWAARR--DDRRUUMMMMEERRSS to commence playing

as he announces, ““LLEETT TTHHEE FFEEAASSTT BBEEGGIINN!!””

dude this whole ‘‘RRUUNNNNIINNGG’’  thing seems to revolve around

FFEEAASSTTIINNGG on PPIIXXIIEE--FFAAEERRIIEESS. i think we OOWWEE it to ourselves to

do a little TTAASSTTEE TTEESSTTIINNGG before we send this stuff out.

SSOOBB!!  SSNNOORRTT!! i can’t

believe they made a MMEEAATT

PPIIEE out of KKRRAAGGIINN!!

whimper - it’s not fair!

A WEE BIT LATER sTILL...

i think you’re right. dish

me out a BBIIGG BBOOWWLL of

BBLLOOSSSSOOMM SSTTEEWW.

okay, looks like you guys SSTTUUMMBBLLEEDD upon the secret

behind TTHHEE RRUUNNNNIINNGG. as soon as you begin eating the

PPIIXXIIEE--FFAAEERRIIEE  SSTTEEWW  you feel a SSUURRGGEE of SSTTRREENNGGTTHH

and PPOOWWEERR!! both your characters go up 11DD88  EEXXPPEERRII--

EENNCCEE LLEEVVEELLSS. i’m going to rule the sudden JJOOLLTT of

FFAAEERRIIEE MMAAGGIICC  breaks the CCHHAARRMM SSPPEELLLL. you guys are

free to make a mad dash for the DDEEEEPP FFOORREESSTT.

sir, i’m going to, sob, try to

DDIISSBBEELLIIEEVVEE the situaiton

just ONE more time. sniff

sorry

kid!

JJUUMMPPIINN’’  JJEERRRRYY

GGAARRCCIIAA!!!! 1d8 

experience 

levels??

hey, they’re 

MMAAGGIICCAALLLLYY DDEELLIICCIIOOUUSS!!!!

hey, how ‘bout we PPRREETTEENNDD we’re

still charmed for a few days and

HHAANNGG OOUUTT and PPAARRTTYY with these

guys? we might learn a few things.

i like the way YYOOUU think.

gimme a SSEECCOONNDD HHEELLPPIINNGG

of that SSTTEEWW and 

while we discuss it.

would you

like a side

order of

WWIINNGGSS with

that?
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story by jolly r. blackburn Angels of Mercy with Dirty Faces
well, \ tried calling GGAAMMEERR  TTEEMMPP again but they SSTTIILLLL don’t have anyone available

for tonight.  \ suppose \ should have called earlier in the week but, uh...\ was

holding out hope that SSAARRAA  would change her mind and rejoin the group.

maybe you should call her again and

MMAAKKEE her come back. you could use your

GGMM VVOOIICCEE to intimidate her.

BBAAAAAAAAAA!!!! she’ll come CCRRAAWWLLIINN’’ back. the 

HHAACCKKMMAASSTTEERR  RREEGGIIOONNAALLSS are next month.

that’s right. she’ll

want to HHIITTCCHH her

wagon to a 

WWIINNNNIINNGG TTEEAAMM..  
intimidate

sara?

brian’s right. once she learns what a bunch

of LLOOSSEERRSS that other group is, she’ll be

back. but it BBUURRNNSS my ass. we should be

HHOONNIINNGG our skills as a team right now.

she’s hurting the WWHHOOLLEE GGRROOUUPP..

i just hope SSAARRAA stays tight-lipped.

you just KKNNOOWW they’ll be trying to pry

information out of her about our 

gaming tactics and protocols.

hey dave, why don’t

you SSCCOOOOTT your chair

over this way?

huh? scoot my chair? why?

fill up some of this EEMMPPTTYY

SSPPAACCEE here. it’s kinda LLOONNEELLYY

down here without SSAARRAA..

\ got nobody to

chatter with during the game.what are you

up to, brian?

move my

chair? no can

do, big guy.

why the hell

not?

‘cuz \ got TTHHIISS spot TTRRAAIINNEEDD to

roll HHIIGGHH NNUUMMBBEERRSS!!!! it took me

MMOONNTTHHSS to get it this way.

\ told you already - TTAABBLLEE

TTRRAAIINNIINNGG is a myth.

NNOORRMMAANN BBOOWWZZEERR fudged

his figures in that article. 

\ checked them.

uh uh, no way.

this spot has

saved my ass

MMAANNYY times.

\’m tellin’ ya, if \ roll my dice within TTHHIISS zone

\ get high rolls EEVVEERRYY TTIIMMEE!!!!    \ love this spot. 

hey, HHEEYY!!!! you’d better

move that right hand

over about TTHHRREEEE IINNCCHHEESS

‘cuz your in MMYY zone.

okay, okay, good point. you HHAAVVEE

been rolling pretty lucky lately. 

\ certainly don’t want to be the

cause for breakin’ that streak. 

so can we just get

on with the game and

stop talking about

sara? it makes my

stomach hurt.
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nebil? the town orphan? you trying to GGUUIILLTT me or

something? i taught the kid how to ride a horse and

swing a blade. what MMOORREE  do you want from me? huh?

okay, b.a., so what’s it going to be tonight?  a DDUUNNGGEEOONN CCRRAAWWLL?  MMAAJJOORR QQUUEESSTT?? maybe a BBAARR

RROOOOMM BBRRAAWWLL?? \ just hope your HHAACCKK FFAACCTTOORR is WWAAYY up tonight. i’m ready to kick some ass.

well actually \ was hoping to

swing you guys back through

HHAAGGLLEEYY TTOOWWNN  to check up on the

townsfolk. you DDIIDD  promise them

you’d do so and it’s been TTWWOO

YYEEAARRSS of game time.

HHAAGGLLEEYY TTOOWWNN?? ah, dammit,

b.a.! why do we have to go

back there? you KKNNOOWW that

barkeep has it in for me.

hey we just TTOOLLDD them

we’d be back so we 

wouldn’t have to settle

our BBAARR TTAABB. we were

down on our luck at

the time.

besides, there’s no

TTRREEAASSUURREE or EE..PP..’’SS  to

be had there. complete

waste of time.

i KKNNEEWW  you guys had no intention of making good on your

promise. doesn’t it bother you that you disappointed AALLLL

those people? what about NNEEBBIILL HHEENNSSHHAAWW?? huh? you

probably broke the kid’s heart. he BBEELLIIEEVVEEDD in you guys!

you promised

to send him

to TTHHIIEEVVEESS

SSCCHHOOOOLL..

\ NNEEVVEERR said that. \ promised him \’d

look into it. TTWWOO TTHHOOUUSSAANNDD GG..PP..SS \t

costs to send an NNPPCC through school!!

did you know that? and even TTHHEENN

there’s a 30 percent chance he won’t

complete his training. and \ gotta be

honest - the kid just never seemed that

BBRRIIGGHHTT to me. \’d be wasting my money.

you know bob, it’s

called RROOLLEE--PPLLAAYYIINNGG!!

just because YYOOUU’’RREE

shallow doesn’t mean

your character 

HHAASS to be.

dude, he

called you

SSHHAALLLLOOWW!!

JJEEEEZZEE LLOOUUEEEEZZEE!!!! alright, alright, we’ll check in on HHAAGGLLEEYY TTOOWWNN..

for crying out loud! can we at LLEEAASSTT hit a SSMMAALLLL  DDUUNNGGEEOONN or

something on the trip there?  \ gotta scratch that itch!

well... okay, \ suppose. but

\ can’t wait to see you look

poor NNEEBBIILL in the eye and

tell him you’re reneging on

your promise.

oh stop it! you’re breakin’ my heart here.

tell ya what.  \’ll donate 55  PPEERRCCEENNTT of

any treasure \ get this adventure to the

kid’s college fund. how’s that?

CCOOLLLLEEGGEE  FFUUNNDD?? count me in. i’ll

give up 5 percentiles for the

little tyke. this is JUST the sort

of crazy thing SSAARRAA would have

been all gung ho for.

okay, \’m in too! \

guess \ don’t mind

helping the less

fortunate.
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TWENTY MINUTES LATER.....

okay as you kick in the door you knock it off the hinges. a small room, approximately FIVE by

FIVE feet is revealed. chained to the far wall is a SSIICCKKLLYY looking GGNNOOMMEE. in the flickering

light from your torch you can see DDEEEEPP  FFUURRRROOWWEEDD  WWOOUUNNDDSS from hundreds of whip lashes

across his chest and shoulders. he BEGS you to end his misery and to kill him.

sickly looking gnome? nothin else

in the room?? okay, \ guess we’ll

move on to the next room and....

whoah! hold on

bob! aren’t you

going to try and

talk to him or

something?

talk to him? what for? we already know

this is an IINN--AANNDD--OOUUTT dungeon. it’s not like

he can tell us anything useful. RRAANNDDOOMM

DDUUNNGGEEOONN DDRREESSSSIINNGG!! that’s all.

well SARA would’ve wanted to talk to him.

and \ bet she would have offered to FREE him

or something or even tend to his wounds.

for gawd’s sake, brian,

LLEETT IITT GGOO!! she’s gone!

\ just think we

should talk to

the gnome.

that’s all.

BIG GUY, PPRREETTEENNDDIINNGG like sara is here and

doing things the way she’d want us to isn’t

going to bring her back.  so drop the CCHHIICCAAGGOO

HHOOPPEE routine already. it’s just some SSTTUUPPIIDD NNPPCC..

hey sara’s approach to the game was

always worth a few points in the tourna-

ments. we should practice her style just

in case she doesn’t come back.

go ahead,

KNOCK

yourself

out! we’ll

wait in the

corridor.

SEVERAL MINUTES LATER.....

as you offer the DDYYIINNGG GGNNOOMMEE another sip of water he puts up his hand to stop you. he looks at each of

you closely, moving from face to face, his DDEEEEPP BBLLUUEE EEYYEESS welling up with tears as the PPAAIINN wrenches at

his body. placing a bloody palm on the shoulder of TTEEFFLLOONN BBIILLLLYY, the GGNNOOMMEE says weakly, “THANK YOU!

thank you, you kind and gentle souls! my entire life \ NNEEVVEERR  knew CCOOMMPPAASSSSIIOONN nor felt the kind hand of

MMEERRCCYY!! \ heard such qualities existed in men - but, until now, \ had NEVER experienced them firsthand.”

think nothing of it,

little guy! soon as

you get on your

feet you can throw

in with us!

\ offer him some more healing potion! then i’ll go

scrounge up wood or something to make him a litter.

poor little guy! \

roll up my spare

robe to make a

pillow for him.

good call, bob. that dude has TTRRAAPP stamped

on his forehead. best to just let him be.

\ think he’s gone

SQUISHY on us.
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\’m sorry guys. the GNOME was just TOO

FAR gone when you found him. his hand

goes limp on brian’s shoulder and his eyes

roll back. a deep sigh and he passes on.

sniff - you did your best, brian. there was nothing else you

could do. sniff! he just LLOOSSTT the will to live. that’s all.

he called me DDAANNNNYY--DDOO!! twice! sniff! 

\ think he thought \ was his brother or

something. snivel. brave little guy.

the GNOME declines your offer of HEALING

POTION, dave. he shakes his head slowly and

says, “\’m dying, sir! save your elixir for another

day. for someone who can benefit from it.”

SSTTOOPP SSAAYYIINNGG TTHHAATT!!  you’re gonna live -

YYOOUU HHEEAARR MMEE??  we’re not giving up on

you. so FFIIGGHHTT dammit! hang in there!

poor little guy has

no more fight in him.he begins

to tremble

maybe if we had 

gotten here sooner.

\ wonder what sara

would have done?

sail on my weary

friend! we’re richer

men for having

known you - albeit,

briefly! sniff.

oh man, SSAARRAA is missin’ out BBIIGG TTIIMMEE!! she

would have LLOOVVEEDD this. and you know,

even though he died, i feel like we made

his last moments more peaceful. sniff.

hey....dave? are you crying?

huh? sniff. no, not

really. just IINN CCHHAARRAACCTTEERR. 

EELL  RRAAVVAAGGEERR is a pretty 

sensitive guy.

yeah, KKNNUUCCKKLLEESS too.

sniff. \ suppose that’s

why the chicks dig him.

okay, i call DDIIBBSS on his boots! and what was up with

that necklace he kept kissing? i call DDIIBBSS on that too!

HHAA!!  LLOOSSEERRSS!! i already palmed his NNEECCKKLLAACCEE

when i was easing him up to put the PPIILLLLOOWW

under his head! i’m gonna cast a DDEETTEECCTT

MMAAGGIICC  on it, b.a.  did i make out?

i’m gonna roll him over and see if he was hiding

anything. i’ll go through his pockets too.

what the....

????!!!!!!

i’ll take his EEAARRSS.

gnome ears can easily

be passed off as being

those of TTRROOLLLLSS.

there’s a FFIIFFTTYY GG..PP..

bounty on trolls in

HHAAGGLLEEYY  TTOOWWNN.

\ suppose.
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okay SSTTEEVVIILL, the priest looks in the hat you handed him

and frowns. “\’m sorry sir,” he says, “but \’m afraid \

CCAANN’’TT raise your slain friends with FFOOUURR CCOOPPPPEERR PPIIEECCEESS,,

a RRAABBBBIITT’’SS FFOOOOTT  and two sticks of BBEEEEFF JJEERRKKYY!!””

sorry bob, as you attempt to DDIISSAARRMM the

NNUUCCLLEEAARR DDEEVVIICCEE you hear the MMAAIINN SSEERRVVOO

activate and begin to close. before you react,

the BBOOMMBB goes off. it vaporizes YYOOUU and the

entire area within a 2 mile radius.

whoah! hold on TTEEXX!! i don’t

think you took into account the

fact that \ was CCRROOUUCCHHIINNGG

real low behind some rocks.

c’mon guys. our EEVVIILL SSTTEEVVIILL  IINNSSUURRAANNCCEE PPOOLLIICCYY

says you’ll make an effort to have us raised

should we be slain. you call TTHHAATT an effort?

we don’t need LLIIFFEE IINNSSUURRAANNCCEE

we need SSTTEEVVIILL IINNSSUURRAANNCCEE..

he’s DDAANNGGEERROOUUSS!!

ahhhh shucks! darn. well we

tried. whatta ya going to do?

i guess pete and i DDUUMMPP the

bodies and head back to the

IINNNN to drown our GGRRIIEEFF in a

couple of rounds of SSTTOOUUTT

BBRROOWWNN  GGRREEVVAANN DDRRAAFFTTSS!!

my GGRRIIEEFF  is deep!

