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Faux Pearls of Wisdom From the Editor 

Editorial 
11Goin' Fishing - Bring Your 'Net" 

R
ecently one of the ocher gtiys in the office 
said, "Hey, I'm going to start up an Amber 
campaign; you want in on it?" I had read 

through the office copy of the rulebook, and it 
seemed interesting enough, so I said, "Sure!" I'd 
just reread the novels over Christmas, and I knew 
the basics of the campaign. Since I had a ground
ing in the world and the rules, my next step 
seemed obvious: go onto the Net. 

I've been lurking around the Internet for about 
seven years now, and for me it's a more basic 
research tool .than my local library. This can be 
attributed to a simple fact, which I'm sure some
body has codified into an Axiom of the Net: "For 
any topic, no matter how offbeat or obscure, 
somebody somewhere has devoted net resources 
m it." For instance, once upon a time I was the 
keeper of the unofficial discography for the San 
Francisco-based a-cappella group "The Bobs". 

This time, however, I was going to search for 
somebody else's resources. I started on the World 
Wide Web. (Once, in antediluvian times - i.e, 
I 990 - 1 would have checked the Frequently 
Asked Questions list for the newsgroup 
rec.games.frp.misc and found an FTP site, but 
these days the first stop is the Web.) I went to 
Yahoo (http://www.yahoo.com/), which is the 
Yellow Pages of the Web, and told it m search for 
sites with the keywords "Amber" and "roleplay
ing." Sure enough, it found a page, and pretty 
soon 1 was staring at a truculent unicorn and a 
bunch of Amber Oiceless material. Furthermore, 
that page (The Brokedown Palace, 
http://W111W .interea1m.com/p/bear/amber/amber.htm1) 
had:Al of l inks to other places on the Web with 

ial. The design of the Web encour
ith similar pages to link back and 
you've found one resource, you can 
most of them. 

uple of hours, I had a large pile of 
ial, including stuff from the Amber 

a really neat Macintosh utility for 
locations of the var
disk full of text -

variant rules, campaign logs, &c. - for the 
gamemaster to peruse. (As you all know, an iron
clad rule in RPGs is Bribe the GM Early and 
Often.) 

This is merely an illustrative example; the net 
is in no way restricted to Amber (or to roleplay
ing, or indeed to games). No matter what you're 
playing, there is a resource for you out there some
where. Usenet News is an obvious place to wan
der around in search of information; my news pro
gram found over a hundred newsgroups with 
"game" in their title. One of them is likely to hold 
some interest for you, since by definition it's fre
quented by people with similar interests. If the 
newsgroup has a FAQ, it'll be available at 
ftp://rtfm.mit.edu/pub/usenet-by -hierarchy. The 
FAQ usually contains pointers to the real reposi
tories of information on some FTP site or another. 

1 don't want to leave out the online services; I 
know there are game-related areas on all of the 
major players, but the only one I have direct 
knowledge of is America Online. AOL has the 
Online Gaming Forum (Keyword: OGF) which 
contains all sorts of gaming goodies, including 
message folders for manufacturers. If you dig 
deeply enough, you can even find the SHADIS 
folder. 

Obviously this is only a brief summary of the 
places you can find useful stuff on the net. As a 
general rule, if you're looking for information on a 
particular topic or game, use Yahoo or one of its 
brethren; if you're just interested in a general field 
of games, try the newsgroups. 

If there's enough interest, and we manage to 
free up the man-hours, we may start running a sec
tion of "Web Pages of Interest To Gamers" some
where in SHADIS. If you find this sufficiently of 
interest, the best way to show it would be to send 
us a batch of URLs with descriptions; if we get 
snowed under by them, we'll probably conclude 
it's a Good Idea. Meanwhile, I have to go; there's 
a little something I have to attend to on 
rec .games. frp.misc ... 

- D.]. Trindle 





' \ 
\ 

6 
f ' £ 

New Perspectives: 
'' d. t ••• an 1n o 

darkness" 

W
lcome to the brief, yet informative, 

final installment of New Perspectiws. 
Because of the magazine's upgraded loolc 

and organization, new miniatures releases will be 
covered in The EDGE with stunning photography 
and a minimal amount of text - after all, a pie· 
ture is wonh a thousand words (not that I actual
ly ever got paid at that rate ... ). 

I will still be ranting about on these pages on 
occasion, in a miniatures son of way - the ranti· 
ng will just appear in the form of nifty miniatures 
scenarios, optional rules, play tips, and other gen
erally obnoxious drivel intended to drive you 
away from miniatures games altogether. The wealc 
will go, but the strong shall survive. 

I'm really only tooting in here to announce a 
winner in the UNIVERSE SHAlTERING, 
REALITY ALTERING, and OTHERWISE 
REALLY NEAT New Perspectives GIMME con· 
test, in which certain greedy panics (namely you) 
sent entries for an opponunity to win a box of 
goodies (namely miniatures) from a great, world 
renowned philanthropist (namely ... you guessed 
it ... me). 

A partial list of the contents of said box (here
after refered to as "the goodies") includes: a nasty 
Greater Daemon and a couple of Helsing 
Knights from Harlequin; an assonment of cool 
Rafm figures (including some Mekton and Jovian 
Chronicles figures that had to be pried from the 
bloody, unconscious hands of two SHADIS 
staffers named Matt); gobs of really neat Ral 

By Ken Carpenter 

Partha issues including Vampire, Mage, and 
Shadowrun figures, plus some great fantasy stuff 
lilce Jeff Wilhelm's Red Dragon; superdetailed 

Shatter:one figures from Simtac; Townsfolk from 
Thunderbolt Mountain (what else needs to be 
said?); some nifty fantasy and Magic: the 

Gathering miniatures from Heartbreak.er; incredi· 
ble Warhammer and Warhammer 40K mlnla· 

tures from Games Workshop; and the continuing 
list includes some fantastic figures from Grim 

Reaper Casting, Grenadier, Lance & Laser, and 
Reaper Miniatures. 

All told, "the goodies" have a retail value of 

well over $300. Not a bad haul for Marie Goldberg 
of Las Vegas, Nevada!!! ! Marie, by the time you 
read this, you will already be staring at a box that 
Arnold Schwartzenegger couldn't lift. Hopefully 
the postman can ... . 

Thanlcs to all of the readers who sent entries. 
Some were brief, some long, some profane, but all 
of them were addressed properly. Tallc about your 

group of highly intelligent, literate readers! I 
would lilce to have responded to each letter, but 

there were just too many to allow that. Plus, my 
crayons lcept breaking. 

Thanlcs again for all of your suppon over the 

years. I will be helping in other areas of SHADIS, 
so don't stop sending your miniatures related ques· 

tions and comments. Maybe we' ll pull them all 
together every once in a while and run a minia· 

tures Q&A. Good luclc and good gaming - KC. 

SHADIS 1WENTY-FOUR 



Comment From Our Readers 

J~ a~ 
42F~~ 
s~ c~. tA 2J4S6 

4o4s a~~~. s~ 212 
o~. CA q1161 

Dear Shadis, 

I recencly got a subscription to Shadis just prior 
to "the big change" and was a bit disconcerted 
when my magazines started arriving. Now that I 
have gotten my second issue I have begun to 
adjust ro the changes and even appreciate them 
Bur ... 

I'm really quite upset by the removal of articles 
such as "The Good, the Bad, and the Ugly" and 
"Hook. Line, and Sinker". Why were these 
removed? I really enjoyed these and would like to 
see them back. Without them I am tempted to 
stop frequenting the pages of your magazine. I am 
very impressed by the new layout and reviews, but 
without the articles it once possessed it really 
doesn't seem like Shadis anymore. 

Also, perhaps you should review games and 
game-related sires on the Web. This is probably 
the fastest-growing area in every aspect of our 
society including gaming and garners' interests. 

Thank you for your rime, 
Bhoso Heathen, 

Minister of Titles and Disinformation 
Dogon P.O.E.E. 

"Hail Eris!" 

The two sections you mention aren't gone and 
forgotten ; they were merely on hiatus. You'll notice 
this issue's "Lights, Camera, Action!" which looks 
quite a bit like its immediate predecessor, HLS. This 
issue doesn't have a "Good, Bad, and Ugly", but it 
will re tum in future issues. 
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Last issue there was a "Close Encounters of the 
Random Kind", but although there is none this issue, 
it hasn't vanished permanently either. There's a 
CERK in the chute, for that matter, called "Scenario 
Creation System": it'll tum up sometime in the next 
few months . Competition among articles for space in 
every issue's 96 fixed pages knocks the sort of thing 
you see in a biology lab into a cocked hat. The short 
version of all this is that "The Good, the Bad, and the 
Ugly", "Lights, Camera, Action", and "Close 
Encounters of the Random Kind" will all be appearing 
regularly, but I don't guarantee that all of them will 
appear every issue. Not yet, anyway. 

l agree wholeheartedly about the Web - see my 
editorial - but I'm not yet convinced that there's a 
demand. I would like to be shown otherwise, as it 
would be an excuse to use the computer for something 
other than layout . The best way to prove me wrong 
would be for SHADIS readers to cry out, with one 
voice, "Web content!" - again, see my editorial. 

I'm sure it's no coincidence that there are five 
sections in your letter. 

-D.}.T. 
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ORK: A New Look 

The night was cold and the wind howled like a 
weeping woman, frightening the little ones as 
they clung co each other, hanging on the 

storyteller's cwry word. He stood tall before them, 
moving his anns and his corso, making the heroes a.nd 
monswrs of his talcs come to life in the eyes and minds 
of rhe children. 

AU through the night he spoke until his throat was 
as dry as the desert outside. And then 11 was time for 
the last scory of the night. He paused long enough ta 
wc1 his lips and his aching throat , and then he rumed 
back 10 the children , so cager to hear the tale they had 
u1mccd for all night. 