\’m gonna need

SSEEVVEERRAALL rounds!

\ don’t understand. if you’ve had

a BBAANNGG SSTTIICCKK  OF AANNNNIIHHIILLAATTIIOONN

all this time, why the HHEELLLL

haven’t you used it?

....of course by this point i was HHOOPPPPIINNGG MMAADD and i TTOOLLDD him so. so

the dude pulls out his TTWWEENNTTYY SSIIDDEERR and i knew he wanted to throw

down. it was tough going. he had PPLLUUSS  FFIIVVEE  PPLLAATTEE and a WWAARR  DDAAWWGG..

yeah, but you had YYEEAARRSS

of experience against him.

there, see? i told you bob,

you should AALLWWAAYYSS have

some DDEETTEECCTT MMAAGGIICC  on

hand before provoking a

challenge. you’re gonna

get KKIILLLLEEDD someday!

hell yes it was

an effort. i had

to FFOORRCCEE  myself

to do it.

are you nuts? \’m a PPIIXXIIEE--

FFAAEERRIIEE dammit! \ take 1d6

points of RREECCOOIILL DDAAMMAAGGEE

everytime i fire it.
sorry bob,

there are NNOO

crouching

modifiers

against

NNUUCCLLEEAARR

WWaaRRHHEEAADDSS!!!!

i really wish you’d stop

challenging MMIIDDDDLLEE

SSCCHHOOOOLLEERRSS  down at the

““YY”” to CCHHAARRAACCTTEERR DDUUEELLSS..
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DAMN!! i seal off engineering and
flood it with fungicide gas.

your full broadsides temporarily cripple
the SYMBIOT craft but since the

launch bay is undamaged they 
manage to send out a boarding party. 

be careful there BOB¡¡ the SYMBIOT
BREEDERS can turn your marines into one of

them when they attack.

let’s cut our losses
before that pod ship
regenerates its hull.
sorry BOBBY BOY. 

better luck next life.
HAR HAR¡¡

JUMPIN’ BAJEEMERS¡
i head up to deck the gun decks with 

my security detachment.

good call sara but
a little too late.
BOB, half of your
marines that you

thought died in that
last attack rise as
SYMBIOTS and
turn on the rest of

your forces.

GAA...
WHAT??
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okay, the MMAAYYOORR of HHAAGGLLEEYY  TTOOWWNN runs out of the BBUURRNNIINNGG BBUUIILLDDIINNGG

just as your bboolltt  ooff  ggrraattuuiittoouuss  wwoouunnddiinngg  strikes him in the chest. he

falls to his knees, his arms flailing and gurgling in his own blood, and

falls flat on his face on the TTOOWWNN  HHAALLLL SSTTEEPPSS..

HHAAHH!! he’s got NNOOTTHHIINNGG!! so whose the BBIIGG MMAANN in town now? huh?

\ should be in position in

thee  BBEELLLL TTOOWWEERR by now.

i’ll pick off any 

SSUURRVVIIVVOORRSS  trying to

escape the flames with 

PPRROOXXIIMMIITTYY--FFUUSSEEDD  

FFIIRREEBBAALLLLSS!!

after BBRRAANNDDIINNGG the 

captain of the guard with

the RRUUNNEE OOFF CCOOWWAARRDDIICCEE,

i’m going to make him

dance like a MMOONNKKEEYY  iin

the town square.

this adventure is AAWWEESSOOMMEE!! \ almost feel

sorry for SSAARRAA. she’s missin’ out BBIIGG TTIIMMEE!!

yeah, too bad she wasn’t here. her 

PPAARRLLEEYYIINNGG SSKKIILLLLSS would have come in use-

ful when we were IINNTTEERRRROOGGAATTIINNGG the TTOOWWNN

CCOOUUNNCCIILL..  \ SSTTIILLLL think they knew where the 

MMAAYYOORR hid the TTOOWWNN TTRREEAASSUURRYY..

hey, it’s not MMYY fault those

OONNEE--HHIITT--PPOOIINNTT  WWOONNDDEERRSS  had

a LLOOWW TTHHRREESSHHOOLLDD for PPAAIINN.

no one’s faultin’ ya, brian. the way they demanded

us to leave town and all - like we were some kind

of CCOOMMMMOONN SSTTRREEEETT TTRRAASSHH!! they had it coming. but

sara WWOOUULLDD have come in handy tonight.

hey, suppose she doesn’t come back in

time for the TTOOUURRNNAAMMEENNTT. what then?

no way! SSAARRAA’’SS a competitor at

heart. she knows we’re a TTEEAAMM..

bbuutt  ssttiillll........sshhee  HHAASS been under

this JJOOHHNN LLEEEE’’SS spell lately.

relax guys! once again, || have things under control.

it just so happens that SSAARRAA and \ are going to see

a movie this weekend. i’ll bring up the subject of

HHAACCKKTTOOUURRNNEEYY and find out what her plans are. 

well don’t be TTOOOO obvious about it. we

don’t want her thinking we’re begging her

to come back or anything. just find out

what’s the deal. is she with UUSS or TTHHEEMM??

let’s hope she’s with UUSS!! i hate

to think of SSAARRAA as the enemy.

still, we should prepare our-

selves for the worst. she may

have to be TTAAKKEENN  OOUUTT..

uh...i meant her CCHHAARRAACCTTEERR

in the tournament. NOT her

personally. sheesh!

WWHHAATT!!!!??????

oh.  good.

i can deal

with that.

thank gawd!
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guys \ hate to interrupt but can we get BBAACCKK to the game?  as the TTOOWWNN HHAALLLL continues to

burn the HHIIGGHH PPRRIIEESSTT from the TTEEMMPPLLEE OOFF LLUUVVIIAA  approaches you. he is carrying a small 

wooden chest which he holds out to you. “here!” he says, “take it! it is the TTEEMMPPLLEE TTRREEAASSUURRYY..

you can have it with my BLESSINGS if you leave this town and promise NNEEVVEERR  to return.

HHAA!!  \ knew holding his

head ““UUNNDDEERRWWAATTEERR””  in

that OOUUTTHHOOUUSSEE would

pay Back DIVIDENDS!

the NNEERRVVEE of this guy. \ patted him down

twice! you mean he was HOLDING out on us?

let’s not be too

hasty to accept his

offer guys. we may

be able to finagle a

few HHEEAALLIINNGG

SSPPEELLLLSS on the deal.

LATER THAT NIGHT...

FFOORRGGEETT IITT!! no way in hell i’m going to

do it so just FFOORRGGEETT IITT!! end of story.

c’mon b.a.! we wanna see you actually EERRAASSEE

hagley town off the map! it’s not EEVVEERRYY DDAAYY

we get to wwiippee oouutt an entire town.

i’m sure it will

be QQUUIICCKKLLYY

resettled!

quickly resettled? NNOO WWAAYY!! we put

all those heads on sharp sticks

and placed them by the roadside. 

what a

great

adventure.

kudos, b.a.!

\ agree. BB..AA..’s adventure writing has really

improved in recent weeks. the HHAACCKKFFAACCTTOORR on

this adventure was right up there with such

classics as OORRCCSS AATT TTHHEE GGAATTEESS, BBLLOOOODD BBAATTHH  AATT

KKUURRZZYY and SSLLAAUUGGHHTTEERRHHOOUUSSEE SSIIXX.

it’s JJUUSSTT like you said, SSAARRAA is

missin’ out BBIIGG TTIIMMEE!!

you got TTHHAATT right. \

wonder how she’s doing?

MEANWHILE ON THE CAMPUS OF BSU...

the LLIIZZAARRDDMMAANN signs the PPEEAACCEE TTRREEAATTYY just under your mark, LLAANNKKYY  and grunts his approval. your party

now has the right of FFRREEEE PPAASSSSAAGGEE  between the GGRRAANNDD MMAARRSSHH  and the GGIIBBAARR SSTTRRAAIIGGHHTT for as long as the

sky is blue and the grass is green. good job. that was a TTOOUUGGHH negotiation but you pulled it off - and

WWIITTHHOOUUTT the shedding of any blood. quite an accomplishment considering you were dealing with LLIIZZAARRDDMMEENN.

the way of PPEEAACCEE is AALLWWAAYYSS a diffi-

cult road.  i bow respectfully before

the LLIIZZAARRDDMMAANN and give him a parting

gift of RRAANNKK CCHHEEEESSEE and GGUUTT WWIINNEE.

he accepts

and seems

WWEELLLL

PPLLEEAASSEEDD!!

good job, LLAANNKK! my bard composes a SSOONNGG based on

this GGRREEAATT DDEEEEDD. i’ll sing it at MMEEEETTIINNGG HHAALLLL this

evening when we return the LLOOSSTT SSEEPPTTRREE  to the temple.

oh my! i think

i’m in HHEEAAVVEENN.

do you guys

AALLWWAAYYSS play

like this?

uh..sure.

doesn’t

EEVVEERRYY--

BBOODDYY??

you’d be

surprised.
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A Gamer’s Brunch
SATURDAY   9:38 A.M.

gee, this was  SUCH a GOOD IDEA, bob. 

getting together for a  little SPONTANEOUS 

gaming before the movie.  but...uh...why 

BATTLESHIP? \ haven’t played this game in YEARS.

they’re having a TOURNAMENT

down at the “Y” this saturday.

\’m trying to BONE

up on my skills.

hey sara? it’s me bob. how ya doin'? \ just wanted to

check and make sure we’re still on  for the movies.

hey \ thought maybe we could get together

BEFOREHAND. maybe play a GAME or two.

a game or two? well..uh...sure.

but do you think we’ll have.....

KEWL! \’ll be over

in TEN MINUTES!!

TEN MINUTES?? do you

think we could

wa.....hello? bob? HELLO?

CLICK!!!

you mean

for PEE

WEE

GAME

DAY?

bob, it’s like you’re on a GAMING BINGE 

lately. \ noticed at WEIRD PETE’S that you’ve

signed up for both the SCRABBLE and the 

PICTIONARY JUNIOR tournaments this weekend.

yeah, well, \ want to make

the BEST of all my free

time while i have it.

free time??

but \

thought

your job

kept you

pretty busy.

damn straight it does!! that’s why \ decided to take a 

little TIME OFF. \’ve been stressed out to the max. \’m takin’

a little R&R for the next few weeks.  you know - kick back

with my friends and get a little extra GAME TIME in.

a few weeks? \ didn’t realize you’d been

working at the HOE & HARNESS long enough

to accrue THAT much VACATION TIME.

well, \ haven’t really.

uh.. then \ 

don’t 

understand.

how are you

managing to....

well \ burned up all my SICK DAYS last

fall on “OPERATION GAMER IN THE HOLE”*,

so \ filed for TWENTY DAYS of 

EMERGENCY SICK LEAVE.

EMERGENCY SICK LEAVE? are

you okay? i had NO idea. you

never said anything.

relax.

i’m fine.

BOB!?? the movies? yeah, sure. this afternoon, right?

by jolly r. blackburn and david s. kenzer

TWENTY MINUTES LATER... nice thing about THIS game is that it’s

TRANSPORTABLE. if we end up in the middle

of a game come MOVIE TIME we can take it

with us and play during the PREVIEWS.

*See KODT#22: The Lost Ones [Bob and Dave go into the
steam tunnels to rescue Newt and become lost themselves.

http://www.kenzerco.com/product_info.php?cPath=22_23_24&products_id=696
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\ just told ‘em \ needed a CCAAEESSAARREEAANN..

okay, so \’m BBLLUUEE so \ get to go first -

right?  \’m firing at ya on SSQQUUAARREE  GG--11

CCAAEESSAARREEAANN???? but....... bob,  do you

have AANNYY IIDDEEAA what that is?

no, not real-

ly, but it

seemed to

have the

desired

impact.

according to our HHEEAALLTTHH PPLLAANN it’s worth a

WWHHOOPPPPIINNGG six weeks of SSIICCKK LLEEAAVVEE. \ did my

research TTHHIISS  time. last year \ told them \ had

YYEELLLLOOWW FFEEVVEERR and they nearly caught on to me.

don’t take offense to this, but with YYOOUURR

track record, don’t you think they’re likely

to follow up on your latest scam...er...claim?

yeah, they reported it to the CDC

in AATTLLAANNTTAA. it was a nightmare. 

\ had to pretend \ was under

quarantine for six weeks.

bob you

scare me

to death,

sometimes.

erp..uh...you told them you

had YYEELLLLOOWW FFEEVVEERR??

\’m not SSTTUUPPIIDD, sara. besides, role-playing

has given me the skills \ need in situations

like this. \ got hold of my sister’s medical

records. she had the same procedure a few

years ago. \ just copied all the medical

annotations from her records over to mine.

but...but...

you see, \ KKNNEEWW if \ picked a RARE medical 

procedure, especially one my family has a 

history with, it would be a TTOOUUGGHH NNUUTT to crack.

oh it sounds like you covered

all your bases, bob.

to be honest \ got

the idea from BRIAN.

from

brian?

yeah, his character TTEERRRRAANNCCEE BBRRIICCKK swapped medical records

with a DDEEAADD TTRRAANNSSIIEENNTT in HHAACCKKNNOOIIAA one time.  pulled it off

like a charm. he only needed a 16 or higher to avoid detection

the big guy rolled a 16 exactly - it was awesome.

yyoouurr  ppllaann  wwaass  iinnssppiirreedd  bbyy  aa  HHAACCKKNNOOIIAA  CCHHAARRAACCTTEERR?

yeah, later TTEERRRRAANNCCEE got shoved

through a PPLLAATTEE GGLLAASSSS window by

an AALLBBIINNOO and fell to his death.

aaaaaw, it was just FFIIRRSSTT EEDDIITTIIOONN

rules anyway. brian got over it.

so did my shot HHIITT or not?

hold on a sec. before

we start i just have

OONNEE more question.

what is it?

\ inherited

his service

revolver.

uh...er..that’s

a very

touching

story bob.
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why is BB..AA. here?

oh, \ asked him to be

here. just pretend

like he’s not there.

bob won’t play any GGAAMMEESS unless

there’s an IIMMPPAARRTTIIAALL  JJUUDDGGEE

sitting nearby to settle disputes.

he promised to pay MMYY way to the

movie for my services.

settle 

disputes? in 

BBAATTTTLLEESSHHIIPP??

it’s nothing personal, sara. but 

when it comes to CCOONNFFLLIICCTT

SSIIMMUULLAATTIIOONNSS \ trust NNOO OONNEE!!

you asked B.A. to join us

because you think \ CCHHEEAATT??

let’s just say an

EXTRA PAIR Of eyes

keeps people honest.

is that coffee

up yet??

\ think i’m

insulted.

well there’s no reason

to be. \ just feel more

at ease having someone

close by to settle dis-

putes. you don’t under-

stand - last week \

played TWENTY-TWO

games of BATTLESHIP

with dave only to find

out he’d been moving

his pieces all night.

and you were SSUURRPPRRIISSEEDD??  c’mon, bob, we’re talking

about DDAAVVEE here. the man thinks CCAANNAADDAA  is a SSOOVVIIEETT

BBLLOOCC country. you can’t hold ALL gamers suspect

just because DAVE isn’t up on his rules.

isn’t up on his

rules MMYY AASSSS!!

the man cheats.
now hold on, bob! that’s no way

to talk about a friend. you HHAAVVEE

to give him benefit of the doubt.

benefit of the doubt? look missy, there ain’t NO

DOUBT about it. the man cheats. afterwards we played

several games of SSTTRRAATTEEGGOO.. he was UUNNBBEEAATTAABBLLEE!!

then \ found out he’d been hiding his FLAG in his

sock.  he said only an idiot would hide his command

on a battlefield so close to the enemy’s position.

sent me RRIIGGHHTT over the edge! \\  LLOOSSTT IITT!!

bob, sometimes you just have let these

kind of things roll off your back.

are you saying i shouldn’t

have made him EEAATT  his FFLLAAGG??

!!?? he

ATE a

game

token?

\ find it hard to believe DAVE would have

agreed to such a thing - regardless of

whether or not you caught him cheating.

aren’t you listening? \ said

\ MMAADDEE him eat it. he was

unconscious at the time.

UUNNCCOONNSSCCIIOOUUSS????

let’s just

say \ WWOONN

initiative.

that’s

horrible!

he’s your

TEAM-

MATE!
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hey SSPPEEAAKKIINNGG of team

mates, that reminds me.

the guys are wondering

if you’re still playing

with UUSS during the

HHAACCKKMMAASSTTEERR TTOOUURRNNEEYY

this summer?

oh...uh...\’m GLAD you brought that up, actually. you see...

well, \ thought \ would.... -sigh- \ guess there’s NNOO EEAASSYY way

of saying this but i’ve decided to play with JJOOHHNN’’SS  GGRROOUUPP.

JJOOHHNN’’SS GGRROOUUPP????

UUHH OOHH!!

GGIIMMMMEE MMYY  BBAATTTTLLEESSHHIIPP SSTTAATTIIOONN BBAACCKK!!

i’m not AABBOOUUTT to sit here and play with the

EENNEEMMYY!! you....you....TRAITOR¡

????!!!!!!

but....

i’m Just glad you finally showed

your TTRRUUEE CCOOLLOORRSS!!  at least we

still have time to find a replacEment.

bob, PPLLEEAASSEE!! don’t try to turn this into 

something personal. it was a TOUGH decision.

you guys will do just FINE without me.

and to think \ took

you UNDER my wing.

taught you

all i knew.

oh 

really?

\ guess

\ should

have

taken

notes.

A FEW MINUTES LATER...

and \ suppose YYOOUU have something

to SSAAYY  about it as well?

who? me? naaaah!

\’m IIMMPPAARRTTIIAALL. remember?

well, that’s certainly GGOOOODD to hear.

so what do you say? wanna go to the

movies anyway?

uh... and be SSEEEENN with YYOOUU??

IINN PPUUBBLLIICC??  \ better not. if the guys

found out they’d lynch me.

CCOOWWAARRDD!!

exactly.
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by jolly r. blackburn Only the Lonely
okay, i posted a notice down at WWEEIIRRDD PPEETTEE''SS that we’re looking

for a NNEEWW MMEEMMBBEERR.. i’m compiling a list of people who have

responded. we should be able to start interviews next week.

darn, \ RREEAALLLLYY  wish you would have

let me approve that notice BBEEFFOORREE

you put it up.  \ hope you EEMMPPHHAASSIIZZEEDD

rule mastery and indicated NNOONN--

SSMMOOKKEERRSS only.

won’t sara be

surprised when

she comes

crawling back

and finds her

chair is taken.

HHAA!!

this group could use

some NNEEWW BBLLOOOODD. 

\ say we RAISE the

standards. we don’t

want just AANNYY dice-

jockey to come

strolling in here.

let’s discuss the recruiting process later.

okay? \ gotta go into work early tonight.

let’s get going with the game.

that’s the SSPPIIRRIITT!! you don’t have

to yank my chain twice. II’’MM TTHHEERREE!!

let’s get this game on the road!

hey did you EEVVEERR erase

HHAAGGLLEEYY TTOOWWNN from the map?

you PPRROOMMIISSEEDD you would.
i have a SWEET

little DUNGEON

CRAWL lined up

for tonight.

i love

you

man!

hey dave, i couldn’t help but notice your LLUUCCKK was

off last week. i think maybe your ZZOONNEE has drifted

in this direction a few feet. why don’t you slide

over and fill in the this DDEEAADD SSPPAACCEE??

what are you talking about? DDAAVVEE’’SS

rolling was DDEEAADD OONN last week. he

rolled FFOOUURR CCRRIITTSS for crying out loud.

you can’t CCOONN me, brian. no

way i’m giving up my spot.

c’mon dave.

last week you

and bob hardly

talked to me.

there was RREEAASSOONN for that you

BBIIGG DDOOOOFFUUSS!! you FFIIRREEBBAALLLLEEDD  that

toolshed with NNOO WWAARRNNIINNGG!!  we’re

giving you the CCOOLLDD SSHHOOUULLDDEERR to

teach you a lesson.

it was JJUUSSTT a toolshed. \

don’t know why you guys

got so upset about it.

we were IINN it at the time you

MMOORROONN!! i took 24 points of

SSCCAARR--DDAAMMAAGGEE because of you.

oh and you’ve

NNEEVVEERR heard

the term FFOOGG

OOFF WWAARR??

C
L
I
C
K
¡
 
C
L
I
C
K
¡okay here’s the set up. one of the items in the wooden

chest the TTEEMMPPLLEE PPRRIIEESSTT gave you last week was a map

which claims to show the way to the ruins of an AANNCCIIEENNTT

KKEEEEPP near the edge of ‘‘FFOOUURR FFAALLLLSS AANNDD AA RROOCCKK’’.

you’re kidding? we camped there

once. we didn’t notice anything

that looked like a dungeon.

according to the map,

the entrance is behind

one of the falls.

but wouldn’t they have

gotten all wet building it?
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the dungeon is about a

two-day ride to the south.

you what this means? NNOOWW i’m gonna have to

check every FFRREEAAKKIINN’’  FFAALLLLSS  i come to JUST to

see if there’s a DDUUNNGGEEOONN hidden behind it.

make sure you

don’t leave anything

behind, guys. since

this town is no

longer on the map

we won’t be able to

find our way back

again. HHAARR!!

okay you travel about four hours south when you come to two old men sitting by the roadside

around a small fire. it looks like they are roasting a side of VENISON over the flames.

i tip my hat toward them and

we continue on our way. we’re

not going to let AANNYYTTHHIINNGG

impede our progress.

two old men huh? maybe we should check them

out, bob. they could be carrying magic or gold.

yeah! besides i’m 

hungry. maybe they’ll

share their food with

us. yumm-yumm!

now, now, stay out

of it little buddy!!

well i guess we’ll saddle up

and head that way, HHOOSSSS!!

*See Tales from the Vault: Page 41

WHAT THE....?? look, he’s got a SALSA BOY

HAND PUPPET*. you don’t think it’s.....

HHOODDGGYY?? it sure

looks like him.

\’m bringing HHOODDGGYY out

of my RRIINNGG OOFF SSTTAASSIISS.

he can keep me company

since you guys won’t.

do you think

that’s a

good idea?

don’t move.

maybe he’ll

go away.

hi

guys!

okay, b.a., NNIIPP  this in the bud and i mean NNOOWW!!

no way in hell we’re gonna put up this AAGGAAIINN..

guys if BRIAN

wants to role-

play his BBRROOWWNNIIEE

FFAAMMIILLIIAARR,, \ can

hardly stop him.

but he’s OOBBNNOOXXIIOOUUSS!!

and he never SHUTS UP!

\ reckon if teflon billy

says i can hang with

you guys - i can!

now, hodgy!

hmmmmmm, let’s see. 
i know you’re in here 

somewhere.

http://www.kenzerco.com/product_info.php?cPath=22_23_27&products_id=830
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A FEW MINUTES LATER...

what are you guys looking at? you think 

|| took dave’s PPLLUUSS FFOOUURR DDAAGGGGEERR  OOFF  

IINNTTEERRRROOGGAATTIIOONN?? hmmmrrffff! \’m insulted!

c’mon brian. we ssaaww you slip b.a. a

nnoottee on the way to the bathroom. 

you standing up for

him brian? taking his

side against me?

i don’t

think he

did it,

guys.

sorry, dave.

we’re tight.
make him

apologize,

TTEEFFLLOONN!!

i’m afraid he’s right guys. i’m going to have to ask

you to apologize to HHOODDGGYY. he IISS my familiar. 

AAPPOOLLOOGGIIZZEE?? you gotta be joking. no way in

hell i’m saying, “sorry” to that little JJEERRKK!!

who you callin’ a jerk? you

BBAALLDD HHEEAADDEEDD  GGAAMMEERR GGEEEEKK!!
stay out

of this

hodgy. i’ll

handle it.

you better watch your

tongue salsa-boy!

BITE ME!

G
R
A
B
! 
R
I
P
! 
R
E
N
D
! THERE’S YOUR, ““BBIITTEE MMEE””  RIGHT THERE! huh? huh?

not so MOUTHY with his head detached is he?

FRICKIN’-A, dude!

if you hadn’t done it

- i was going to.

now brian, remember what \ told

you. at times like this just take

a DDEEEEPP BBRREEAATTHH and...and...

NNOO

BBRRIIAANN!!!!

PUCKA_DA¡

GRIND¡

WRENCH¡
OWW-Y

OWL!

PUNCH¡¡

i really MMUUSSTT learn to

trust my instincts when

they say, ““RRUUNN!!””
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It is evident that the Unconscious Reality is more pow-
erful than the other Aspects of Tellene.  We know this
because it is ruled not by one god alone, as are the other
Aspects of Tellene.  Rather, Unconscious Reality is so pow-
erful that three gods are needed to master it.  Dreams,
Nightmares and Visions, each have their own patron.

The Kabataroth, Book I

Talos the Wool Merchant woke with a start.
His fine linen sheets felt damp. His over-
worked heart thumping,  Talos violently

tossed the covers aside sending his obese belly jiggling.
His half-asleep concubine shrieked and fumbled for
more covers.

Talos gasped a sigh of relief.  There was only sweat,
no blood.  He looked down his pale, rotund form,
then to his arms.  Everything seemed to be intact.  He
laid back on his fluffy pillow and exhaled deeply and
audibly.  It had all been a dream.  Or more precisely,
it had been a nightmare.

Talos believed strongly in the gods.  His patron, like
most merchants, was Golidirin the Profitmaker.  But
he also had more than a passing interest in the others,
including Pagari the Fate Scribe and Old Shivers.
Perhaps it was his overactive imagination, or maybe
his strong belief in the latter two deities that made this
particular dream so vivid.

Talos’ nightmare hadn’t begun as such.  It started as
a simple dream of his weekly wagon of supplies arriv-
ing from Segeleta.  It must have been Arigo’s wagon,
since he has supplied Talos for years.  The wagon was
admitted at the gate and worked its way to the
kitchens.  Strangely, his scullery slaves began running
from the kitchen and climbing into the wagon.  Then
suddenly the wagon driver reached under the boards
of his seat and produced a cranked and loaded cross-
bow.  One of Talos’ guards (was his name Lani?)
shouted an alarm.  The sun reflected momentarily off
of the crossbow bolt’s razor-sharp point.  The driver
fired.  The quarrel hit the guard’s upper arm and
passed through, splattering blood and leaving bone
and sinew dangling in its wake.  The wagon lurched
toward the gates.  Talos’ gatekeepers tried to interfere,
but warriors of all shapes and sizes jumped from the

wagon and engaged them.  The nightmare skipped
from one grisly injury to the next.  Talos could not dis-
cern who was being harmed, the raiders, his guards,
his slaves or himself.  That is when he awoke.

As he recalled the final scenes a chill crept up Talos’
neck.  It is certainly an ill omen, he thought.  Today is
in fact Katarday, the day of my supply delivery. Talos sat
up and reached for his robe.

“Talos, it’s early.  Come back to bed,” said the con-
cubine in a sleepy voice.

“Not now, my sweet.  I’m thinking,” he responded.
Damn bandits, I’d wager.  I should go down now and
stop the shipment. But his body refused to stand as his
memory again conjured up the gore from his dream.
The nightmare was so vivid, so lifelike.  It was
almost as if he had witnessed it rather than dreamed
it.

“Any of those wounds could have been my body,”
the audible sound of his own voice surprised him.

“What’s that, Talos?”
“Nothing that concerns you, I was only thinking,”

he replied, not looking at his slave consort of the week.
Then an idea occurred to him.  “On second thought,
my pretty, go down and wait for the supplies to
arrive.”  

“What?  Me?”
“Yes.  Get your arse up! NOW!”  Talos could not

decide if he should double the guards.  They cost good
money.  He would have to pay compensation to their
families if any were killed.  He would also have to
replace or repair damaged armor, weapons and uni-
forms.

The concubine began to dress.
But the loss of all those slaves would set him back

years.  And if the bandits were defeated, he could keep
their weapons, maybe there would be enough to offset
the costs of the funerals.  Talos decided to double his
guards.

“Never mind, girl.  Just summon Sergeant Malaki.
I need to give him special instructions today.”  Talos
decided he wouldn’t leave his quarters until after the
delivery.  “And have him bring along another guard,
but not Lani.”

“You mean Linu?” she asked, genuinely confused.
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Borne in Blood

By David S. Kenzer

Part III: Of Dreams Made Real
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Talos turned to face her for the first time.  He
blinked.