"Know and be\Wre of this thing of which I speak, 
children," the scoryccllcr said. "For this thing is 
merciless in its cruelty. It sceals and loots, murders 
wherever 1t goes. Only those thac arc clc111..>r and wise 
may defeac it, far it is too srrong for us. Noc because 
it 1s brave , buc because it is a coward. They do not 
stand alone and fight as we do, but gather in small 
bands like the cowards that they arc , and they raid 
rhrouJ?h our villages, taking what they want and 
/eavmg only dust, ash and blood in th<!ir wake. They 
kill fathers and mothers and child rem because they do 
not wane us to prosper. T hey fear ttl , children. That 
is why you must learn their ways , for you can learn to 
us<.' thl!ir ow11 fear against them ." 

One of the children stood from the shadows. "And 
what is this thing called, Master?" 

Thc storyteller looked into the child's eyes and in 
those eyes, he saw wonder and terror. " It is called 
'Man', child. And you would be wise to fear it. Any 
Ork would." 

(The following was caken from a leccer written 
by the noted O rk scholar COtrASALCRO, 
official diplomat of the Ork Kingdoms to the 
Wizard's Guild.) 

To make a dissertat ion on Ork culture co an 
;mJiencc that is filled wich misconceptions is a 
difficult cask, but recent :ictions in the halls of the 
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Guildhouse have made ic impossible for me not to 
address the incredible prejudices chat reside here 
with me. Too often, misundemanding has 
brought O rks and the kindred races to blows, but 
perhaps knowledge will save lives on both sides of 
the racial fence . 

TIDI CBIATla's GutDI Te SU 
1 have chosen co use the Ork language with all 

of the proper nouns in this writing to provide the 
reader with a basic understanding of the Common 
Language of "ORK." A phonetic guide to 
pronunciation is provided at the end of this 
writing. 1 have also provided the pronunciation 
with every new ORK word (in italics) along with 
its translation. While ORK has over two hundred 
dialects, these phonemes provide the reader with 
a basic undemanding, allowing them to 
communicate with O RKS from any tribe. The 
word ORK has many meanings and cannot be 
translated well into the Common Tongue of Man. 
le is a non-gendered greeting, a noun, an adjective 
and an adverb. Anything that has qualities an 
ORK admires is considered to be O RK. A sword 
may be ORK, a good drink may be ORK. and even 
some humans have been considered ORK, 
although these are few and far between. 

Hew Te Deww.DY•U'U Bltno 
tmm.nD tn eu 

le is considered very ORK co be able to insult 
with cleverness. Wit is an attribute that O RKS 
value very highly, and it is also considered very 
"un-ORK" to not know when one is being 
insulted. For chese reasons, 1 have included some 
of the more common ORK insults so a gglP (gip • 
non-ORK) will no t look like a fool in the 
company of O RKS. 

One of the most common insults among ORKS 
is m refer to another's body parts as MOOD 
(moogd • "yellow"). S ince ORK skin is green, 
human, dwarf and Elven skin all appear to be very 
yellow to an O RK. These races arc not ORK, and 





At An Old Enemy 

therefore are weak. MOOD hands are shaky 
hands, a MOOD tongue is a lying tongue, and one 
with MOOD feet is a coward. And, of course, to 
have MOOD privates is to have lusty feelings for 
the ugly kindred races. 

Having "yellow feet" is to insinuate that one is 
a coward who runs. ORKS never run, they charge. 
In ORK there is a very distinct difference between 
the two words. When an ORK charges, they are 
running into battle, and when an ORK runs, they 
are running away from battle. An ORK never 
rums away from a good fight, and for a very good 
reason. (see "The Cult of B0smRaKa" below.) 

To refer to another's D0MGA (dowmga • 
mother) in a derogatory way is not a very 
intelligent thing to do in ORK. Motherhood is 
considered a very holy thing, and to disrespect an 
ORK'S mother is to disrespect the Mother· 
Goddess herself. 

Having NAttRPATS (narhrpats) is to have "a 
tongue that waggles." An ORK knows when to 
shut up. An ORK that talks too much will 
inevitably get BLINDRBO (blind<.'Tbow • a konk 
on the head). 

These are some of the more common insults, 
but it takes a skilled ORK speaker in order to use 
them. One cannot simply go out into a crowd full 
of ORKS and begin calling them yellow. Verbal 
challenges are just as real and honor-testing as 
physical challenges in an ORK'S eyes. Both kinds 
of challenges will be discussed in "The Cult of 
B0ssttRaKa" and "The Cult of Pugg" below. 

E>~JJJJGten 

According to the sacred scrolls of 
B0smRAKA, the ORK race was born from the 
Goddess-Mother, QttD0MGA. At the dawn of 
time, she gave birth to one hundred and 
seventeen children. The children were all born 
with armor on their bodies and weapons in their 
fists, screaming battle cries. They fought with 
each other until only three remained: 
G0ttDUKu, B0ssttRAKA, and Pugg. 
QttD0MGA still remains the chief deity of the 
pantheon, although she appears in few of the 
stories. 

Tm CUl.T eP "1TJ>"DlGA 
QttD0MGA (keet.hdowmga) is the Chief 

Goddess and Mother of all ORKS. She is the 
keeper of all secrets of femininity, secrets that no 
male ORK could ever hope to understand. 

ORK females are called ORKe (orkay • "little 
one") until they reach the age of maturity. Then, 
they are initiated with all the secrets of 
womanhood and they become ORK (oork - the 
best translation is "woman", but this is insufficient 
to convey the true meaning in all of its contexts). 

ORK are taught all of the secret rituals for 
womanhood, including the birthing rituals. No 
ORK is ever allowed to view an ORK during 
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birth, for it is a time when the spirit of 
QttD0MGA enters the mother, filling her with a 
divinity that only ORKS can bear to view. All of 
this is done with the Goddess' blessing. Unlike 
the elves and dwarves and humans, ORKS do not 
recognize paternity; there is no ORK word for 
"father." 

Once an ORK has given birth, she is considered 
a D0MGA (dowmga - "mother"). An D0MGA is 
the head of the NJO (neeoo • "home"). Her 
authority is unquestioned when inside of the NJO. 
There is no ORK unwise enough to challenge the 
authority of a D0MGA in her NJO. 

While the OOMGA is the head of the NJO, 
she may chose a favorite consort to live with her. 
This favorite • the _gglNE • stays in the NJO, 
protecting the NJO, the OOMGA and her 
children. 

The only ORK clerics are those of 
QttD0MGA, and all of them are Mother ORKS. 
Their miracles are performed in the NJO, the 
Holy Place of the Mother-Goddess, and may not 
be performed anywhere else. They are powerful 
miracles of healing, restoration and protection. 

TmCm.Tet~ 

G0ttDuKu (Gowthduhkuh) is the God of 
Storms. He appears in the tales of the ORKS as a 
massive warrior with a blade hide and a great 
spear. It is said that it is his battle with the blue 
dragon of the sky that causes storms. You see, the 
sky is the belly of the blue dragon, and whenever 
the thunder begins to roll, that is the d1C!g6n's 
growl when he sees the mighty ORK Storm God 
approaching. Lightning flies from the dragon's 
maw and G0ttDuKu rais~s his great spear 
G0ttRINDR and battles the beast. 

It is during this time that ORKS malce war, 
when the Thunder God is full of fury and might. 
He throws his thundering spear, drawing the 
crystal cool blood from the dragon's body. And 
just when the storm has reached its worst, 
G0ttDuKu and the dragon slay each other. His 
black blood, which has spilled across the darlc slcy, 
is carried away by the wind and the blood of the 
dragon gives him - and the dragon - life once 
more to fight another day. Any day that brings 
weather is a holy day in the calendar of the 
worshipers of G0ttDuKu, but because their War 
God dies when the sky clears, ORKS will never 
fight under a blue sky. 

The G0ttFRAttA (gowthvrahthah - "child of 
G0ttDuKu") dedicates his life to the worship of 
G0ttDuKu. Some scholars have even gone as far 
to call them "knights", but this is a mistranslation. 

The G0ttFRAttA use just about any weapon 
they can get their hands on, but they do not 
consider any victory to be tribute to G0ttDuKu 
unless they use his holy weapon, the spear. 
G0ttDuKu only uses a spear and a shield in war, 
and the ORKS know that the sound of thunder is 

UPPER CASE " : \. oti.\ 

'· ·" 
A match, catch 

eel, steal 

sit, split, git 

snow, row 

doubt, rout 

tooth, truth 

bum, blunderbus. 

dingaling, duty · 

F finer, flaunt 

G rolling "grr" like a 
growl 

young, yellow 

catastrophe 

lollipop, longhorn 

mangrove, militia 

nancy, naughty 

pomegranet, pony 

"lcee" as in keel 

roundabout, ring 

sin, single, slant 

tin, tantamount 

LOWERCASE 

fetch, wretch 

cut, pluck, luck 

very, vigilant 

gg great, git, grove 

II aspirant "h" made by 
putting the tongue 
between the back teeth and 
blowing 

rolling "r", scottish "r" 

shush, slush, shower 

thimble, thick 



They all come 
from the same root 
word! The word 
"ore" comes from the 
Old French orque 
(whale), which 
comes from the 
Latin orca, which 
comes from the 
Greek oruga, the 
accusative form of 
orux, which means 
"pickaxe." That last 
bit is probably in 
reference to the 
horn of the 
narwhale, which in 
many cultures has 
been mistaken for a 
mermaid. That 

distant relatives of 
mermaids. Sort of. 

his spear smashing against his shield, and so the 
G0uFRAttA follow his example. 

ORKS follow a very strict code of honor called 
QRssONttuNK (keershoonthunk - "wearing che 
warrior"). This is a very difficult concept to 
convey to those who are not raised with it. In 
every O RK community, there is a place for 
G0ttFRAttA to bathe aher batcles. In this 
building, they hang their armor and walk home in 
simple cotton long shins. "Never wear the warrior 
when you should be at Home" is a common ORK 
proverb meaning that one should not profane the 
sacred place of the Mother with the presence of 
war. 