“Nali?” she asked, helpfully.
“Neither.  Just make sure both are on duty outside.”

Talos turned and looked out his window at the rainy
morning.

“Hold it thar, Arigo,” said the guard, his out-
stretched hand raised in the universal hand gesture for
stop.  The guard’s helm was cocked back and a tuft of
rain-soaked hair curled out from underneath.  “Let’s
just see what’s in that wagon.”

“Ho, horse Ho!”  Arigo reined-in his old mare and
the wagon lurched to a halt.  This is my chance,
thought Kaleb, I can’t see anything from inside this cov-
ered wagon.  He climbed down from the back of the
wagon and walked casually to the front.  

Arigo shot Kaleb an angry look as Kaleb climbed
beside him.

“Had to give them room to search.  Can’t argue
with the customer’s guard,” Kaleb explained.  

This Talos is a real paranoid, Kaleb thought.  It’s
strange that there are more guards on duty in the daytime
than at night.  A fearful chill shot up Kaleb’s spine,
momentarily hunching his shoulders and tensing his
neck.  He reached into his pocket, seeking reassurance.
Kaleb relaxed as he felt the two small scraps of parch-
ment. With his free hand, Kaleb pulled his hood clos-
er about him.

Like Kaleb himself, his plan was simple and practi-
cal.  Of course, if the opportunity presented itself, he
would grab Beranise and run.  But Kaleb was no fool,
he understood that the possibility of that happening
was slim to none.  Although perhaps the rain might pre-
sent some opportunity along those lines, he thought. 

The real plan was to find out if Beranise was safe
and being treated well.  She seemed to be okay from
what he saw from his perch in the old maple tree near
the wall, but he had to see her face to face to be cer-
tain.  Kaleb was gambling that Beranise would be in
the kitchen and near the delivery.  If she was not there,
he would continue to work for Arigo and spy for
information in the evenings until an alternate plan
came to him.  If she was there and all seemed well he
would return at a specified time to either buy her back
or free her, with force if necessary.  The trick was coor-
dinating the time with Beranise, so she could arrange
to be prepared.  He planned to hand her a note, but
that form of communication posed a great difficulty
since Beranise could neither read nor write.  

Kaleb gently released the two scraps and removed
his hand from his pocket.  Both notes were comprised
of hand-drawn pictures.  On the first, Kaleb had
drawn three circles in a horizontal row with arrows
pointing from left to right between each circle.  The

center circle was colored in with black ink.  Under the
first circle Kaleb had drawn a simple figure of a man
standing.  The poorly drawn picture of man and a
woman holding hands lay directly below the last cir-
cle.  The second parchment was similar, but it had five
circles, with the second and fourth colored-in.  If the
estate was heavily guarded, Kaleb planned to slip
Beranise the second parchment, if not, he would hand
her the first parchment.

“Okay, pass on through,” the guard waved them
through the gate, interrupting Kaleb’s thoughts for the
moment,  “You know the way, Arigo.”   

Kaleb noted two other armed guards.  Like the
guard at the gate, they were wearing studded leather
armor and sheathed short swords.  How very odd,
Kaleb thought.  Why were the guards so well-armed dur-
ing the day? It made little sense to him.  Kaleb shot a
quick glance around the grounds.  He saw another
guard, leading three dogs, their wet but relatively clean
coats in stark contrast to their muddy feet.  Well, it
seems unlikely I’ll be using the first parchment, thought
Kaleb.  He moved the first parchment from his right
pocket to his left as Arigo’s little supply wagon
splashed near the rear of the kitchen, leaving rut
marks in the mud.

Woof.  Woof, woof, woof.  WOOF!  
Despite the cool rain, Kaleb’s hands started to

sweat.  His thoughts were now consumed with
Beranise’s safety and no longer plans for removing her
from her predicament.  

Arigo’s muddy old draft horse pulled the wagon
alongside the back door.  Ignoring the dogs, Kaleb
climbed from the front of the wagon and headed
around to the back.  He grabbed the first box, a crate
of hens, and walked it into the kitchen.  Even though
he entered the kitchen and came in from the rain, he
left his hood up to help cover his face.  He wanted to
spot Beranise before she noticed him.  His presence
would surely startle her and he did not want her to
cause a stir.

Kaleb looked around.  His heart sank.  There were
two women there, but no Beranise.

He must have looked confused, because the first
woman, an elderly, portly maid pointed to the floor
on one side of the kitchen “the hens kin be put rit
down thar.”

Kaleb placed the chickens where the woman
instructed then hazarded a quick glance at the other
woman before leaving.  She was much younger, in her
late teens, maybe.  

Kaleb continued to unload the wagon, while he
tried to come up with a new plan.  Thinking quick on
his feet was not his forte.  He needed time.  He could
give the note to one of the women and ask her to give
it to Beranise.  The older woman seemed to be an
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authority figure, so it would have to be the younger
girl.  Perhaps her and Beranise were friends. 

In and out, he went.  Each time Kaleb looked for
some clue that he could use to his advantage.  But
there was nothing of use, except the younger girl.
Maybe I should simply speak up and tell them I want to
see Beranise, thought he.  Bold, but very risky. 

Kaleb could hear Arigo settling-up with a servant,
just under the awning. As tempting as it was to end
the tension one way or another, he concluded that the
best course of action was to wait until the next week
and try again.  Kaleb would have to make new parch-
ments, but that would be the easy part.  And what if
she never worked at the time he delivered?  How many
weeks would he try, before a new approach was war-
ranted?

Kaleb was carrying the second-to-last parcel, a sack
of ground wheat flour, when a third woman backed
into the kitchen carrying a breakfast tray full of dish-
es.  Kaleb stopped sharply to avoid a collision, just as
she turned around.  The tray hit him in the navel,
spilling two pewter saucers to the ground with a loud
clang.  Kaleb dropped his sack to the kitchen floor,
tearing a seam in its side.  Flour poured out onto the
floor creating a tiny pyramid of powder.  Kaleb you
idiot! He thought.  Way to blend in and stay anony-
mous.  A thief you are not.  

Kaleb immediately knelt to retrieve the girl’s saucers
while the older woman scolded her, “Bera! Ya clumsy
fool!”

Kaleb’s heart leaped into his throat.  He kept his
head down so his hood completely covered his face.
He quickly gathered the saucers, then stuffed his hand
into his right pocket and grabbed the parchment.

“I apologize, ‘twas my fault, my lady,” said Kaleb as
he stood and grabbed her left hand with his right.  “I
give you my Word, ‘twas my fault’” and he squeezed
her hand closed around the parchment.

The woman let out a barely audible gasp, as Kaleb
handed her the saucers with his left hand.  Still hold-
ing her hand, hood mostly drawn, he cocked his head
in the direction of the older woman and said, “A thou-
sand apologizes, ma’am, I am a clumsy oaf.  My hood
was covering my vision.”  For a moment the older
woman was speechless.

Kaleb turned to Beranise and dropped his hood
back.  “Again, my lady, I ask your forgiveness.” Then
he whispered quickly, “Are they treating you fairly?”
Beranise nodded.  He released his grip on her hand,
leaving the parchment.

Kaleb knelt again, “Oh, I must clean this mess.”
“Let me help,” and Beranise knelt whispering,

“Kaleb, you shouldn’t be...”
He cut her off, “Are you safe from harm?” 

Beranise nodded as the older woman came over,
harshly scolding Beranise.  “How kin ya be so stupid,
Bera?  Why don’ ya watch where ya goin’?” she
demanded.

Just then, Arigo popped his head through the
kitchen door and silenced the older woman with some
noise of his own.  “Hey, ya stupid cuss, get out ‘ere!
The mud’s delayed us enough.  We ‘ave work ahead o’
us now.”

“But there’s one more...”
“I brought it in whilst you was causin’ a mess.  Get

on the back side o’ the wagon, ‘fore I leave you to walk
‘ome with no pay.”  

Kaleb locked eyes with Beranise.  While pulling
back on his hood, Kaleb dropped his eyes to her hand
that still gripped the parchment, nodded toward the
same hand, and winked.  Confused, Beranise slipped
the parchment into her apron for later examination.
Then Kaleb turned and left the kitchen.  He did not
look back.

Kaleb climbed onto the back of the wagon and
immediately mumbled the Prayer of Thankfulness to
Forinori, the Honorable One.  Kaleb then sat down
and began formulating his next move.  Beranise is
safe and apparently free from harm, that gives me time,
he thought.  She should hopefully be expecting my
return in two months time if she can understand my
note.  

Suddenly exhausted, Kaleb lay on the stiff boards of
the wagon’s bottom.  He began taking inventory of his
assets.  Kaleb had little, so he would have to earn or
borrow a fortune in just two moons time.  Buying her
seemed a very remote possibility.  All of those alert
guards meant he would need a lot of assistance if he
rescued her by force.  

His only kin were his mother and two sisters, so
help would have to be in the form of friends.  Kaleb
took inventory of his friends in Melidu.  I can count on
the mages, but they would be of little use in this situation.
Junior would be useful.  Perhaps I could convince a few
of the Ironhearts to help this time?  They were all typical-
ly gruff and grouchy, but nonetheless reliable and stout
warriors.  Out of the seven brothers, surely two or three
would see fit to help.  After all, Dillan himself attends
services more often than most in Melidu.

Sleep overtook Kaleb, even as he was still counting
his assets.  Not even the shaking and jolting of the
wagon could keep him conscious.  Kaleb would not
wake again until Arigo arrived at his next client.

Not yet a half league away, Talos the Wool
Merchant laid down for an afternoon nap in his feath-
er bed.  Although he never left his bedchamber, he too
was exhausted by the events of the day.  If Talos
dreamed, he did not remember it.❑



Bomar Island/Prison
History

Originally, Bomar Island was little more than a
long, jagged sandbar lying at the mouth of the Badato
River. As the sprawling city of Bet Kalamar rose up on
the banks of the Badato, the island was slowly trans-
formed into a fortress.

The first structure raised on the island was a small,
stone shrine to the god, Ros’tak the Voyager. It was
built in honor the god in -143 IR and financed by
merchants who plied their trade on the river and
looked to the Voyager to protect their interests.

The first bridge across the Badato was not con-
structed, until the year 1 IR when King Ali Inakas
founded the Kingdom of Kalamar. Using Bomar
Island as the foundation for its middle pilings, his
engineers built a beautiful bridge which for many
years was the most distinctive feature of the city. Even
today the reverse side of many Kalamaran coins bare
the image of the Inakas Bridge.

The bridge made the island more accessible and
soon local merchants began to use the broad flat
island as a marketplace to push their wares. (The older
markets in Bet Kalamar proper were often over crowded
and city ordinances eventually began to regulate the
number of vendors who could set up there.)

Because a toll was charged for both foot and wagon
traffic across the bridge the marketplace on Bomar
began to cater to the rich and well-to-do.

After the floods of 74 IR, much of the island was
swept away (including the Temple of the Watcher). King
Kolokar added Bomar Island to his list of public
works program and had the entire island paved and
encased in a protective granite wall. A rather ugly
scandal arose when it was learn by the Bin Par’ta that
Kolokar planned on renaming the bridge (and the
island) after himself. In the end, both the bridge and
the island kept their respective names and no king or
emperor since has made the same mistake.

In the center of the island, a monument to
Kolokar’s historic victory over the savage Obakasek
humanoids was constructed. Over the next hundred
years, the island’s paved surface became a magnet for
monuments, shrines and statuary. By 135 IR the

tragic playwright Falurikor wrote, “one dare not sneeze
while strolling Bomar Island from fear of cracking his
head on some infernal statue of a dead king.”

Many citizens agreed and the island was widely
regarded as “unpleasant to the eye”.  As if in answer,
the mighty Badato would once again erase the slate.
Another great flood in 203 IR destroyed a great part
of the island, and swept most of monuments and
temples into the bay. For the next fifty years Bomar
Island was surrendered back to the forces of nature. A
grove of willows grew up under the bridge and the
island was used to graze sheep and to spread out fish-
ing nets for repair.

In 259 IR, a year after the College of Architecture
was established in Bet Kalamar, workers once again
began clearing off the island. Enormous funds were
set aside to build the Imperial Treasury on the island
and to fortify it. 

The project was placed in the hands of the
College, whose founders were anxious to showcase
their skills to the citizens. When construction ended
four years later one Rader Kem remarked, “Damn fine
work! The Emperor should immediately order the entire
city to be razed the ground so the College can rebuild it.
I am quite certain if this happened, the gods would soon
vacate us so they could move in.”

A permanent garrison (Bomar Garrison) was
placed on the island to defend the treasury and to
oversee the slave laborers who operated the coin mint
and smelting furnaces. With the many exploits of the
Imperial Legions abroad, a virtual stream of precious
metals and ore was funnelled back to the mother city. 

Bomar Island became the processing center where
the ore and metals were purified and melted down.
Then the metals were poured in to bars and minted
into coins which were stored in the Imperial Treasury
until they could be dispensed.

Slave labor was used to do most of the work on
the island and a small barracks was built to house
the them. Gradually, the complex was expanded and
doubled as a prison where enemies of Crown awaited
their fate.

Today, citizens of Bet Kalamar enjoy walking
across Inakas Bridge and pausing to gaze over the
bridge's railing at the island and its numerous and
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Excerpts from Kutagi’s Journal
by Jolly R. Blackburn



varied buildings. Here, the common citizen can
observe the wide variety of daily activity that takes
place on the island. Among other things, they can
watch the Bomar Garrison practice drill and ceremo-
ny or catch a glimpse of fledgling gladiators as they
are put through their deadly paces in the practice
arena. If they are lucky they may catch a glimpse of a
famous political prisoner being escorted under guard
from one building to another. It is a fascinating part
of the city of Bet Kalamar and has given birth to hun-
dreds of legends and rumors.

Bomar Prison
Today, Bomar Island is essentially one large prison.

It has evolved over the years to make the best possi-
ble use of prison-labor. No, this is not an experiment
in rehabilitating wrong-doers and placing them back
in society. The Empire has no concept of such noble
causes. To put it bluntly, if a prisoner can serve a use-
ful purpose, he is allowed to live. Once that useful-
ness is depleted, he is quietly put to death. 

Prisoners with skills are forced into service - smelt-
ing precious metals and hammering out coins, train-
ing as gladiators so they can properly amuse the mass-
es in the arenas, or simply helping to maintain the
island and cater to the needs of others.