PBntCAI. CJur1ma11, DlntnG 
DIATll ADD eu Joma 

ORKS do not look forward to the Afterlife. It is 
not a pretty picture that awaits them and they 
know it. But an ORK proving that he is not afraid 
of death is truly a noteworthy act. ORKS call a 
display of courage ggJKLO (geeikln) and to have it 
marks you above others. The more ggJKLO an 
ORK displays, the more respected he is by his 
fellow ORKS. 

It is impossible for humans and the other races 
to show ggJKLO because their Afterlives are not 
as dreadful as the one ORKS have to look forward 
to, and so they cannot prove their ggJKLO 
through defying death. But there is another way to 
cam ggJKLO, and that is through ffAEgg0ttu 
(wiheegootholi). ffAEgg()tru is the display of a 
certain kind of courage: the courage to make right 
what is wrong. The closest word that can be used 
to describe ffAEggOttu is "justice." This is the 
only way gglPS may achieve ggJKLO, and the 
ones who have gained ggJKLO have never found 
themselves alone in ORK company. 

Tiil lldlceDCIPl'ten •• 0U 
CAnnhu.hm 

G0ttFRAttA are known for pillaging a field 
after battle, but one of the great misconceptions of 
the ORK race is the fable that the Dwarves spread 
about ORKS eating the bodies of their enemies. 

No ORK would ever eat the flesh of an Elf 
Human or Dwarf, and certainly not the flesh of~ 
goblin. ORKS believe that the body is inhabited 
by a soul, and it is this soul that keeps the body 
warm. For once a body dies, the soul leaves the 
body behind, leaving it cold. 

When an ORK dies on the battlefield, ORKS 
are very concerned with keeping the body warm 
so the soul cannot escape to the Afterlife. Then, 
aher the battle, the ORKS eat their own dead, so 
the soul of their fallen brothers can rest within the 
bodies of their living brethren. This allows the 
strengths of the fallen ORK to live in the body of 
his devourer. This act, called PJIEA (pyieeah) is 
one of the most sacred duties of G0ttFRAttA, for 
they must keep their brothers from going to the 
cruel Afterlife that has been prepared for them, 
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and also makes their brothers stronger to defend 
ORK lands in danger of being raided by the 
kindred races. 

I hope that this discussion will dismiss the 
superstitious belief that ORKS eat their enemies. 
They do not. They bury them in fire. 

You see, ORKS believe that if you keep a body 
warm, the soul will stay within the body. ORKS 
bury their enemies with hot coals so their souls 
will stay in the ground and not be able to enjoy 
the Aherlife that has been prepared for them. 

'l'IDI C!UtT eJ BBll°ft'UU 
B0ssttRAKA (bowshthrahkah) is the tall, 

slender older brother of G0ttDuKu. He was born 
before the Thunder God and was born mute. 
Because he could not speak, he spent his days 
learning to write, and it was then that he invented 
the ORK language. Not only did he invent the 
ORK language, but it was he that taught the 
ORKS many secrets (although he did not create 
fire; that story belongs to his younger brother, 
Pugg). 

Because B0smRAKA was tall and slender and 
mute, he learned to make up for his gglP-ness by 
observing the other races. He saw how the Elven 
Gods used magick and how the Dwarf Gods made 
machines and how the Human Gods made steel, 
and he wrote all the secrets down. B0ssttRAKA 
~s often called FJueK KAFJON (fyuheek ka!Joon), 
The Secret Keeper" because of h is still tongue 

and his keen eyes. Aher he wrote the secrets 
down, he passed them on to the ORKS in the 
form of scrolls. The Sacred Scrolls of 
B0ssttRAKA are holy artifacts., for they contain 
the oldest ORK knowledge in the world. There 
are supposed to be thirteen scrolls, but only six are 
held by ORKS today. 

'l'IDI eu "lca•I.U." 
The idea of an ORK scholar confuses much of 

the academic community, but I would put forth 
that JQDODitt (ykeedohdith • "the one that 
watches") are scholars in the traditional sense of 
the word. 

ORKS do not possess the ability to use magick 
as do the kindred races, but there are ORK 
practitioners of magick, and some are the most 
courageous ORKS I have ever met. 

ORKS learn everything from watching. They 
watch humans fold metal, dwarves build war 
machines and (sometimes regrettably) elves use 
magick. They know the strength of each race and 
have drawn knowledge from each of them 
through observation. JQOOD!tt observe and 
write down what they observe, thus giving them a 
record of the experience. Then, if a JQDODitt 
needs to use his knowledge, he pulls it forth from 
his pouch of sc.rolls and remembers the knowledge 
that he observed. 

This leads to great deals of trouble for some 
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scholars. Imagine an ORK "sorcerer" carrying 
about scrolls full of magickal observations that he 
copied from another JQOODltt. He does not 
know how the spell is cast, but is reading the 
writing and improvising as he goes. Yes, ORK 
magick is a thing that must be seen to be believed. 

The JQOODltt obviously follow the path of 
B0smRAKA the Watcher. They gather 
knowledge through watching and learning and are 
respected and feared throughout ORK. There are 
ORK "sorcerers", ORK "engineers", and ORK 
"blacksmiths", all who practice trades and hold 
secrets regarding those trades. Respecting the 
silence of B0ssttRAKA, they maintain a solemn 
silence with their knowledge, often spending their 
entire lives without speaking (except to use an 
occasional spell or two). 

There are many groups of JQOODltt each with 
their own DOttA (dootha;,1 ·guild) that maintains 
the se.cret of each trade. In order to become a 
member of a OOttA, an ORK must go through a 
rigorous apprenticeship to prove his worth. Much 
like the sec.ret rites of D0MGA, these rituals are 
religiously guarded and cannot be spoken aloud. 
The secret rituals of B0smRAKA are silent as 
they are performed, with only a set of hand signals 
being used to communicate. All ORK scholars 
know the secret hand symbols, and often use them 
without any gglP ever knowing that 
communication was occurring. The system is 
slight and quiet and subtle and I shall mention it 
no more. 

Tm 0Jr.T ef PuGG 

Pugg (pug) is the ORK God of Tricks. He is 
often portrayed as a small ORK with a maimed 
hand and foot. It is said that G0ttDuKu crushed 
his foot and bit off four fingers from his right hand 
for stealing his spear and shield just before a 
battle. 

Pugg is not only the master of tric~...!. but he is a 
shapeshifter as well. His cloak PUssttLAKA 
(pooshthla;1ka;1 • "the cloak of a thousand faces") 
allows him to take any form he desires. He 
sometimes shares POssttLAKA with his brother 
B0smRAKA, but he always demands a secret as 
payment. There is an old ORK saying that goes 
"B0ssttRAKA LMNO OE ssKLAM Pugg I 0 
BuDR gglP" or "B0ssttRAKA may be wise, but 
Pugg is no fool." 

Of all ORK tales about the Gods, Pug populates 
most of them. All ORK storytellers know at least 
a dozen stories of how Pugg fooled one God or 
another, for ORKS must always be full of wiles 
and tricks. Even G0ttFRAttA appeal to his 
wisdom by wearing a black feather in their 
helmets, for his cloak of a thousand faces is made 
from black feathers. 

T.icunu ADD 'l'B:blYI• 
ORKS that are too small to be G0ttFRAttA or 

too maimed co become JQOODltt often tum to 
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Pugg for a role model. The Trickster is often called 
"the Bringer of Misery" because ORKS believe 
that Pugg sets tricks and traps for ORKS to test 
their wits. If they are caught by the trick, then 
Pugg has gotten the better of them, but if they are 
clever and quick, they can get the best of Pugg, 
thus proving themselves to be worthy of his 
attention. 

ORKS often whisper quiet prayers to Pugg, but 
they are not the prayers you may be accustomed 
to. Prayers to Pugg often curse him for his 
cleverness. An ORK can often be heard to 
whisper, "RSTM ssllO, EIOO" or "Not this time, 
limper." The reference is, of course, to the maimed 
foot Pugg has. As was mentioned above, it is 
honorable for an ORK to throw courage in the 
face of death, and what better way to prove one's 
courage than to taunt the master of tricks? 

Another reason to insult Pugg is to draw his 
attention. An ORK who proves his wit to Pugg 
can sometimes draw his favor, thus being one of 
the POttggattO, the Lucky Ones. 

Tm0UBBD 
The ORK Bard, called MeffD0GttA 

(meh...dowtha;,1)1 is an ORK of high respect and 
regard. A MeffD0GttA does not live his own life, 
but lives for FRAttu (frathuh • "the Truth"). 
FRAttu is the word used to describe the body of 
ORK mythology, folklore and history. A 
MeffD0GttA must know all the stories there are 
to know, going through an intense apprenticeship 
under the direction of an elder MeffD0GttA. The 
apprentice learns dm.ens of stories, and memorizes 
them all. But more importantly, learns what each 
story means. For to tell a story without passing 
along its meaning is to be BRAKAFRAttu 
(bra;1ka;1fra;1thah "untrue"), and to a 
MeffD0GttA, there is no greater insult than to be 
called untrue. 

A MeffD0GttA carries his stories wherever he 
goes - literally. For each story that he knows, he 
gains a small favor that is stitched onto his 
clothes. Sometimes these favors are stitched onto 
a coat, making a kind of storycloak that may be 
removed when not needed (this is a recent trend 
as ORK adventurers are becoming more prevalent 
in the society of Man, and ORKS have learned 
that Man likes his city streets to be "QUIET!", 
although quiet is definitely not ORK). So, if you 
wish to hear a story from an ORK, you simply 
point to the story you want to hear and the ORK 
will tell it to you. "What is the story of the bell?" 
and "What is the story of the button?" are 
questions ORK Bards hear every day from little 
ORK children. 

ORKS love to tell stories. Of course, the 
concept of "truth" is a bit different for an ORK 
than for a human or an elf. As discussed above 
FRAttu is the O RK word for "truth." It is a very 
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complicated issue to discuss in a paper of this 
length, but to give you a taste of it, when an ORK 
finds a story to be FRAttu, the story holds some 
kind of truth. Just as the tales of the gods are true 
because they teach lessons, so is the story of 
tricking a human is true because all humans are 
srupid. 

As said before, almost all of the stories 
MeffD0GttA tell are about Pugg. ORKS value 

trickery, but abhor cheating. To an O RK, a JIP 
(yip - cheat) is when one breaks the rules. A 
ttWAK (thwak - trick) is when an O RK uses the 
rules to his advantage. There is a very old ORK 
tale regarding the four most famous ttWAKS in 
ORK history, performed by Pugg on the Human 
Gods, the Elven Gods, and the Dwarven Gods. As 
it turned out, all the Gods decided to gather 
together to divvy up the Afterlife and someone 
"forgot" ro invite the ORKS. Well, they didn't 
think very kindly of that and they decided to 
crash the party. The problem was that by the time 
they got there, all the land was already claimed by 
another pantheon, and so the ORKS were left out 
in the wind. 
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But Pugg had a solution. He invited all the 
other Gods to a great feast on the mortal plane. 
He did this for many reasons, but the main reason 
was that it was a neutral site where no powers 
could be used (he didn't want his ttWAK going 
foul on him). 

At the feast, he revealed a great table of food. 
wEnough to feed us all, for surely none of us here 
could finish such a table themselves." 

"Do not be so sure of that," 
said the Dwarf God. 1 think I 
might be a match for your 
table." 

"Well, now that would be 
something to see. But I do not 
think that you could perform 
such a feat. In fact, I would 
wager you something very 
precious for such a feat ... " and 
Pugg pulled a bag out of his 
cloak of shadows (which is said 
to have one hundred pockets). 
"This is a very special pouch, 
my little friend. For every one 
thing that you place inside of it, 
seven things you may pull from 
it . Now wouldn't it be nice to 
put a big fat roast in my little 
bag and pull out seven?" 

"Indeed!" cried the Dwarf 
God. "But, what would I wager 
against that?" 

"Oh, nothing, really. Just a 
tiny slice of that land that you 
claimed when all of you divvied 
up the Afrerlife. Just a small 
slice is all I would wager against 
my magical bag - if I were you, 
of course." 

Well, the Dwarf God's eyes 
were filled with loaves of 
butter-smothered bread and 
steaming pies and crisp cold 
chocolates and try as he might, 
he could not resist Pugg's offer. 

So the contest was on, and the Dwarf God 
started eating. ln no time at all he had finished a 
third of the table, the appetizer all but gone, and 
he was beginning to work on the entrees when 
Pugg shouted to him, "My, my little cousin, you 
must've not eaten for a week, knowing that you 
were coming to my feast. Here," he said and took 
the wine from the table, filling his glass. "Herc, 
drink some wine to wash down the dainties. After 
all, the wine was sitting on the table, and you'll 
have to finish it off sooner or later." 

"Indeed," said the Dwarf God and he swallowed 
up the goblet of wine faster than you can say 
KRUNKITS. Then, in not half a breath more, he 
was finished with the entrees and beginning to 
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work on the deserts. 

"Slow down!" cried Pugg. "You eat so fast it is 
easy to see why you'll never grow any bigger. Here, 
take another drink of wine to wash down what 
you've eaten before you begin on the desserts." 

"Indeed," said the Dwarf God and swallowed 
down the wine faster than the first time. Then, 
turning his attention to the desserts, he began to 
chew away like a suckling on his mother's breast. 

And just when it looked as if the Dwarf God 
would finish the table, just when there was only 
one tiny cake left, Pugg raised his hands and cried, 
"Enough!" All the other Gods cheered and Pugg 
scooped up the wine flask and poured out two 
goblets and handed one to the Dwarf God. "You 
have all but beaten me, little one. Let us drink 
now to your health, as I salute your victory and my 
humility." 

"You are a very gracious host," said the Dwarf 
God, "for an Ork" (this misspelling is to show that 
all the other races do not know the proper way to 
pronounce ORK). They both drank to the Dwarf 
God's victory and when the goblets were empty, 
the Dwarf God finished off the last little cake and 
raised his head in victory. 

"Now, give to me what is mine," said the proud 
little God, "for I have won!" 

Pugg shook his head, heavy and low with 
sadness. "I do not wish to correct you, Dwarf, but 
you are wrong. You have lost." 

"And how have I lost?" the Dwarf God 
demanded. 

"The wager we agreed upon was for you to eat 
all that was on the table." 

"And I have done so. Look! The table is 
empty." He stretched his hands over the table, and 
indeed, it was devoid of eatables and drinkables. 

But Pugg smiled and said, "You have missed one 
swallow. A swallow that you can never finish, 
little God." And as he spoke, Pugg raised the 
goblet that he drank from and slammed it empty 
on the table. "For this swallow of wine that I took 
from the table to drink to your victory is one 
swallow that you missed and cannot finish. So you 
have lost, and I have won!" 

And that is how Pugg fooled the Dwarf God out 
of one small sliver of his claim to the Afterlife. 

Now ORKS consider this to be FRAttu. It 
teaches a lesson, and makes Dwarfs seem to be 
gluttonous fools who cannot see beyond their own 
puggy little noses. And because that is FRAttu, 
the story is FRAttu. 

There are many other stories, including the 
three other ttWAKS that Pugg used to fool the 
other Gods out of portions of their Afterlands, 
how B0ssttRAKA learned the ways of magick 
from the elves and mechanics from the dwarves 
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and steel from the humans, and of course, the tale 
of G0ttDuKu and the Dragon of the Sky, and all 
of these stories are FRAttu. 

Tm l.U'r Nat 
It has been told how Pug tricked the other 

Gods out of their places in the Afterlands in the 
beginning of the world, but the tale of the end of 
the world is the one that concerns ORKS most. 

All ORKS know what awaits them in the 
Afterland; it is a great toad called GORLAM that 
waits for the warm souls of fallen ORKS. 

GORLAM devours the ORK souls when they 
pass on, and they must spend the rest of eternity 
trapped in his belly, forever aware of the After land 
that has been prepared for them. GORLAM was 
created by the kindred races to keep ORKS out of 
the Afterlands in revenge for their being ttWAKD 
by Pugg. 

But one day, a great ORK hero will arise. There 
are many prophesies concerning his appearance, 
but the greate~~ was told by the blind 
MeffD0GttA GUttRBAN. Called "The Last 
Trick" it talks of an end time when all ORKS must 
join with the kindred races in a battle against a 
great shadow. One ORK rises to bring all the 
Clans and Tribes of ORK together to join with the 
kindred races. He fights the shadow beside a 
human, an elf, and a dwarf, and it is his spear that 
kills the shadow. But his wounds are so great, even 
his D0MGA's miracles are not enough to keep his 
soul on the mortal plane. 

And so the ORK hero's soul (filled with the 
souls of a thousand fallen brothers) will rise up to 
face GORLAM. After a terrific battle, he defeats 
the enemy of the ORKS, splitting GORLAM's 
stomach with his spear, allowing all the swallowed 
souls of the ORKS to spill into the Afterlands 
they have been promised. Such is the end of the 
world as ORKS understand it. 

C.DCLVdeD 
I hope this scroll will help in establishing better 

relations between the races. It has always been my 
goal to educate myself and my fellow ORKS, and 
that is why I followed the path of the 
MeffD0GttA, and that is why I came to this 
college. But ever since I came to this College, I 
have heard all the whispers that have passed 
behind my back, and I have tolerated them, but 
no longer. I will not stand idly by while 
insufferable ignorance in this "academic 
community dedicated to the search for truth" 
continues. 

There is nothing I despise more than hatred 
and fear. Those things are for gglPS. It seems that 
many of my · whispering and snickering 
compatriots have forgotten that ORKS have 
ears ... and we carry them in a little pouch tied to 
our belt. 
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What is Lights, Camera, Action? 
Long·tlme SHADIS readers will recognize this fcarurc immediately. Need an off·the·cuff storyline 

for your RPG campaign? Match the party's cunent situation to the one described in "Lights," then 
switch on the "Camera" and drag them into the "Action"! 

Not only is this feature hack after a short hiatus, but it will also continue regularly - some readers 
became quite passionate about it! We encourage that, and would love to sec your scenarios. Send them 
in; there's a good chance they'll be used. Meanwhile, sit back and marvel at the prolific and under· 
handed Larry Granato, who brings you this monch's trio of LCAs. 

Lights: TI1e party goes to the jewelry store to 
sell some of their treasure. 

Camera: The jeweler offers unusually low 
prices for the gems and jewels, and continues 
dropping the values if the party grumbles or 
argues. 

Action: The person behind the counter is actu· 
ally lt highly-skilled assassin in disguise who killed 
the real jeweler and was in the process of looting 
the ·store when the party came in. If the PCs 
become suspicious (a fairly good chance) he will 
pop into the back room and baclcstab characters 
with a poison dagger as they enter, and then try to 
make his escape. 

Larry Granato 

Lights: The party is approaching a new town. 

Camera: They see a sword in a stone, on which 
is written "Whosoever pulleth out this sword from 
this stone is the true· born king." The first charac· 
ter who tries easily pulls it out. There's a sound of 
trumpets, and within minutes a delegation of 
elders from the town arrives, bearing royal regalia. 
They ask the "true·bom Icing" If he wishes to 
accept the crown of their constitutional monar· 
chy. If the PC agrees, he's escorted into town and 
crowned in front of a crowd nf cheering towns· 
penple. The elders ask if the new Icing wants to 
appoint royal officers (marshal, ronstable, stew· 
ard, chancellor, etc.) from among his party; 
appointees are given heavy golden chains and 
bejeweled tokens nf office. 