Prisoners with political or religious connections are
often kept alive in the event they may prove useful at
a later date. Some prisoners are kept alive because
their social or political status protects them, by law,
from capital punishment.

The prison area itself slowly evolved from a single
building. Originally, it was constructed to house the
laborers who helped reconstruct the island's walls and
other buildings. Over the years, more prisoners were
funnelled to the island and the complex grew. 

Life is harsh on the island and there are little pro-
visions to care for the prisoners other than food and
shelter. If a prisoner falls ill, he is either killed (con-
sidered an act of mercy), or allowed to wither in his
cell until he dies. The dead are wrapped in woven-
reed mats and tossed in the river to be carried out
into the Kalamaran Bay.

The prison compound is divided into Dereman
(akin to cell blocks). Each Dereman takes its name
from an animal or mythical beast. Prisoners are
assigned to a Dereman depending on the nature of
their crimes or their demonstrated skills. 

There are also Dereman for political prisoners and
prisoners of war. The main purpose of the Dereman
is to segregate the prison population. Prisoners
assigned work in the treasury or mint are kept in the
same cell blocks. Prisoners being held for interroga-
tion or torture are kept in another. This allows guards

to move prisoners to and from their work stations at
different times.

Almost all prisoners on Bomar Island are maimed
or marked so that they can be readily identified. (The
exception being some political prisoners.) Each
Dereman has its own distinct form of maiming - usu-
ally, a particular finger is cut off. 

Each Dereman also has a Voraman or King Rat (a
dominate prisoner who unofficially lords over other
prisoners in his block). Voraman usually surround
themselves with several henchmen. The Voraman can
make life miserable for other prisoners.

Below I have included a few of my more mundane
journal entries in keeping with my chosen task to
comment on and define for my readers some of the
more unusual terms and names that appear in this
month’s fiction.

Golidirin the Profitmaker - patron deity of money,
business and greed.

Pagari the Fate Scribe - god of prophesy, fate and
time.

Old Shivers - god of fear and nightmares

Segeleta - a small city of 9,200 population in cen-
tral Kalamar near the Paliba woods.  

Katarday - 3rd day of the week (Calendar of Tellene)

Salireta - a small city of 9,600 population in Kalamar
on the Badato River.

Svimohzia - Island continent surrounded by the Sea
of Svimohzia, the Kalamaran Sea and the Brandobian
Ocean.

Mezh-Vowmi Isle - Small island just off the eastern
shore of Svimohzia.  The capital of Ahznomahn,
Zha-nehzmish, is located here.
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Kalamar
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Kingdoms 
Kalamarofof

Welcome to our world!

TM

Welcome to Tellene. It’s our world and we’re proud of it.
The Kingdoms of Kalamar product line was launched for
one reason. Nobody was making the kind of in-depth role-
playing products we wanted to see.
So, we decided to go ahead and do it ourselves.
Ask for Kingdoms of Kalamar products at your local retailer
or call (650)233-8270.

New supporting supplements are on the way!

Mythos of the Divine and Worldly, Sourcebook of the Sovereign Lands, HackMaster
and the Kingdoms of Kalamar are trademarks of Kenzer and Company.

from the writers ofKnights of the D inner Table™
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BUNDLEBUNDLE of of TROUBLETROUBLE
VolumeVolume IIII

IS NOW AVAILABLE AT YOUR IS NOW AVAILABLE AT YOUR 
LOCAL GAME OR COMIC SHOP.LOCAL GAME OR COMIC SHOP.

96 pages • $9.9596 pages • $9.95

A complete compilation of A complete compilation of 
Knights of the Dinner Table Knights of the Dinner Table 

Issues 4 thru 6.Issues 4 thru 6.

• Includes an an ALL NEW strip never before published.

• KODT Trivia and History

• Character Bios and Backgrounds

you justyou just
found it!found it!

THESE OTHER KODTTHESE OTHER KODT COLLECTIONS ARE STILL AVAILABLECOLLECTIONS ARE STILL AVAILABLE

Tales from the VaultTales from the Vault
Compilation of all the KODT Strips that

have appeared in Dragon and other maga-
zines. (Up to Dec. 1997)

Bundle of Trouble Vol. IBundle of Trouble Vol. I
Compilation Knights of the Dinner Table

Issues one thru three. Includes KODT trivia and
a never before published strip.

http://www.kenzerco.com/product_info.php?cPath=22_23_27&products_id=830
http://www.kenzerco.com/product_info.php?cPath=22_23_27&products_id=835
http://www.kenzerco.com/product_info.php?cPath=22_23_27&products_id=51
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KODT miniatures??

it’s almost too good to be true¡¡
they’re available now EXCLUSIVELY from kenzer and company.

to purchase your very own set of KODT MINIATURES ($19.95 + $3 s/h), send a check or money order
(made payable to kenzer and company) to:

___________________________________
kenzer & company 
mail order fulfillments
2094 camino a los cerros, menlo park, ca 94025___________________________________

or fax a valid visa, mastercard, american express or discover card number, card type and expiration date to us at
(650) 233-8270 or e-mail the same information to us at kenzerco@aol.com

* OK, it’s almost too good to be true because your set of miniatures will be unpainted. We were working on a deal with some 
female Russian gamers to hand-paint every set but unfortunately the deal fell through.
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“In my dream  I saw two travelers who had paused
by a lonely grave along the roadside.  And a terrible
question was asked by one to the other, 'To whom does
this stone testify?” 

And the answer haunts my dreams, for the other man
replied, “I know not sir, I know not.  “In this dream I
then saw that the grave was my own!” 

Esalin Sular, 
The Silent Stones

Venar Kurasin approached the large iron
doors of Bomar prison.  It was late, well after
the third watch and a steady rain drizzled

down upon the city of Bet Kalamar.  Raising his
staff, he knocked on the heavy doors several times.
From within, a rattling of chains and the scrape of an
iron bolt being slid back told him that someone was
responding.  A moment later a small spy-hole slid
open, a half-closed eye on the other side peered
through at him.  

“What ya want?” 
Kurasin groaned and replied, “It's Venar Kurasin

the Rader-Kem! Let me in!” 
The eye on the other side of the door widened

immediately, “Muh Lord? Whut brings ya here at
such an hour?” 

Kurasin struck the door again with his staff, “I've
business to attend to! Open this door!” 

The bolt slid back and the large door creaked
open, straining on its hinges.  A shaken guard con-
fronted Kurasin.  “My apologies my Lord! What can
I do for you?” 

Kurasin pushed the guard aside and entered the
room.  He removed his cloak and shook the rain
from it.  He was standing in the outer block of the
guardhouse. To his left was the barracks for the

prison guards and to the right, through the double
portcullis was the main prison with its labyrinth of
dungeons and dank cells.  

“Why are you on duty alone? Do not the orders
call for two guards at this post?” 

The guard began to stammer, “Uh...the captain
has gone into the block to check the cells every
hour as ordered!” 

Kurasin blushed slightly at his abruptness.  “Oh
I see.  Very well.  I'm here on an urgent matter.  I
wish to speak with the prisoner Ravethope.” 

“Ravethope?  My Lord the orders are to allow no
one to speak with the prisoner.” 

Kurasin furrowed his brow in anger, “Do you real-
ize who I am?” 

“Why of course ma Lord” answered the guard
without hesitation.  

“Then you must realize that I issued those orders!” 
The guard was visibly shaken, “My apologies ma

Lord.  I’ll show you the way.” 
He followed the guard as he opened the double

gate leading into the main prison.  
The guard took a torch from its mount on the

wall and turned to follow a narrow-winding corri-
dor that descended ever so slightly.  After several
moments, Kurasin detected the shadows of torch-
light coming from the other direction.  Shortly, the
captain approached with a somewhat alarmed look
on his face.  

“Daval? What is this?” he snapped.  
The guard halted, “Captain, it’s Rader-Kem

Kurasin.  He’s come to see Ravethope” 
The confused captain raised his torch and strained

to see Kurasin’s face.  “Lord Kurasin?  Is there a prob-
lem?” 

Bones of Ruin
By Jolly R. Blackburn

Part II: Wolves and Old Men



Kurasin stepped in front of the guard, “No cap-
tain.  I was told that Ravethope is close to death.  I
thought I’d have a few words with him.” 

The captain shook his head, “He’s wearing the
face of death all right.  That’s the truth my Lord.  But
he’s not talking.  I’m afraid you....” 

“I’d like to determine that myself.  If Ravethope
dies before I have a chance to question him the
Emperor will have us all!” 

“Of course my Lord.  If you’ll follow me.” He
paused, “Daval! Return to your post.  I’ll see to this.” 

The guard nodded, turned and headed away.
Kurasin motioned for the captain to lead the way
and they proceeded on.  After several moments they
came to a set of rough-hewn steps descending at a
steep angle.  Watch your step my Lord, the walls seep
down here.” 

They descended about thirty steps and came to a
large irregularly-shaped room.  A foul smell over-
came Kurasin’s senses and he quickly pulled the
sleeve of his robe over his nostrils and mouth.  He
was familiar with these foul odors from his days on
the fields of battle: disease and death.  

In the corner, bound by chains and lying on a
heap of soiled straw lay a dark figure.  A frail chest
rose and sank slowly, a multitude of deep red gashes
were clearly discernible even in the torch light.

The captain walked over to the prisoner and
kicked him in the ribs.  The frail figure grunted and
rolled to his side.  A tormented face, framed in a
beard of gray, looked upward.  

“You’ve a visitor old man.  Get up!” 
Kurasin stepped up beside the captain and placed

a hand on his shoulder.  “Captain, I wish to talk to
the prisoner alone.  I can find my way back to the
guardhouse.” 

“My Lord? I can’t leave you down here alone!” 
It’s all right captain.  Now go!” 
The captain nodded and departed.  Kurasin wait-

ed for several moments until he was sure that they
were alone and then kneeled beside Ravethope.  

“Rave? It’s me, Kurasin,” he spoke in a hushed
voice.  

Ravethope raised his head and stared weakly at
Kurasin for several seconds.  

“I knew you would come.  It was only a matter of
time.  I knew it wouldn’t be...” He laid his head back
down, his face contorted with pain.  

Kurasin eased an arm around him and helped him
to a sitting position.  “I tried to come many times.

I wanted you to know that I tried everything to aid
in your escape.  When I failed in that, I tried to ren-
der you an honorable death.  I’ve failed you Rave.
With all my powers, with all my chains of office, I
couldn’t help you.  Can you forgive me?” 

“You were afraid I would talk my friend.  Afraid I
would utter your name under the whip.  Don’t both-
er to make your case with me.  I have no power to
condemn or to forgive.” 

“You know better then that Rave! We were friends
once.  I’ve done nothing to make you believe such a
thing.  I never wanted to see it come to this.  I
haven’t slept in weeks thinking of you chained away
in the darkness here, in agony!” 

“The pain will end,” said Ravethope weakly, “not
even the Emperor can detain death.  And in the end,
the boy will fulfill the oracle.” 

“You still cling to those prophecies even now?”
asked Kurasin sadly, “Don’t you see our folly? The
world is not ruled by oracles.  Where are your
prophets now? He who has the sword has the power.
Even your sacred Kabataroth tells you that.” 
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Venar Kurasin
Shown here in his Rader-Kem Robes and wearing his

chain-of-office. According to the scribe Bent Megar a
‘“Nothing is quite so terrifying to the average citizen
of  Bet Kalamar as the sight of a Rader-Kem in full
robes with the ‘all seeing eye’ of his chain-of-office
gleaming on his chest. The eye seems to stare at the
observer as if to say, ‘I can take your life - or spare
it, as I choose.’”
For a full bio on Kurasin see KODT#14: Good, Bad

and the Ugly.
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Kurasin reached into the folds of his robes and
produced a small amber vial.  He held it toward
Ravethope.  “I’ve come to release you.  This poison
is swift, you have my word.  You also have my word
that your family will be cared for.  I’ve made arrange-
ments to move them to Svimohzia at the Mezh-
Vowmi Isle.  Once you are dead the Emperor will
move swiftly to do them harm.” 

Ravethope looked into Kurasin’s eyes, “You’ve
come to silence me.” 

Kurasin turned his eyes away from the old man.
“I’ve come to free you from this daily torture.  Can’t
you believe that?” 

Ravethope smiled faintly, “I can believe many
things.  I believe that you and Garit were the only
two who knew my hiding place in Salireta.  And I
also know you fought like a warrior to have me exe-
cuted without an audience.  You’ve embraced the
Emperor once again.  You fear that I will put the fin-
ger of death on you with my confession.” 

Kurasin stood to his feet, “If that were true I could
have had you killed a fortnight ago.” He turned and
began to pace the small room.  

“I have taken my oath to the Emperor again, I’ll
admit that.  But not for myself! I have three sons of
which to think.  They are the innocents in this affair.
Suval, my eldest, has just been admitted to the Bin
Par’ta.  

Is he to die for my crimes?  Losing my head to the
Tanedor’s axe will not topple Kabori from the
throne!  But I would never betray you and I have
not.  It was Garit who sold us out.  He betrayed you
to the Var Rader Kem in exchange for a handful of
gold and his life.” 

Ravethope shook his head, “Why did he not put
the finger on you?” 

Kurasin shrugged, “I don’t pretend to understand
the likes of Garit!  Sav was the only one who seemed
to trust that scoundrel.  But a man of Garit’s stand-
ing accusing a Rader Kem of treason? Even he’s too
smart for that.” 

“You have nothing to fear from me” said
Ravethope, “I’ll drink the libation you have brought
me.  Garit is your enemy now.  Soon his gold will
dwindle and he’ll be looking for new ways to rekin-
dle it.” 

Kurasin drew pale.  “Don’t you think I know that!
He fled the city before I could get my clutches on
him.  Believe me I would have made him pay for his
treachery and I swear he will get his just rewards.
He’ll spend his blood-money to pay for his own

funeral rites.” 
Ravethope turned the vial of poison in the palm of

his hand.  “It’s strange how time and distance can
change a man.” He looked toward Kurasin, “A few
weeks ago I would have thrown this vile elixir in your
face.  But now it seems like sweet nectar.  They say
that an excellent guest offers his host a gift of fine
wine.  You are a most excellent guest Lord Kurasin.
A few sips and release.  A brief....” His voice cracked,
“...moment and all the bonds of man no longer have
any power over me.” 