Action: At the modest palace, an elder remains 
with the new king to advise him nn the laws of the 
kingdom. The party is supplied with jeweled 
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equipment, fancy armor, and magic items while 
their own stuff is taken away to be "cleaned" and 
their money deposited in the royal vaults. 
Although they're treated well, they soon learn 
that the positions of the Icing and royal officers are 
purely ceremonial and have no power. In addi· 
tion, it is treason for them to leave the palace 
grounds! If they sneak off, no one will stop them, 
but all the jeweled and golden items tum out to be 
fakes, and the magic gear is cursed or has only one 
charge left. If the party decides to abdicate, they're 
told that all their items and money now belong to 
the state. However, the elders are willing to give 
back most of their stuff if the party promises not to 
tell anyone about the incident. The party will not 
be attacked as the townspeople don't believe their 
scam is worth dying for, but if they're belligerent, 
they won't sec their equipment again. 

Larry Granato 

Lights: The party is traveling across an isolated 
barony. 

Camera: A burning village and troop move· 
ments are seen in the distance. Investigating the 
village, they see the corpses of men, women, and 
children. A pitiful survivor asks for their help, but 
then a group of mounted knights approaches. 

Action: The local baron is putting down a 
peasant revolt, caused partly by his own callous· 
ncss. He is not an evil person, but h is troops have 
gotten out of hand and ma.uacred innocents. He 
will threaten and try to intimidate the PCs, accus· 
ing them of being outlaws, consorting with rebels, 

· etc. He really wants to scare them off and cover up 
the incident. If they're not cnwed, he'll offer 
bribes for their silence. He will only attack if the 
party refuses COClperation. 

Larry Granato 
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Lega® Pirate Wars: 
Optional Rules 

The original set of rules for conducting miniatures 
naval combat wirh Lego• model ships ran back in 
SHADIS #19, and was quite enthusiasticall'.'I 

received. Mr. Gabriel has run games under these rules 
at the last couple of GenCons, and will in all likeli
hood do so again chis '.'Jear. B'.'I popular demand, then, 
here are the optional rules for Lego Pirate Wars! 

The following are optional rules for Lego Pirate 
Wars and are intended to add more options and 
complexity to the game. 

Running Aground 
Whenever a ship travels through shallow water, 

either reefs or near islands, the ship runs the risk 
of damaging its hull on the sea bottom. The draft 
of the ship, the distance the hull extends below 
the surface, is equal to the interior width of the 
ships hull. Narrow hulls have a width of 8 and 
wide hulls have a width of 12. Damage from run
ning aground can never exceed the ships remain
ing HF. Ships that lose all of their HF by running 
aground do not sink, they become obstacles that 
must be maneuvered around. The ships that are 
aground are out of the game and cannot fire can
nons or guns at passing ships. The crew may use 
launches to go to other friendly vessels or islands. 

A ship runs aground if it passes an island at a 
distance less than its draft. If the ship is going past 
the island or rock, it takes only one point of Hull 
Factor in damage. If the island is within 45° of the 
ships heading, the ship then takes one point of 
Hull Facter for every 8 dots of movement it had 
left when it began to run aground. In addition, the 
ship takes an additional point of damage for every 
four dots less than their draft that they are closer 
to the island. A narrow hull ship takes one point 
of damage if it is from 4 to 8 dots from the island 
and two points of HF if it is withing 4 dots of the 
island. A wide hulled ship takes one point of dam-

Stephen W. labriel 

age if it is from 8 to 12 dots from the island, two 
points if from 4 to 8 dots and three points if less 
than 4 dots from the island. 

Example: A Skull's Eye Schooner rounds an 
island and is forced to cut it close. The ship pass· 
es the island with 6 dots between the edge of its 
hull and the edge of the island. The Skull's Eye 
Schooner loses two HF, one for running aground 
and one for being within 8 dots of the island( more 
than four dots less than its draft, but less than 
eight dots less than its draft). 

Example: An Imperial Flag Ship maneuvers for 
a shot but the Captain forgets that they can't tum 
until they move forward a full length. The ship 
has its full move of 60 dots and is 16 dots from a 
rock. On the next rum, the ship moves forward 16 
dots before running aground. The ship has 44 dots 
of movement left, which divided by 8 results in six 
points of HF damage. The ship only has 4 HF of 
damage and stops dead on the rock, a navigation
al hazard for the rest of the game. 

Reefs are set up at the beginning of the game 
and have a specific area they cover and a specific 
depth. The depth may vary along the length of 
the reef. The reef may be 4. 8, or 12 dots deep. A 
reef deeper than 12 dots does not affect ships 
because it is deeper than the draft of a wide hull. 
The damage is taken when the bow of the vessel 
crosses the edge of the reef and is not taken again 
unless the ship leaves and then reenters the reef. 
A depth 4 reef does two points of HF damage to a 
narrow hull and three points of damage to a wide 
hull. A depth 8 reef does one point of damage to 
a narrow hull and two points of damage to a wide 
hull. A depth 12 reef does one point of damage to 
a wide hull. A ship that enters a reef in a deep area 
and then travels to a shallow area takes addition
al damage equal to the difference between the 
damages of the two depths. 
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Example: A Man of War (an Imperial Skull's 
Eye Schooner with 8 cannons, 4 per side) is chas· 
ing a Renegade Runner. The Renegade runner 
crosses into a reef to try and lose the Imperials. 
The reef is depth 8 and does one point of damage 
to the Renegade Runners hull. The Man of War 
follows and loses two HF from hi tting the reef 
because it has a wide hull. The Renegade Runner 
then passes into depth 4 water and takes an addi· 
tional point of hull damage. The Man of War 
decides to steer clear of this and heads back out to 
open water. 

Oversalllng 
Oversailing is a sacrifice of cargo area in order 

to .idd additional sails to make the ship faster. A 
narrow hull may add one additional sail over its 
maximum for every ton of cargo space it allocates 
to additional sails. A wide hull may add one addi
tional sail for every two tons of cargo space it allo
cates to additional sails. Each additional sail adds 
another figure to the sailing crew. The speed of 
the vessel is increased according to the number of 
sails added. 

Overloallng 
Overloading is a sacrifice of speed for extra 

cargo. A narrow hull adds one additional ton of 
c.irgo space for every sail withheld. A wide hull 
adds cwo additional tons of cargo for every sail 
withheld. Sails that are withheld are not removed 
from the ship or the damage chart and the crew is 
not lost. Instead, calculate the speed of the ship as 
though it had lost that number of sails and then 
begin numbering at the first sail with that speed 
and reduce by one Sail Loss for each SF down the 
chart. Fill in all the remaining slots with a speed 
of 8 once the speed drops below 8. 

Example: A Skull's Eye Schooner overloads by 
adding two additional crews of men and two tons 
of treasure chests. The Skull's Eye Schooner then 
moves as though her speed were reduced by two 
Sail Factor. The original speed was 64 and with a 
Sail Loss of 8 the new starting speed is 48 dots. 
The player puts this at the top of the chart and 
then fills in the remaining 7 SF slots with 40, 32, 
24, 16, 8, 8, and 8. 

Launches 
All ships carry launches, small rowboats used to 

get the crew to and from shore. Each ship carries 
one launch for every 8 figures, dropping any 
remainder. Launches move at a speed of 24 dots 
and tum like ships. Launches may move back
wards at one half speed and are not affected by 
wind. They do not get damaged when they run 
aground. Launches may not fire cannons and are 
at -I to hit with a cannon firing ball. Launches 
have only I point of HF and sink when hit using 
the standard rules for sinking ships. 

A Launch may be placed next to a ship with up 
to seven figures on board as a single action in the 

FEBRUARY 1996 • VOLUME IV 

Action phase of the tum. The launch moves nor
mally on the next tum. A Launch may land on a 
beach or at a pier as an action. The figures on 
board may not leave until the next tum, but they 
may fire muskets and pistols. A launch may not 
leave a beach or a pier until the tum after the last 
figure boards it. Launches may not be used in a 
tum that a ship sinks, but they may be used to flee 
a ship that has run aground. 

Launches may carry up to seven figures. A trea
sure chest or barrel counts as two figures and a 
cannon counts as four figures. 

Some launches are equipped with a gaff rigged 
sail on a mast mounted on a small tum table. 
These boats use the standard sailing rules with a 
speed of 36 dots. They have one SF which cannot 
be reset and may carry four figures. 

Wind Heading Ilg Sall Types 
The type of sail a ship lofts affects the direction 

it may travel with respect to the wind. Ships that 
loft square rigged sails may only travel with the 
wind from beam to beam and may never head into 
the wind. Ships that loft only gaff rigged or lateen 
sails may tack as per the nonnal rules. This rule 
reflects the reality of sailing these ships. If this rule 
is used, the Skull's Eye Schooner and Black Seas 
Barracuda will never be able to move up wind and 
the Imperial Flagship will only be able to move at 
tack if the main square sail is struck. To do this, 
two additional sailors must be tasked to bring the 
sail down and the ship then moves as though it 
had lost 2 SF. This rule drastically changes game 
balance and is not highly recommended. 

Firing Cannons 
The older ships have cannons that actually fire. 

This rule may be used with firing cannons to 
determine hits and damage. The player loads the 
cannon with a grey round for shot and a blade 
round for ball. They may then fire the cannon at 
the target. 

If the shoe hits the target and bounces beyond 
it, it does one point of damage. If the shot hits the 
target and bounces back toward the attacker, it 
does two points of damage. If the shot hits the tar
get and stays on the ship, then it does three points 
of damage. All damage is applied according to the 
basic rules. Please note that the nonnal ranges for 
cannons still apply even though the cannon may 
be able to physically shoot farther. 

Fartnsses 
Fortresses represent stone and bride structures 

capable of withstanding cannon hits. Fortresses 
are typically controlled by the Imperial Marines; 
pirates would rather be free to move about. 

Fortresses cannot be sunk, nor can they be 
destoyed within the scope of the game. The fig· 
ures manning the fortress can be killed, allowing 
the fortress to be overrun. Due to the solid con-
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struction of a fortress, the first success of every 
cannon strike is eliminated. A cannon firing shot 
only kills one figure for each success aher the first. 
A cannon firing ball kills one figure for each suc· 
cess after the first, but it also destroys a cannon 
and its crew if it gets three successes. figures can 
fire muskets at the fortress with a penalty of -2. 
Each success kills one figure. 

Entarlng Fo1b•-
There are two ways of entering a fortress, scal· 

ing the walls and blowing down the doors. Once 
inside, all casualties from cannon fire is split 
between the attackers and the defenders, with the 
defenders always taking the first loss. 

Any pirate figure that lives long enough to get 
to the wall of a fortress may scale the wall. The 
figure must end a tum adjacent to the bottom of 
the wall. At the end of the next tum, they are 
placed on top of the wall. Any figures on top of 
the walls are at + 1 to hit a figure climbing the 
wall. 

Cannons outside of the fortress may demoy the 
doors, if any. The doors require two successful hits 
to destroy using ball and the cannon firing at 
them must point at them. The first success is not 
dropped when firing on doors. 

Flg11n1Sanlhare 
Figures on shore, including in fortresses and on 

docks, follow the standard turn sequence. 
However, the figures move during the Movement 
Phase and may still fight during the cask phase if 
they moved. They may not reload cannons, mus
kets or pistols if they have moved. 

Figures have a base movement of 24 dots, 
except figures with peg legs which move only 18 
dots. Count the number of dots from where the 
figure is to where it is going and move the figure 
after you reach 24 or the desired position. The 
length of the ramp on the mountain base is 18 
dots and a figure may only move onto the ramp if 
they have enough movement to reach the top. 
Figures on stairs pay two dots of movement for 
each dot moved forward. Figures on ladders pay 12 
dots of movement for each level climbed up or 
down. 

All figures must be firmly attached to the base 
plate, building or pier. Any figure that falls over 
must spend the next task phase standing up. 
Figures that fall off of a building are killed unless 
they fall off into the water. 

Cannons firing shot on figures in launches or 
on the ground outside of a fortress kill two figures 
for each success. There is a -2 penalty for any fig· 
ure outside of a building that fires at a figure inside 
of a building. There is a -1 penalty for any figure 
firing at another figure that is partially obscured 
by parapets, barrels, cargo, etc. 

Lego• Pirate Wars 

fDli b ••• Design 
The size and configuration of a fortress is left to 

the discretion of the designer with only a few con· 
ventions. 

A fortress may have only one cannon for every 
24 dots in length of outer wall, not including the 
main entrance doors. The mountain base plate 
has a perimeter of 88 dots and can have up to 
three cannons. The perimeter can be increased by 
building out over the edge, but the stn1cture must 
be supported from below. Docks do not increase 
the perimeter of the fortress, but enclosed build
ings on the docks do. 

Buildings are considered to be enclosed when 
they have walls or structure on three sides and a 
roof. The fourth side is left off as a convention to 
allow the easy placement and removal of figures 
and it still gives a -2 fire modifier to targets iside 
the building. Buildings can be of multiple levels 
and cannons can be located on any level. There 
must be a ladder or stairs to provide access to all 
levels. Typically, each fortress sports a tower at 
least two and sometimes three levels high. 

Cannons can be mounted anywhere within a 
fortress with at least 4 dots or one floor between 
them. Cannons may be mounted on wheels, slides 
or tum tables. Cannons mounted on wheels may 
be turned and moved inside the fortress. It 
requires two figures to move the cannon and the 
cannon can only be moved 12 dots per tum. 
Cannons on slides have a fixed direction and can
non be removed and fired. Cannons on tum tables 
can be turned freely, but cannot be removed and 
fired. Cannons on parapeted structures are consid· 
ered inside the fortress for determining hits. 

Fortresses receive 4 Imperial Marines for each 
cannon. The Marines may fire and reload cannons 
in the Fortress as well as their normal tasks. Each 
Fortress also receives one Imperial Marine 
Lieutenant as a commander. 

Haullng Laat 
Cannons can be moved from ship to ship or 

ship to shore by tasking four figures to move the 
cannon. The cannon is moved to the other ship or 
pier at the end of the tum. The ship or pier receiv
ing the cannon must be in hull to hull contact 
with the ship moving the cannon. The cannon 
can be loaded into a launch with two figures and 
may be unloaded on shore by a team of four fig· 
ures. Treasure chests and barrels can be moved by 
tasking two figures to carry each one. ..................... 

The Renegade Runner model is a basic stripped 
down ship that is frequently seen as being unwor· 
thy of battle. 

The speed of the Renegade Runner is 48 dots, 
which leaves it slower than just about any other 
vessel.. To increase the speed, add one of the gaff 
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rigged masts from a launch, replacing che compass 
on che seem castle wich che masc. Th is adds one 
Sail Factor and one sailor to the ship and increas
es the speed to 64 dots . This makes the Renegade 
Runner a quick moving and agile ship. 

The single cannon limits the ship's firepower. 
Remove the center mount cannon and use two 
four long by one wide bricks on each side to sup
port a tum table mounted on the ships hull. The 
Renegade Runner gets cwo cannon crew for each 
cannon and now has sufficient firepower to make 
people worry. 

These modifications will result in a crew con
sisting of four sailors, four cannon crew, the 
Captain and the First Mate. The revised 
Renegade Runner moves as fast as the Skull's Eye 
Schooner and can make three 90° cums at full 
movement. The dual turret cannons allow it to 
shMt at just about any target. These modifica· 
rions ;ire highly recommended to increase the 
worthiness of the smallest ship in the line. 
Without chese modifications, its becrer to just 
$trip rhe ship and use it as a cargec vessel for pirate 
captures. 

Stem Chasers 
Stem chasers are cannons mounted out the 

back of che ship that are used to discourage tail
gat ing and boarding approaches from the rear. 
Only wide hulled ships may mount stem chasers 
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and they may mount one or two. Due to limited 
space, stem chasers are mounted on slides. A slide 
is constructed using two one by four bricks, two 
one by two bricks, two one by four smooth tiles 
and a one by cwo smooth tile. See the illustration 
below. Other bricks may be substituted to achieve 
similar function . 

Rules Clarltlatlan far 
Resetting Salls 

After lengthy playtesting and many requests, 
the rules for resecring sails are changed as follows. 
A player may reset as many sails as desired provid
ing they have the necessary number of figures 
available and tasked for sailing. The player may 
reset the excess sails at the top of the damage 
chart as long as they have not lost any HF. As 
soon as the first HF is lost , any remaining sails 
above the HF are lost and cannot be reset. After 
that point, the number of sails cannot exceed the 
number of HF. 

LEGO and LEGOLAND are registered trade
marks of INTERLEGO AG. This game is© Stephen 
W Gabriel. T his Kame is the sok idea of its designer 
and is not recommended, supported or condoned by 
INTERLEGO AG. It may not be reproduced for sale 
or far incorporation into another product for sale with
out the express written permission of che auUior. 
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All That Cuts 
by Douglas Hullck 

From th• world of ..... coo War of~ by Black Cat. Publlshlng 

T
he feeling came over her all at once: 
small, t iny pricks of cold thac began 
between her shoulder blades and 
climbed up the bade of her neck. 

Others of her kind experienced it in other 
ways, but for Isabelle, the Foreboding had 
always felt like a spider of water and ice walk· 
ing slowly up her back. And this spider felt 
pretty big. 

"Belle?" came a voice off to her right. 
"Belle, you okay ?" lsabeau d'Acre, now 
Isabelle Dacer, ignored the man standing 
beside her as she scanned the dusty street for 
the source of her premonition. He'd feel it 
soon enough, anyhow. 

A small flatbed wagon rattled past, the 
fanner on its buckboard blissfully ignorant of 
the rwo Immortals standing just inside the 
doorway of Granger's Feed and Dry Goods. It 
was a dry, if not overly hot day in Mesilla and 
town natives, farmers, and range hands milled 
about in the fading glare of the late afternoon 
sun. Isabelle squinted as she looked from 
shade into sunlight, her head still as Moise 
had taught her. Let :JOUT C:Yl!S do the looking, the 
movmg, she heard his voice say across the cen· 
curies. It's harder for others to spot you if :YOU 
don't let them know 1ou feel the Foreboding. Let 
them gi\le themselws awa1 first . 

Beside her, Jason gasped as he became 
aware of the other presence. Reflexively, he 
reached for his revolver with one hand as the 
o ther slipped towards the sword she knew 
hung inside his duster. 

"No!" she whispered. "Whoever it is, he's 
good." He had to be, given the size of the spi· 
der Isabelle felt perched just inside her skull. 
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Damn, but this Immortal was old. 
Then, suddenly, she found him. Across the 

open square, near the livery stable. He stood 
next to his horse, hat tipped back from. blond 
brows, head turning as he studied the busy 
street. He was dressed like a rancher, hand on 
a battered cavalry saber that hung from his 
saddle, but she knew him. Even behind the 
handlebar mustache and three day beard, she 
remembered that face. 

"Damn!" she said as she grabbed Jason and 
dragged him back into the feed store. 

"What ... ?" 

"Shut up and move!" said Isabelle as she 
shoved the young Immortal before her. "Out 
the back. Now!" 

Jason Rawlins opened his mouth to argue, 
shut it when he saw her take a long hickory 
axe handle from a barrel on their way towards 
the back of the store. 