Kurasin stood motionless.  He watched as
Ravethope removed the stopper from the vial and
raised it to his lips.  He took several short sips, his
face reflecting deep anguish.  

Ravethope dropped the vial and lay back on the
straw.  He turned his head toward Kurasin and
smiled weakly.  “Will you stay till it’s over?” 

Kurasin nodded, “Of course Rave, of course.”
“Only the accursed die in solitude.” He coughed

violently for several moments.  “Promise me one
thing Kurasin, if you are the friend you claim to
be.”

“Anything”
“See my family to safety.” 
“I’ve already arranged it.  It’s being taken care of

even as we speak.” 
“...and one more thing...if the boy shows up, help

him.  Honor the oath you’ve made to him.” 
“Sav? Show up here?” 
“He will.  He has no choice.  And when he does

he’ll need refuge.” 
Kurasin was silent.  He knew he could never swear

to such a thing.  How could he? 
“Swear by it Kurasin!” said Ravethope reaching up

and clutching the official’s robe.  “If anything is left
of the man who served Relus IV, swear by it.” 

Kurasin drew pale and pulled away.  “I swear...” 
He stopped.  Ravethope began to cough uncon-

trollably, and clutching his chest he rolled to his side
and pulled up into a fetal position.  Finally he drew
silent, his breathing became shallow.  After several
moments he emitted a low guttural groan.  

Kurasin stepped away from him in fear.  
He watched for several minutes until he was quite

sure Ravethope was dead.  He then retrieved the vial
and placed it in his robe.  

Taking a torch from its holder he headed up the
steps. ❑ 
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Lord Gilead
Occupation: Ruler of Fangaerie
Skills: Diplomacy, Leadership, Social  

Planning/Engineering.
Motivation: Ease the plight of the 

common man.
Weaknesses: His forgiving nature is 

often taken advantage of by others.

Gilead began his career as a man of little means. The son of peasant farmers, young
Gilead grew up watching his parents working themselves into an early grave with lit-
tle or nothing to show for it. It occurred to him that he was being groomed to take
their place in the fields by the evil overseer who was more concerned with quotas and
yields than the welfare of those who worked beneath him.

One day after spilling some grain he was unloading from a cart, one of the of over-
seer’s men began beating him with a whip. Angered, Gilead pulled the man from his
horse and accidentally killed him. Facing execution, he grabbed what little belong-
ings he had and fled. Over the next few years he took odd jobs. One day he was hired
by a woman adventurer named Zayre. He fell madly in love with his employer but
held out little hope that she could ever feel the same about him. In his eyes, he was
unworthy.

He would have been content to remain in her service had it not been for a Great
Helm of Lordship he found in a dungeon. As soon as he placed it on his head he was
transformed into a charismatic leader. All who gazed upon him felt compelled to fol-
low him. Soon he was wandering around the countryside with a large throng of devo-
tees following after him.

Gilead decided to return to his home town (Fangaerie) where he toppled the
Overlord and restructured the government. He then began an aggressive public works
campaign building new roads, diverting rivers, raising temples, etc. He also intro-
duced labor reforms and a welfare system to aid those who couldn’t work.

Even though he is powerful and rich, Gilead seems to be sad and distracted. It is
rumored he still pines for a woman named Zayre.

Jonid Coincrawler
Occupation: Gnome Illusionist/Scam Artist
Skills: Fast Talk, Disguise, Con Games
Motivation: Putting hard coin in his pocket.
Weaknesses: His insatiable greed keeps him
on the run constantly. Has many, many, ene-
mies.

Jonid Coincrawler’s biggest regret is that he can’t collect any of the dozen or so bounties
and rewards that have been placed on his head. The Gnome Illusionist has been working his
various scams and con games on the unsuspecting for over thirty years and has yet to be
caught or brought to justice.

Only a few have seen him in his true form. Some of his favorite disguises include either a
harmless, innocent-looking unfortunate (who has a deal ‘too good to be true’ to offer) and a
large swack iron dragon who extorts tolls from travellers for the right of safe passage.

Jonid’s theory is that the hard coin in your pocket really belongs to him - you just don’t
know it. While there is no shortage of con men or thieves in Garweeze Wurld, Jonid seems to
be more infamous and more hated than most. One reason for this is the fact that Jonid has a
habit (or more accurately a fondness) for shaking down the same victim repeatedly months or
years later. He takes special pleasure in unmasking himself once his scam has been completed
and laughing maniacally at his victim as he makes good his escape.

Another reason Jonid is so well hated is due to the outrage his victims feel after learning
they have been duped. Most of Jonid’s scams convince the victim(s) to willingly, almost enthu-
siastically, to hand over their money and material wealth. Gilead once commented about
Jonid that, “He’s the type of fellow who would steal your best suit of clothes and then turn up at
your funeral wearing them. Then to top it off, he would present your widow with a cleaning bill
for the suit and ask her to be reimbursed.”

Go to any pub or watering hole in the vicinity of Fangaerie and you’re likely to run into
someone with an, “I was had by Jonid” story.

ROTGUT
Occupation: Swack Iron Dragon
Skills: High Finance, Hostile Takeovers.
Motivation: Making his horde work for him.
Weaknesses: Junk Bonds.

‘RotGut’ is a more a title than a name, though most humans in Garweeze Wurld aren’t aware
of this fact.  Rotgut is the ruling dragon of the Dragon Committee. The D.C., as it is known can
best be described as the dragon mafia.  The D.C. was originally formed by several dragons who
were concerned that the actions of men and demihumans were affecting the prices of precious
metals and stones. This meant that the value of their hordes had to be constantly reappraised. And
since a dragon’s status among his own kind is based on the market value of his horde, many drag-
ons were intentionally creating havoc in human commerce in order to increase the value of their
own wealth (or to devalue the hordes of his enemies). So the D.C. was set-up to restore order.

Over the years the D.C. has strayed enormously from its original charter. Now the D.C. med-
dles in the affairs of men with an eye for ‘turning over’ their gold. They’ve been known to invest
in public works, finance the formation of new colonies and back wars and military campaigns. All
of this is done through a small network of intermediaries (The Circle of Sequestered Magicks
being one of them).

Because the average Joe knows nothing of the D.C. or its purpose, dragons appear to do some
pretty bizarre things like threatening to burn a town unless they promise not to plant wheat in the
coming season. (To increase the price of wheat elsewhere of course.) 

The current RotGut is a master of investment. In fact, at any given time, 90% of his horde
will be tied up. (Leaving any adventurers who stumble upon his lair scratching their heads as to
why dragon kind’s greatest is apparently so poor).

Because he has so much invested (and so much to lose), RotGut is unusually inquisitive when
meeting strangers. He’s likely to ask about exchange rates and for opinions on the stability of cer-
tain rulers.
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As gamers we all have one thing in common. We love climbing under
the hood of a game and tinkering with the rules.The Game Mechanic
is a place where rule-jockies can get together and share their home-
brewed rules. Send your own favorite house-rules to KODT, 1003
Monroe Pike, Marion IN  469532

Game: FORMULA DE’ 
Company: Euro Games
Rule Tweak: Pedal-to-the-Metal
Mechanics: Jolly R. Blackburn &   

Joel Bozell

Formula De’ is a classic game but
sometimes it leaves us scratching our
heads. While the game beautifully cap-
tures the feel and suspense of racing
there are times when the luck of the dice
seems to determine the winner more
than the skill of the player.

Case in point: The situation shown at
the left came up in a recent race. The
formula racer (A) is  just completing his
first lap and approaching a sharp curve
in third gear. The player notes that he
must make at least one stop in the curve
or suffer penalties. (He’s already hit the
curves pretty hard on lap one and is
hurting on tire  and brake points). If he
shifts to fourth gear his next turn he would be forced to move anywhere from 7 to 12 spaces (dictated by the fourth gear die).
Too risky he decides. If he over shoots the curve without stopping at the end of his turn he’s likely to spin
out. He decides to stay in third gear. Rolling the third gear die he rolls an 8. Unfortunately competitor cars
in his lane and the outside lane (not shown) force him to take the inside lane. He ends up in position B
which really blows! This means he’s screwed. There’s no way he’ll be able to drop his speed to make the one-
stop requirement for the curve during his next turn. (He could downshift two gears by expending a fuel
point but this would put him in first gear and it will take him two to three turns to get his speed back up.)
It was this situation that got us thinking about a fix. It seemed to us that a skilled driver would be able to get that little bit of
‘ummmfff ’ out of his machine to get that little bit of distance to make it in the curve. 

So we came up with the Pedal-to-the-Metal rule. Using this rule, in the example above the driver can declare he’s “pushing the
pedal” and move his car one additional space forward (C). Thus putting him officially in the curve. The drawback is that he has
to expend a fuel point immediately. This keeps players from abusing the rule and gives the driver another option other than down-
shifting and dropping behind the pack. 

Game: RISK!
Company: Parker Brothers
Rules Tweak: Revolution Risk
Mechanics: Leon Atkinson

The idea here is that each player is of a certain con-
tinental background (European, Asian, North
American) and has the ability to convince the people
living there to revolt sometimes.

At the beginning of the game each player puts an
army next to the list of continents on the board to
denote his background. Two players may choose the
same continent.

At the start of any turn, a player may choose to use
a card to have a revolt instead of attacking that turn.
He places his armies as usual then reveals a card. The
card must have the name of a territory on his conti-
nent. All the armies there are changed into his color
army and are his. So, if the blue player has ten armies
in Central America, the red player may take them as
his own with the proper card.

Game: RISK!
Company: Parker Brothers
Rules Tweak: Retreat
Mechanics: Schmittberger

When a territory is attacked, the defending army
has the option to retreat into an adjacent territory
that is held by the same player. The attacking army
then loses one unit and must move at least one unit
into the territory. 

This means that an attacker must have three armies
to attack an army with a route to retreat. 

The defender declares whether or not he wishes to
retreat once the attacker first begins to attack the ter-
ritory (before any decisions about number of dice,
etc.).
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with the assassination of archduke weldril,

the small duchy of bandran is thrown into a

bloody civil war between the rightful heir,

prince kirasi, and his half brother, lord

tubar the sorceror.

led by general nestra, a large force of

goblinoid mercenaries and tubar’s undead

army marches into the heart of the sanakir

hills.  nestra’s prize: the red tower, the

fortress that houses sacred seals of uda.

the vilna guards, stalwart defenders of the

house of bandran, protect the seals. for

whomever holds the seals must be made

archduke of bandran.

The Shields

Bandran

of

our story begins with general nestra and lord

tubar communicating via the mists of dalow.

my prince, we 

have the red tower

surrounded.  it is

doomed to fall

within the hour.

excellent news. 

inform me the instant that you

have the sacred seals of uda

in your hands.  general, you

may return to the destruction

of the fortress.

we will attack at

once.  keep a few of

their officers alive

for questioning.
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shortly after the assault

commences, the chilling

cries of the wounded begin

to echo throughout the

tower’s halls.

AAHHHHHHHH!!

deep inside the ruins of the once majestic red tower,

the mortally wounded baron orson, commander of

the vilna guards, sits, attended by his physician.

i have done all that i can

do, my liege.

yes...yes...

thank you....

it matters not, for 

they have arrived.

you three... 

are the last hope

of the house

of bandran.

garen...lorale...posen...come closer...

let’s have a look at you...

before you depart...

my liege,

i wish only to remain

here at your side.

you may be wondering 

why you have been chosen above all others.

it is because of your courage in battle along

with your own unique individual abilities.

sorry, posen, old

friend...your skills will

surely be needed.

garen, ...because of

your leadership qualities, i

am placing you in command

of this mission.
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each of you...will find sewn into your clothing of disguise...

one of the sacred seals of uda...as you well know...the

seals must be delivered to prince kirasi...for he cannot be

crowned archduke without them.

not one commander...

has lost his sword to the enemy...so

take my blade with you...for before

this night is through, 

all will be lost...

and with a tearful

goodbye...

garen, i have one last 

request of you...concerning

the honor of the vilna guards...

the three vilna guards leave with the

knowledge that by morning their beloved

regiment will be gone.  they descend deep

into the bowels of the red tower to a

reopened secret passage and escape from

the final conflict.

quickly,

time is running

short.

the three stop to take one last look.

may the gods

be with you.

i swear to

forinori i will send

many a hobgoblin to

meet galapiti, the

harvester of souls

for this night.

look!  the

tower’s

aflame...it’s...

...dying!!!

continued...
they depart the red tower...
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“WHAT DO YOU READ YOURS WITH??!!”

KODT: IN YER FACE EVERY FREAKIN’ MONTH!!
\ read mine with an RR..CC..  CCOOLLAA and

a couple of MMOOOONN PPIIEESS.. \ really

FFEEEELL TTHHEE PPAAIINN of those readers

who missed those early issues.

i’m missing issues 9 and 11 myself.

and i loaned my number 5 to 

TTIIPPPPEERR  and she NNEEVVEERR gave it

back. TTHHAATT BBLLOOWWSS!!

Are You Expendable?
Or would you like to be expendable?

Do you possess basic motor functions and a heartbeat?
If so, we have the job for you! Supernatural Entity Monthly is

seeking investigative reporters in a wide variety of areas.
Adventure! Full Hospitalization! Opportunities Abound!

Ask your local game store to carry Grey
Ghost™ Games! Or send check or money
order (include $3 shipping) to Grey Ghost
Press, Inc. P.O. Box 838, Randolph MA
02368.

Grey Ghost Press, Inc.
http://members.aol.com/ghostgames

In the Gatecrasher universe, High Tech and High Wizardry struggle for
supremacy. Armored knights board space shuttles to pursue their chosen drag-
ons across the solar system. Lycanthropes on Saturn’s moons howl at the full

planet overhead while cybernetic orcs inspect their power armor in preparation for storming a wizard’s
enclave….

Welcome to Gatecrasher, where anything can happen – and often does! A complete role-playing game,
Gatecrasher includes a magic system, spaceship design rules, Supernormal Powers for player characters,
Random Icky Things (monsters), and more! #GGG3001, $18.95.