"Hey!" came a voice from behind them. 
"Hey, those ain't free! " 

''On account," said Isabelle as she and 
Jason stepped out the rear door. A line of low 
adobe buildings faced them across a brief 
expanse of rutted ground. To their right and 
left, the backs of several other buildings, both 
wooden and brick, stretched off for a short 
distance, then stopped abruptly. Past them, 
the arroyos and mesas of the New Mexico 
Territory extended to the horizon. little 
cover, too much ground, and no time to spare, 
she thought. 

Isabelle guided Jason across the rough road 
and around a comer, stumbling all the way. 
She cursed long narrow skirts, heeled boots, 

leg-of-mutton sleeve.s, east coast fash ions, and 
her inability to hide a sword in any of it. 

"Hold up," said Isabelle as she stopped and 
leaned on the axe handle. Jason obeyed, but 
continued to dance from foot to foot, hand on 
his Colt. 

"Who was that, Belle 1" 

"One of us." She bent down and began 
tearing her skirt along a side seam. When the 
split reached just above her knee, Isabelle 
reached beneath the skirt and drew the bowie 
knife she kept strapped along her thigh. She 
ignored Jason's wide eyed stare at her revealed 
leg as she straightened. 

"Uh ... but why are we runningr' he finally 
managed. 

But Isabelle did not answer. It had been like 
this the first time she had seen tlu.t face, she 
remembered, ages ago. The heat, the fear, the 
mud-brick walls on every side. They had been 
running, too, but through crowds. Dust had 
choked her every breath, her throat so dry she 
could barely answer when Raynaud had asked 
in Old French: 

"Isabeau1 Are you all rightr' 

ln answer, she had held up her own sword, 
nodded. Her voice had come out as a thin 
rasp, like sand against the city's walls. "I'm 
here," she had said. 

They were in Acre, the last Christian 
stronghold in the Holy Land, and the 
Mamelukes were battering at the walls even 
as they spoke. She was disguised as a young 
boy in leggings, a loose coat, and soft cap. It 
was 1291. 
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R;iynaud gathered his charge beneath his 
cloak and drew her into the shelter of an 
<1rched doorway. People filled the narrow 
streets, screaming, prnying, looting. They all 
seemed to be he;1ded for the harbor. 

"le won't be long now," Raynaud said. 
"Today, probably tonight at the latest, and the 
cicy will foll." 

lsabeau watched the masses washing by in 
rhe street, felt rhe undercurrent of terror that 
rnn chere. She remembered the stories about 
the acrocicies committed by che Mamelukes at 
Jaffo and Ascclon: entire cities wiped out, not 
;.i ]ways \)llickly. And now, Acre was falling 
coo. 

She fe lt a pressure llgainst her. looked up 
inm Raynaud 's face t1s he held her closer. 

"I knt1w, little one," he said. "Ir is always 
hardest co see your first home fall co the 
march of history." The knight's eyes softened, 
bur l1nly for an instant. As Raynaud's hand 
fell :iway from her shoulder, il hardness 
entered his eyes, ;md she felt che coldness on 
her back: another Immortal. Herc. Now. The 
Foreboding. 

ls;1beau scanned the street, che illleys, the 
roofs. and s<1w him firsr. He wils leaning casu-

ally against the remains of a fruit-seller's shop 
down the street, seemingly unaware of the 
river of bodies chat flowed between them. His 
blond hair and fair eyes looked strange above 
flowing caftan he wore, out of place even in a 
land where Frank and German had been 
known to don the infidel's robes from time to 
time. Isabeau felt it at once: he was ancient. 
But there was more something almost 
unwholesome about his presence, his 
Foreboding. She would lacer come co realize it 
was his insanity she felt. 

The Immortal favored her with a slight 
grin, then turned his attention to Raynaud. 

"A knight, Gaisric?" he shouted over the 
noise. "Since when does a Goth cake the 
cross?" 

Raynaud cook half a step out of rhe door
way, and Isabeau saw fear and rage cross the 
knight's face. "Caligula," he said. "False 
godling! Kin slayer!" 

"You aren't still mad about my kill ing your 
whole tribe, are you, Gaisric? That was cen· 
curies ago!" And a twisted smile crossed his 
face. 

Raynaud practically howled, "Bastard!" 
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All That Cuts 

The blond Immortal laughed as he drew a 
scimitar and began absently cutting his way 
through the crowd. Arab and Christian fell 
screaming in the street as Caligula came 
cowards them, his grin never failing. After 
five paces, the Immortal's caftan was a study 
in gore from waist to hem. Isabeau felt her 
stomach chum, tasted bile, but could not look 
away. 

Raynaud drew his sword with one hand, his 
old Frankish axe with the other, and stepped 
fully into the street. He gestured at che fleeing 
people. "Leave them out of this, damn you! 
They've no part in it!" 

The scimitar stopped against a woman's 
throat. "You promise not to run chis time, 
Gothr' 

lsabeau saw Raynaud's shoulders tense. "I 
swear." 

The other lmmorcal's face went slack. 
"Good." He let the woman go and she bolted 
away. By now, the street was nearly empty. 
Raynaud and the other Immortal watched 
one another warily, but lsabeau saw only the 
corpses. She fell co her knees and emptied her 
stomach onto the street. Caligula began 
laughing. 

• 

• 
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by Douglas Hulick 

"Still spending time with fledglings, I see, 
G<iisric." 

Raynaud ignored the jibe, spoke to her 
without turning. "Run to the docks, girl. I'll 
be along if I can." 

ls.1beau blinked once, releasing a tear in 
the process. "No." 

"Go. You can't interfere and he'll only end 
up killing you. He and I have had this coming 
for a while." 

lsabeau shook her head, whispered, "No." 
Raynaud held his sword out cowards Caligula, 
who nodded. The knight turned, bent down 
before her. 

"lsabeau," he began, and his eyes met hers. 
R;1ynaud's eyes were the color of old leather, 
of sun-dried earth, and it felt as if they were 
digging into all the secret places of her self. 
She stared back hard, trying to hide the terror 
she felt welling up inside. He held her gaze for 
a long instant, then grunted. 

"Very well," he said. "But you must promise 
me something." His voice was quiet, pitched 
just for the two of them. 

"What?" 

"Caligula is mad, but he is also strong. 
Promise me you will not try to avenge me if I 
fall." 

lsabeau looked past Raynaud, saw Caligula 
staring directly at her. She felt her mouth go 
dry, then forced her eyes back to Raynaud. 

"I promise," she said, hating herself even as 
she said it. "But only for now." And Raynaud 
had nodded once, rose, and walked calmly to 
his death. The next fifteen minutes had been 
the longest in lsabeau's life, watching 
Raynaud slowly give way to the Roman until 
the knight finally fell, his body a mass of ugly 
wounds. lsabeau had run then, but not before 
she saw Caligula take Raynaud's head, tri· 
urnph lighting the Roman's mad eyes. Tears 
had filled her eyes in Acre, but there were no 
tears now. 

"Belle, what are we doing?" repeated Jason. 

Isabelle blinked the memory away, brought 
herself back to New Mexico. 

"Keeping a promise," she said. "Now, 
let's-" 

The spider suddenly came back, strong as 
all hell. At the same moment, she heard the 
crunch of brittle earth beneath a boot. There, 
beyond Jason, just around the comer. 

So much for promises. 

She was past Jason and catching a sword 
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stroke on the axe handle before the young 
Immortal had time to protest. The impact of 
steel on seasoned wood reverberated up the 
length of her arm, but Isabelle kept shaken 
fingers around the haft even as her other hand 
lashed out with the bowie. The attacker twist· 
ed away, and Isabelle swung the hickory han· 
die in a wide backwards arc, bringing the tip 
forward and up, aiming for his throat. It was 
then she saw his face, just before he slipped 
inside and put his fist to her jaw. 

"Hold it!" she heard Jason yell as she hit 
the ground. The click of the hammer on his 
hogleg being pulled back ended any argu· 
men ts. 

"How many times have I told you not to get 
fancy, Isa?" 

Isabelle looked up into the dark eyes and 
bright smile of Moise Carvahel and sighed. 

"Damn your unbelieving hide, Moise, 
where the hell have you been?" 

The Immortal shrugged. "I just got into 
town." His voice was heavy with the Spanish 
accent she remembered so well, and Isabelle 
felt a shiver run through her at the sound of 
it. He must have been down to Old Mexico 
recently. Somehow, she doubted she would 

ever get over him. 

Moise looked past Isabelle and his smile 
turned patronizing. "And this is ... ?" 

Isabelle glanced behind her, frowned. 
"Someone who should know better than to 
interfere in combat between our kind." 

Jason lowered his pistol. "But Belle, he 
would've-" 

"Killed you after he was done with me, 
thanks to your interruption." She held ouc a 
hand and Moise helped her up. "Damn it, 
Jason, I told you about that: never interfere in 
a duel. Combat is a private matter for us. No 
one ever steps in. If you help someone else, 
sooner or Later you'll find yourself out-num· 
bered in turn." 

The young Missourian scowled and put his 
Colt away. "Even if a friend's gonna die?" 

Isabelle bit down on her lip, barely sealed 
in her shout. Don't JOU dare accuse me of 
Ra,naud's death, damn JOU! 

Her voice low, she said, "Even then." 

"It was proclaimed so, long ago in 
Jerusalem," added Moise, "when Immortal cut 
down Immortal even as Rome butchered my 
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people in the streets." 

Jason stared. "You're a Jew?" 

Moise bowed slightly. "My apologies for 
leaving my horns at home today, but yes, I am 
a child of Abraham." 

The Missourian looked back to Isabelle. "I 
ain't going with no Jew, Belle." 

Isabelle sighed. "Shut up, Jason. We have 
bigger troubles right now." 

Moise ra ised an eyebrow beneath his hat. 

"Caligula's here," she said. 

"You can't kill him, you know." 

"Why the hell not?" 