2nd Edition

IIssssuuee  3311::  DDoonn’’tt  FFeeaarr  tthhee  RReeaappeerr
Available May, 1999

IIssssuuee  3322::  TTaalleess  ffrroomm  HHoogg  WWaalllleerrss
Available June, 1999
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Got an idea for a KODT story? We need your ideas and suggestions for KODT stories
MORE THAN EVER!!   What are you waiting for??  This could be just the thing you’ve 

been waiting for - your name in bold letters on cheesy newsprint for all the world to see!!! 
Photo-copy this page and write your own classic KODT story ideas. Mail your entry* to 

KODT: 1003 MONROE PIKE, MARION INDIANA,  46953

* The Fine Print: All entries become the property of Kenzer and Company.  By submitting your story line, you here-
by assign all right title and interest in and to the story to Kenzer and Company.  If your idea is used you will receive
a free, autographed copy of the issue in which it appears.  By returning this form with your submission, you agree to

be bound by these terms. This offer void in Bangledesh. Paternity test may be required prior to acceptance.
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News, Rumors and Industry Buzz plucked 

HEY KIDS!!
Be a KODT 
GameVine Cub

Reporter!!
Send your news items to

gamevine@aol.com

WADIZITZ™

Aerial view of one man in a sombrero
lighting a cigarette off another man in a

somberero’s cigarette.

• ANSWER•

Wadizitzs are simple abstract draw-
ings. The challenge is to guess what
that drawing is. Some Wadizit’s may
have more than one correct answer.
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PICKPICK OFOF THETHE WEBWEB
Our favorite websites for the Month!

Gear up for Urban Adventure!
One of our fans turned us on to these underground web sites devoted
to the exploration and mapping of steam tunnels, sewers, abandoned

mines and other lost realms of the underdark. 
_________________________________

http://www.infiltration.org/
http://www.infiltration.org/underosu/tunnels.html
http://members.tripod.com/~tunnels/tunnels.html 

Errata, Clarifications, and Odd Questions
Ever since Jolly Roger Games’, best selling game Ors at the Gates (based on

Knights of the Dinner Table™) has hit the shelf we’ve been mistakenly getting let-
ters from players with questions about game play and rules clarifications.

Questions pertaining to the game should be directed to the game’s designer, Jim
Dietz at jolly.roger1@advant.net You can also find the latest Errata/Clarifications list
on Jolly Roger’s Web page at http://jollyrogergames.hypermart.net.

Since there were a few rule omissions from the first printing of the game, Jim pro-
vided us with a few rules errata/clarifications which we are running here as a service
to our readers.

Q: Player's Advantage code card. This card allows a player to duplicate the special
power of any other character. Since Dave gets to start the game with his
Hackmaster+12. Would the use of the PAC card allow someone to immediately
"steal" Dave's Hackmaster if they are duplicating his special ability?
A: No, because Dave's special power gives him the Hackmaster +12 at the beginning of
the game. Since the card is used after that point, it is impossible to take the Hackmaster
+12 away from Dave.

Q: How many points do I get for killing an Orc?
A: 10, 20, or 30 depending on the skill level of your group or how tough you want the
game to be.

Q: How many wounds does an Orc take?
A: One. You hit it, it dies. 

Q: Can I just go back and forth between two Treasure squares?
A: Sure, you just can't keep searching the same Treasure square over and over. 

Q: How does the Dungeon map connect with the others since it doesn't have a
road? 
A: It doesn't. Place it to the side. The only way to move to/from the Dungeon is by
taking the Spiral Staircases. 

Q: Do I keep the points for Treasures I've got if I die?
A: Nope. The only points that you keep are for Orcs killed. When a Treasure card is
discarded for ANY reason, its points are lost. 

Q: The rules suggest that rolling a 1 has bad effects but doesn't actually say. Are
there effects?
A: Yup, and like the points for killing Orcs, the printing Gremlins took this out of the
first edition rules (to be corrected in the next print run). If a player rolls a 1, it is a
Critical Failure. Rather than hit the intended target, the nearest character suffers one
wound instead (regardless of how far away the nearest character actually is!)

A dark inviting steam tunnel beneath Ohio State
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from the vine for your reading enjoyment

“I’m going to hurt you so bad I’ll have to grant you Federal Aid afterwards!”
Heard during a game of Axis and Allies 

at the editor’s house recently.

“If I attack you there would you attack me back?  You would? Okay, never mind.”
Heard during the same game above.

“I had a linguistics professor who said that it's man's ability to 
use language that makes him the dominant species on the planet.  
That may be, but I think there's one other thing that separates 

us from animals. We aren't afraid of vacuum cleaners.”
- Jeff Stilson

“Oh Gawd! They must have failed their saving throw 
vs. stupidity! What in the hell were they thinking?”

Game manufacturer commenting 
on a competitor’s new product

❑

Once again Winter Fantasy turned out to be a tough con to miss.  Some
people complained that there were too many card players but I know
there was some cool RPGing going on all night over the whole weekend.
I was surprised to learn the news that Andon Unlimited (the con orga-
nizer) is moving back to Washington where it will be closer to parent
company WOTC. I was also shocked to learn that they are planning on
canceling some of their smaller regional shows.  I’m not sure what this
means for WF but hopefully the con will continue with RPGA support.

As always it was great to meet with all the fans both at the booth and
in our events.  Don Boden stopped by to kiss the fish but couldn’t coax
his girlfriend into it.  For the first time (pre-release) we had game design-
er Greg Stolze run demos and a tournament of our new Elemental™

board game.  Chet Shallenbarger and Tom Baumkach took first and sec-
ond place in the Monty Python and the Holy Grail CCG tournament
and Chet walked away with a box of booster packs for a prize.  And at the
KODT Live Reading veteran GENCON readers Bryan Sims, Ed
Hennessy and Bedford Crenshaw showed up.  Fans were also treated to a
special rap session during the event where they got the inside story on
KODT strips old, new and yet to be released.

Another interesting facet of the show was that the hotel was
also hosting what appeared to be some kind of Mary Kay
event.  This meant that mixed in among the throngs of typi-
cal gamers were some cute women who wore LOTS of make-
up.  I’d be interested to hear any stories about how the two
crowds mixed.  

Please let Andon Unlimited know that you want them to
continue this con in the Chicago area.  It would be a shame
to loose it.

Brian “the sixth knight” Jelke ❑

FIELD REPORT
WINTER FANTASY 1999

LL O O KO O K W H O ’ SW H O ’ S TT A L K I N ’A L K I N ’
HEY YA

DOOFUS! 
KENZER

AND
COMPANY

WANTS
YOU!!

That’s right,
we want you to

join the on-going ‘Celebration of
Gaming’ you are holding in your
hands. KODT Magazine (and you
thought it was just a comic) is expand-
ing its page count so we can bring you
even more fun and excitement each
month. That means we’ll need new
material to fill those pages. Things like
cartoons, articles on gaming, industry
news, reviews — you name it! 

For our writer guidelines E-mail
KenzerCo@aol.com

It seemed like a good idea at the time. A live action RPG event
in the back woods of Wisconsin. At least that’s what Sedrik
Johansson thought in 1903. Sedrik’s group had been playing the
tabletop version of Herdsmen of Krane for several years when one
of his players came up with a set of live-action rules for the game.
At first the group confined their game to Sedrik’s back yard. As the
campaign grew so did the need for a larger playing field.

So in the summer of 1903, Sedrik and his players loaded up
their props and gear and headed off to a  local state forest.
Unfortunately, they had chosen the opening day of deer season to
run their event. In the blood bath that followed 13 players dressed
as Horned-Herdsmen had been gunned down.

Thinking it was part of the game, several players attacked and
killed four deer hunters. Years later, writer George Orwell would
base his book, Animal Farm on the tragedy. ❑

Sedrik Johansson (center) poses with several other live-action 
role-players at a game outside of Milwaukee, Wisconsin in 1903.

A Moment in Gaming History #8
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GATECRASHER
(2nd Edition)
Grey Ghost Games

P.O. Box 838

Randolph, MA

02368-0838

Gatecrasher is a
sci-fi roleplaying
game  mounted on
the FUDGE engine.
The book provides
all the rules and
campaign back-
ground needed to
play in the
Gatecrasher uni-
verse.
Gatecrasher is a high tech (and high wizardry) strug-

gle for supremacy. Armoured knights, space shuttles,
dragons, angels, demons, lycanthropes, cybernetic
orcs? Where do I sign up?

The premise of he game is that a 22nd prospector
discovered an ancient transdimensional gate on one of
Jupiter’s moons. He accidentally lets magic back into
the world and all hell breaks loose (literally).

I thing I like about his game is that it doesn’t take
itself too seriously. Several of the illustrations had me
laughing out loud. If you’re looking for a new RPG to
explore this may be what you’re looking for.

Brian’s Rating: Roll ‘em up!!

Gray’s Journal
Hubris Games
PO Box 53341
Washington, DC 20009
www.hubris-games.com
$4.00  - 78 pages
Digest sized

As I’ve pointed out before,
because of space constraints I
usually only preview product in
this column which I think is
kewl.

I immediately knew Gray’s Journal had made the cut as
soon as I opened it. This is one of the kewlest supplements to
an RPG I’ve seen in quite a while. Digest sized, Gray’s Journal
is a supplement for Hubris Game’s Maelstrom Storytelling.

Hat’s off to Hubris for actually remembering that an
expansion supplement should be useful. How many times
have you bought a supplement only to wonder , “why did they
bother?”  Gray’s Journal has four pieces of fiction which help
bring the Maelstrom World to life, three scenarios (any one of
which could have stood alone as an adventure supplement in
my opinion), six new realms to expand your campaign into,
three pages of resource material on gadgets and equipment.
And last but not least a scaled down version of the Maelstrom
Storytelling engine (called Story Bones) so you can actually
learn to play in 5 minutes. All this for 4 bucks! Kewl!

Brian’s Rating:  Ask for it now!

GAME MASTERING
SECRETS
Wade Guthrie Press
P.O. Box 4373
Laguna Beach, CA  92652
$19.95 (136 pages)

Well, here’s a supplement which will
hold a place of honor in my game reference
library. (sigh) I was really delighted to see
this book come across my desk. It reminds
me of some of the creative material that was
being written back in the early 80’s when
role-playing was just beginning to take root.

GMS is a GameMaster’s resource book.
A collection of how-to’s really. (I’m going to slip this book behind B.A.’s screen
because he could really use it.) It’s really amazing just how much, Wade
Guthrie, managed to cram into 136 pages.

Here’s a sampling; building three-dimensional NPC’s, Handling players
when they get too powerful, helping players work as a team, creating interest-
ing treasure, writing good plots, handling classic player problems, placing traps,
clues and puzzles, keeping the game entertaining, organization notes for the
GM, world building (including geography, climate, populations, etc),
GameMastering style, modifying rules, character knowledge vs. player knowl-
edge, penalties.

Even the seasoned GM will find plenty of useful info here to justify the cover
price. I really hope this book does well. Maybe Wade will follow it up with
another installment (maybe a Player’s Secrets edition?) This seems to be Wade
Guthrie’s first work so you may have to ask your retailer to order it for you. Tell
‘em Brian says it will move.

Brian’s Rating: Get it today! (Great gift for your GM)

THE SHIP

SANK!

GET OVER IT!

PUBLISHERS!!

GET YOUR GAME

SPOTLIGHTED HERE!

SEND YOUR REVIEW

COPIES TO:

KODT: BRIAN’S PICKS

1003 MONROE PIKE

MARION, IN 46953
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KNIGHTSOFTHEDINNERTABLE T-SHIRTS¡¡

KODT T-Shirts are now available!! Classic black with the above strip in white. Size XL
only. Available exclusively from Kenzer and Company. Our mail order address is

Kenzer&Co, 2094 Camino a los Cerros, Menlo Park, CA  94025

$19.95 
$19.95 + $3 s/h

+ $3 s/h
Knights of the D inner Table™

charge me one of
those bad boys on my
mom’s credit card!!!!

WWEEIIRRDDPPEETTEE’’SS BBUULLLLEETTIINNBBOOAARRDD  
is a meeting place where readers may pass along information, barter,
trade and gossip.  Readers are invited to place classified ads, announce
group meetings, seek out other players, etc.  Subscribers of KODT may
place classified ads free of charge with a limit of one ad per issue and a
maximum of twenty-five words.  Non-Subscribers may place ads at the
rate of 50¢ per word with a limit of 25 words.  Companies may place
ads at the following rates: [5.5” x 2” - $50], [2.75” x 2” - $25], [1.5” x
1” - $10].  Non-profit organizations (serving the gaming community)
and Conventions or Seminars may place ads for free.  All ads are placed
on a first-come first-served basis with subscribers having priority.

LLOONNGG LLIIVVEE  TTHHEE  SSPPAARRTTAANNSS

Arnold:
Sometimes puzzle pie

ces are so close at

hand that they hang 
like an albatross

about your neck, but
 then fall from your

grasp. Johan AAaarroonn''ss  OOuutt  ooff  PPrriinntt  GGaammeess
Buying, Selling, and Trading Dungeons &
Dragons, Wargames, and Sci-Fi.  Come to;

http://members.aol.com/aleeder454/index.html

WWAANNTTEEDD!!!!
TThhee  bbooaarrdd  ggaammeess,,  ““EEssccaappee  ffrroomm

CCoollddiittzz””  aanndd  ““TThhee  GGrreeaatt  EEssccaappee””..

CCoonnttaacctt  jjoollllyybbggoooodd@@aaoollccoomm

ZZIINNEE  WWAATTCCHH
IINNFFIILLTTRRAATTIIOONN::  

TThhee  zziinnee  aabboouutt  ggooiinngg  ppllaacceess

yyoouu''rree  nnoott  ssuuppppoosseedd  ttoo  ggoo..
((sstteeaamm  ttuunnnneell  mmaappss,,  sseewweerr  ccrraawwllss,,  ccaattaaccoommbbss  eettcc..))

TThhee  ffuullll,,  ppaappeerr  vveerrssiioonn  ooff  IInnffiillttrraattiioonn  ccaann  bbee

oorrddeerreedd  ffoorr  $$22  ccaasshh  ((UUSS  oorr  CCnndd))  ffrroomm  IInnffiillttrraattiioonn,,

PPOO  BBooxx  6666006699,,  PPiicckkeerriinngg  TToowwnn  CCeennttrree  PPOO,,

PPiicckkeerriinngg,,  OOnnttaarriioo,,  LL11VV  66PP77,,  CCaannaaddaa..
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Well, Gamin’ Dick wanted his back room back
for his saturday night Poker game. So, the
Opinion Arena has been moved to the back

room of the Games Pit. There are no rules here, except for
one! No personal attacks can be made. If you disagree
with someone tell us why - but no name calling. Oh, and
keep clear of Squirrely’s cage. He seems to resent the sud-
den intrusion into what once was his private space.

As the subheading indicates, this is  a sounding board
where gamers can give their two-cents’ worth on whatev-
er seems to rile them. So pull back the curtain and
come on in the Back Room. You can leave that thin-
skin at the door but be sure to bring your opinions
with you.

____________

As a female gamer and a writer (yes, that's rel-
evant), I hasten to assure you that Ivy K.

Ryan's letter, featured first in the first back room
feature, does not represent either a common or a
wholly justified reaction for a female gamer.  I
have a lot in common with Sara besides gender
(in fact I'm one, probably of many, who suggest-
ed to you that you let her have a date), and I
laughed as hard at the Thorina debacle as at any
other strip.  

The Revenge of Newt was also greeted with
enormous pleasure.  My experience as a writer
has been that, in any given work, only part of the
reader's experience is due to what the writer puts
into it - the rest is what the reader brings to it.  

The reason both these stories was so enjoyable
to me was that I already knew the characters.  I
knew Sara would not take Thorina's mishandling
lying down, and part of each laugh was anticipa-
tion of how she would make the guys suffer for
their behavior.  

Also, Newt's Revenge was sweet for me
because I was glad to see him learn how to han-
dle Stevil and Weird Pete.  In the off-kilter,
slightly nasty world of the Black Handers, he has
finally found his feet and earned respect.  From
now on, these two will have to handle him as an
equal, not as a victim.  The pleasure of the story
involved remembrance of what had gone before
and expectation of what was to come.  This is
good, in that it means you have established char-
acters who behave in a real way and change over
time; but awkward, in that it makes the stories
less accessible to new readers.  

Once you have an established readership and
history, it's easy to forget that every episode of a
series is somebody's first; but if you want to con-
tinue to expand the readership, you have to bear
it in mind so that newcomers don't feel shut out.  

It's probably time to update and resurrect the
character descriptions/biographies, at least of the
characters who appear in a given issue; and you
might consider a brief synopsis at the beginnings
of stories that continue directly from last issue. 

As for appealing to female gamers - since Sara
is far and away the most "normal" gamer in the
regular cast (she has integrated gaming into her
life, she functions in the real world, she has
numerous interests, and she copes flexibly with
interpersonal relationships, as epitomized by her
change of heart on the "telling Jim Lee" issue) as
well as the only female gamer we see, I some-
times suspect you of sucking up to us.  

When are we going to see Patty Gauzweiller?
Hasn't Sara ever met the only other female
gamer in Muncie?  Incidentally, I thought it
might interest you to know how male gamers
look to female gamers.  

They can generally be divided into three atti-
tudes (not actual types, since there is a lot of flu-
idity in the divisions, and almost every guy has it
in him to behave in all three ways):  the Jerk, the
Knight, and the Oblivious.  These categories
apply pretty much every place that women enter
a subculture where males predominate, from fan-
boys to the military, and they are responses to
women entering perceived male turf.

The Jerk can't forget you're a gurrl.  He either
hits on you, or picks on you, or both.  If he can't
have sex with you he wants to make you run cry-
ing from the room.  A quick, definitive slap-
down at the first sign of jerkness will save all
kinds of trouble later. 

The Knight can't forget you're a lady.  He
wants to protect you and help you and make you
feel welcome, which can really cramp your role-
playing style.  He'll handle the Jerk for you if
you'll let him, but you shouldn't let him.  Be
nice to him, but make it clear you can take care
of yourself. (Warning: many Knights can turn into
Jerks at a moment's notice if they get the idea you're
a "bad girl" instead of a "lady."  This is the dark
side of chivalry and shows up the falseness of the
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you’se got sumpin

on yer mind, boy?

bess’ say it and

jes’ get on wid it!
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kind of respect you get on a pedestal.)

The Oblivious guy completely forgets your physi-
cal differences and accepts you as another player.
You want all of your gaming partners to become
Oblivious during the game, even the one you're mar-
ried to.  It can be a little disconcerting when he for-
gets about it during the planning of the trip to the
big convention: "Why can't you just bring a sleeping
bag and bed down on the floor in the single we're going
to rent like the other nine guys that're going?" But in
all other situations, it's the way to go.

I've found men become Oblivious quicker if you
behave in an ever-so-slightly butch manner.  The
worst thing you can do is behave in a stereotypically
feminine way.  But mutilating your own personality
to fit in with the guys spoils the whole point of the
endeavor.  Every woman has to learn to cope in her
own way.

That's my story, and I'm sticking to it.

Peni
San Antonio, TX

We were glad to see your rebuttal, Peni. Several
female readers wrote in to champion the Newt/Sara sto-
rylines and to tell us they were in no way offended.
Here are a few responses to your questions.

Patty Gauzweiller? She should be making an appear-
ance sometime this year in the comic. There’s a minor
debate in-house as to what she should look like. As for
being the ‘only’ other female gamer in Muncie - that’s
not quite true. There has been mention of a Sheila
Horowitz they guys used to play with. She should be
making an appearance too a bit further down the road.

You commented that you sometimes wondered if we
were ‘sucking up’ to female readers with our portrayal
of Sara. I’d have to say no - at least not consciously.
She’s actually based largely on a ‘real’ female player
who was in my first campaign. As the strip evolved, of
course, Sara began to take on burdens of female gamers
everywhere as she was forced to endure her male coun-
terparts issue to issue. Incidentally, I like your classifi-
cation of guys. Looking back at the Sara intro in Issue
number 2 it appears Dave and Brian tried the ‘Knight’
approach at first while Bob went straight for the ‘Jerk’
approach and stuck with it.

As for new readers being lost we have taken steps to
ease their pain. Our August issue each year features a
compiled list of updated character bios and well as an
Issue/Story index.

We should also be printing subsequent volumes of
Bundles of Trouble in the coming months so those read-
ers who discovered KODT late in the game can catch
up on the action. (Bundle of Trouble #2 just recently
shipped.)

Jolly

hey sara according to this article i read in

HHAACCKKJJOOUURRNNAALL if two characters have a baby

together you take the stats of the PPAARREENNTTAALL

CCHHAARRAACCTTEERRSS - add them together and divide

by two. this gives you the kid’s stats. then

every year on his birthday he gets 1d4

attribute points he can add to his stats.

uh...until he’s sixteen of course. so...uh...i was

wondering. do you think....maybe...

turn around and shut up, dave!

i’m only going to say it OONNCCEE!!

she doesn’t want any-

thing to do with your

MMUUCCKK--FFAACCEEDD  FFIIGGHHTTEERR!!

now TTEEFFLLOONN BBIILLLLYY on the

other hand. you could

CCOOUUNNTT on him to be a

good provider.

if it’s a matter

of money we

could haggle

a fair price...

you are

SSOO

dead!

HEY HACK JOCKIES!!

check out our website
• synopses of every issue of kodt

• previews of what’s coming up in the future 

• the official KODT FAQ

• MAIL ORDER back issues and other kewl KODT 

merchandise

• check out other excellent products from kenzer and 

company including the 

KINGDOMS OF KALAMAR™

fantasy campaign setting and MONTY PYTHON 

AND THE HOLY GRAIL™ collectible card game

AOL MEMBERS:

get in on the KODT

discussion group

go to keyword:

aol://5863:126/mB:147414
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HAHAVEVE TTAUGHTAUGHT MEME
• During all police investigations it will be necessary to visit a

strip club at least once.
• All telephone numbers in America begin with the digits 555.
• Most dogs are immortal.
• If being chased through town, you can usually take cover in a

passing St. Patrick's Day parade - at any time of the year.
• All beds have special L-shaped cover sheets which reach up to

the armpit level on a woman but only to waist level on the man
lying beside her.

• All grocery shopping bags contain at least one stick of French
Bread.

• It's easy for anyone to land a plane providing there is someone
in the control tower to talk you down.

• Once applied, lipstick will never rub off - even while scuba div-
ing.

• The ventilation system of any building is the perfect hiding
place. No-one will ever think of looking for you in there and you
can travel to any other part of the building you want without diffi-
culty.

• If you need to reload your gun, you will always have more
ammunition - even if you haven't been carrying any before now.

• You're very likely to survive any battle in any war unless you
make the mistake of showing someone a picture of your sweetheart
back home.

• Should you wish to pass yourself off as a German officer, it will
not be necessary to speak the language. A German accent will do.

• If your town is threatened by an imminent natural disaster or
killer beast, the mayor's first concern will be the tourist trade or his
forthcoming art exhibition.

• The Eiffel Tower can be seen from any window in Paris.
• A man will show no pain while taking the most ferocious beat-

ing but will wince when a woman tries to clean his wounds.
•If a large pane of glass is visible, someone will be thrown

through it before long.
• The Chief of Police is always black.
• When paying for a taxi, don't look at your wallet as you take

out a bill - just grab one at random and hand it over. It will always
be the exact fare.

• Interbreeding is genetically possible with any creature from
elsewhere in the universe.

• Kitchens don't have light switches. When entering a kitchen at
night, you should open the fridge door and use that light instead.

• If staying in a haunted house, women should investigate any
strange noises in their most revealing underwear.

• Word processors never display a cursor on screen but will
always say: Enter Password Now. (Passwords are always the name of
dead children or lovers and are thus easily circumvented)

• Mothers routinely cook eggs, bacon and waffles for their fam-
ily every morning even though their husband and children never
have time to eat it.

• Cars that crash will almost always burst into flames. You can
also make the tires sqawl and squeel when turning corners even if
you are on a dirt road.

• The Chief of Police will always suspend his star detective - or
give him 48 hours to finish the job.

• A single match will be sufficient to light up a room the size of
RFK Stadium.

• Medieval peasants had perfect teeth. They also had nothing
better to to do then to stand by the roadside and answer questions
put to them by passersby.

• Although in the 20th century it is possible to fire weapons at
an object out of our visual range, people of the 23rd century will
have lost this technology.

• Any person waking from a nightmare will
sit bolt upright and pant.

• It is not necessary to say hello or goodbye
when beginning or ending phone conversa-
tions.

• Even when driving down a perfectly straight road it is neces-
sary to turn the steering wheel vigorously from left to right every
few moments.

• All bombs are fitted with electronic timing devices with large
red readouts so you know exactly when they're going to go off.

• It is always possible to park directly outside the building you
are visiting.

•A detective can only solve a case once he has been suspended
from duty.

• If you decide to start dancing in the street, everyone you bump
into will know all the steps.

• Most laptop computers are powerful enough to override the
communication systems of any invading alien civilization.

• It does not matter if you are heavily outnumbered in a fight
involving martial arts - your enemies will wait patiently to attack
you one by one by dancing around in a threatening manner until
you have knocked out their predecessors.

• When a person is knocked unconscious by a blow to the head,
they will never suffer a concussion or brain damage.

• No-one involved in a car chase, hijacking, explosion, volcanic
eruption or alien invasion will ever go into shock.

• Police Departments give their officers personality tests to make
sure they are deliberately assigned a partner who is their total oppo-
site.

• When they are alone, all foreigners prefer to speak English to
each other.

• You can always find a chainsaw when you need one.
• Any lock can be picked by a credit card or a paper clip in sec-

onds - unless it's the door to a burning building with a child trapped
inside.

• An electric fence, powerful enough to kill a dinosaur will cause
no lasting damage to an eight year old child.

• Television news bulletins usually contain a story that affects
you personally at that precise moment.

• If you are wearing a hat, it will NEVER fall off. Even if you get
socked in the jaw, fall from a plane or tumble down a set of stairs.
And, if your hat should fall off, it will miraculously reappear on
your head moments later.

• If you loan your car keys or room key to a friend they will be
blown up by a bomb that was meant for you.

• Never, ever go up to someone you have just shot to see if they
are dead. They never are and will jump up and strangle you. You
should always deliver a head shot to someone you’ve downed just to
make sure.

• If you hear ominous music playing you are in some kind of
danger and should leave the area.

• When driving your car at night your face will appear to be illu-
minated by some kind of strange lighting system on the floor board.

• If someone says, “I’ll be back!” you should step away from any
windows or doors.

• You can get away with being sarcastic and witty without some-
one punching you in the face.

• If someone peers over a newspaper at you in a bus station you
should shoot them because they’re probably going to cause you
trouble later.

• It is possible to run away from an explosion.
• If you jump off a building chances are you’ll land in a neatly

stacked pile of cardboard boxes or a dump truck full of sawdust.



Elemental™ is an exciting new strategy board game that will have
you and up to three of your friends at each other’s throats for hours.

You and each of your opponents represent one of the four basic elements:  earth, water, air, or fire.  Blast your
opponents’ pieces with Fireballs and Volcanos, convert them to your element with Winds of Change, annihi-
late them with a Tidal Wave or Erosion or solidify your position by building impenetrable Mountains.  Take
their pieces, control the board, dominate the elements, win the game.  Are you up to it?

Elemental has no set up time and you can teach a friend the rules of  play in just 10 minutes (in fact, all the
moves are printed right on the board).  Like all great games, the rules are simple but the complex strategies are
limited only by your creativity and resourcefulness.

ONLY $995

Available now at better game and hobby shops or directly from Kenzer and Company
(see inside front cover for ordering details).

© Copyright 1999 Kenzer and Company. All rights reserved. Elemental is a trademarks of Kenzer and Company.



while bob is distracting the

dude, i’m gonna crouch down

real low and try to sneak

out of the room.

i’m sorry bob but the QQUUEESSTTIINNGG KKNNIIGGHHTT doesn’t buy your story. he’s

fairly certain EEMMPPEERROORR  AALLEEXXIIUUSS doesn’t have a GGAANNNNOOCCKK BBRROOTTHHEERR

BBAATTTTLLEE nephew named FFIIGG NNEEWWTT.. he BBLLAASSTTSS you in your tracks.

\ told you ransacking the

EEMMPPEERROORR’’SS private chamber in

BBRROOAADD DDAAYYLLIIGGHHTT wasn’tt  aa  ggoooodd

iiddeeaa..  wwee’’rree  TOAST!!

DDAAMMNN!!  bob took my

cover story. don’t

bother me, sara, 

\ gotta come up with a

NEW one - QUICK!

THIS BLOWS¡ you

don’t know JACK about

about LEGIONS OF THE

EMPIRE, b.a. i’m tellin’

ya the KNNIIGGHHTT takes my

story as gospel.
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