Isabelle sat against a log, absently digging a 
furrow into the sandy earth with her sword. 
Beside her, Moise tossed a small twig into the 
fire, watched it burn before responding. On 
the o ther side of the blaze, Jason stared out 
pointedly into the night. He was still young 
enough to hate to run, Isabelle knew, and to 
hate her for making him do it. 

They had stayed in Mesilla long enough for 
Isabelle to return to the room at the boarding 
house to gather her and Jason's things. Inside, 
she had found an old, well cared for Frankish 
axe lying on her bed, a piece of folded paper 
beneath it. The paper had held several words: 
Calvin Augusta, Imperial Ranch, New 
Mexico Territory. 

Isabelle had taken the axe, her sword, a 
change of clothes, and Jason's saddlebags. The 
rest srayed behind; ei ther she could get it 
later, or would never need it again. Then the 
three of them had ridden out into the brush 
and grassland, southeast towards La Mesa and 
O ld Mexico. 

Moise took a sip of coffee, continued. 
"Well, aside from the promise to that 
Hospitaller you told me about, there's the 
matter of Caligula himself. Crazy or not, he's 
been around for over eighteen hundred years 
now, Isa. You just don't walk up to an ex· 
Roman emperor and cut him down." 

"Sounds like a good plan to me." 

"Good enough to get you killed. Do you 
know why no one's killed him yet? Noc 
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because he's that good, but because no one 
wants to chance his legacy. He's older than 
you and I combined, Isa; what do you think 
will happen when you take his head and the 
Rapture overcomes you?" 

She had heard the same argument before. 
When one Immortal killed another, a portion 
of the slain lmmonal's being - call it memo· 
ries, call it soul, call it karma - passed into 
the slayer, and for a brief, singular instant, the 
two foes became one. Isabelle had felt the 
Rapture before, had experienced the unity of 
not only one soul with another, but with the 
whole of eternity that the Rapture encom· 
passed. And always afterwards, she had found 
a fraction of that slain Immortal still within 
her. With all the others, though, they had 
been roughly her age or younger. But Gaius 
Julius Caesar Augustus Germanicus: he would 
be the eldest Immortal she had ever tried to 
slay. 

"I won't go insane," she said, sounding 
more confident than she felt. 

Moise stared at her, hard. "Can you be sure? 
He might just overwhelm you." 

Isabelle swore and drove her long sword 
into the din. "Damn it, Moise, what do you 
want me to do? He's rubbing Raynaud's death 
in my face! I walked away in Acre and I 
walked away in Lombardy - I'm not walking 
away here." 

Moise leapt to his feet, an it seemed to 
Isabelle that the fire cast a devil's mask over 
his face. 

"Walked away? I walked away when I was 
driven out of Spain, walked away when Jews 
were forced out of every decent city in 
Europe. l had to tum to your Infidels to be 
welcomed, then had to pretend to be 
Catholic when I returned. I don't like walking 
any more than you do, but sometimes it has to 
be done!" 

"Like hell it does." 

They both stopped. Across the fire, Jason 
had turned, stood. 

"Walking is just plain cowardly," he said, 
scaring straight at Isabelle. "You face a person 
down, no matter what." 

"Oh Jesu!" More of that damn American 
heroism. She hated it. "You're not coming 
with me, Jason. I told you that before. Moise 
is going to train you: I don't have the time." 
Or the ability, she reminded herself. Moise 
was one of those Immortals who spent what 
seemed like most of his time training for com· 
bat and hardly any time living. While Isabelle 
had long ago decided she would never under• 
stand such a one-dimensional approach to 
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life, she nevenheless accepted its limited 
value. Moise would teach Jason combat and 
she would reclaim the boy later to teach him 
about the world. "And you're not going to be 
there when I settle with Caligula," she con
cluded. 

"She's right," said Moise. "But she's not tak
ing ,him on, so it doesn't matter." 

"Now hold on!" Jason stepped through the 
fire, ignoring the flames that licked his legs. "I 
can handle myself when it-" 

"ENOUGH!" Isabelle got to her feet in the 
stunned silence and took up her sword. She 
pointed it at Moise. "I asked you to come here 
to take Jason and help him, like you did me. 
If I'd known Caligula was going to be here, I'd 
have left word to meet some place else, but we 
found out together. Now let me handle ir my 
way." 

Moise Carvahel of Valencia let his scowl 
slowly soften, but failed to tum it into a smile. 
He did manage a deep bow, however. 
"Madame, in the end, I always listen to my 
elders." 

Isabelle snorted and turned the point of her 
blade to Jason. He stood, arms crossed, defi
ant. Just like the first time she had seen him, 
gunslinging in Kansas. 

"And you - I found you trying to build a 
reputation when you discovered you couldn't 
die. Stupid. You're lucky Butch Cassidy didn't 
ride down from Colorado and take your head 
just for being a fool." Actually, she reflected, 
Cassidy and Sundance had nearly wanted to 
cake hers for defending the boy. It had taken 
some fast talking and several favors to placate 
the two, that was sure. "You're going with 
Moise, and I don't care if you don't like Jews, 
Catholics, Buddhists, or Shamans, with him 
you go." 

"And if! won'tr' Isabelle saw Moise wince 
even as the flat of her blade connected with 
Jason's temple. The boy fell like a piece of 
lumber. Isabelle stepped forward, put her 
sword on his gun before his hand could reach 
it. 

"Then," she said, "I get angry." 

Isabelle awoke groggy and ill-tempered the 
next morning. She had had nightmares. 
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She had been a Plague Doctor again in 
Abruzzi in 1433, only this time she hadn't 
gotten out of the city before Caligula found 
her. Instead, he had dragged her back to the 
plague distric t and sat himself down on a bat· 
tered throne. There, in a foul smelling piazza, 
she had been chained to the slimy cobbles 
and forced to watch as he held his twisted 
court of the damned. Caligula's diseased sub
jects had praised his false prophesies and bias· 
phemous blessings, crying to him for salvation 
even as they expired and rot ted before her 
eyes, Then, suddenly, Caligula was standing 
above her, a lop-sided grin on his face. 

"Bad news, I'm afraid," he had said. "Tums 
out you can get the plague, so I think I' ll just 
watch you ror and rot, but never die." 

Now, with the bum of true daylight in her 
eyes, Isabelle turned her mind to the future. 
Breakfast was brief and silent, and Isabelle 
W.lS on her horse within half an hour after ris· 
ing. She looked down at the two men, offered 
up a weak smile. 

"You're sure you want to do chis today?" 
asked Moise. Jason was still stewing over the 
previous evening and said nothing. 

Isabelle nodded. "I have to start sometime. 
Besides, I know you won't try to come after 
me for at lease a day." 

"And why is chat?" 

"It's the Sabbath: you can't travel or do 
business today." 

Moise rolled his head back and laughed. 
"My own fault for being devout .. Be careful, 
lsabeau d'Acre." 

"Go with God, Moise Carvahel." She held 
out an open hand towards the other man. 

"Peace co you, Jason Rawlins. May we meet 
at the fim1l battle." 

Jason said nothing, merely inclining his 
head. So be it, she thought. Isabelle wondered 
if she had been as dense when she first dis· 
covered her immortality. Probably. 

They had only gone a half day out of 
Mesilla, so the ride back was quick and 
uneventful. Isabelle drifted to and from the 
Holy Land in the soli tude and caught herself 
switching unconsciously to side-saddle sever
al times. She wondered briefly how the 
Crusaders would have fared in dusters and 
~enim, with Winchesters in their hands. All 
chings being equal, she decided, we still would 
'.1ave lost. 

She rode through Mesilla, pausing long 
!nough to stop at the land claims office and 
focover the location of the Imperial Ranch, 
:hen pressed on to Las Cruces. In the dis· 
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tance, a railroad whistle signaled the impend· 
ing arrival of the train from Albuquerque 
headed south towards El Paso. Isabelle lis
tened to the whistle as she dismounted in 
front of the local saloon, recalling Cugnot's 
experimental steam road carriage in 1769. 
She smiled, imagining what his expression 
would be if he could sec the mighty iron 
beasts of today. Out of habit, she pulled the 
Winchester rifle down from her saddle to keep 
it from being stolen. 

As her hand lifted to the saloon door and 
her mind turned towards the sandwich board 
that would be within, a small, cold leg pricked 
tenuously at the skin between her shoulders. 
The rumbling in her stomach stopped abrupt· 
Ly, and Isabelle knew there was more than 
ror.st beef, beer, and mortals beyond that door. 
Her grip tightened on the Winchester but 
stayed away from the sword inside her long· 
coat. Too many people around, even for him. 

He had already sensed her, was staring at 
door when she came in. Caligula raised his 
glass, downed the whiskey in one smooth 
motion, and turned his back on her It was 
then she felt a small, hot spark flare inside 
her, challenging the spider on her neck. 

Isabelle turned and walked out. Damned if 
she'd play his game this time. 

When he came out of the saloon she was 
already down the street, reading the 
announcements on the post office door. From 
the comer of her eye, Isabelle watched him 
come, hands in the open, his step lazy. He 
paused beside her, and the spider gave one last 
freezing burst before fading to a dull sensation 
in her head. 

"Walk with me," said Caligula. 

Isabelle turned to meet his bright blue eyes, 
surprised at how young they looked. "Only 
until we're alone. Then ... " 

The Roman chuckled. "Ah, so melodra
matic! Good, good .. .I like that. Makes it 
more entertaining." He gestured, and they 
began moving back towards the saloon again. 
"Not like Gaisric, no. He was a complete 
boor. Arianist, you know. Actually, I'm sur· 
prised a devout girl like yourself could stand 
being around a heretic of his-" 

Caligula broke off to look down at the bar
rel of the Winchester that had been shoved 
against his ribs. 

"One more word about him," said Isabelle, 
"and I drop you here, witnesses or no." 

He smiled. "Ah, but it won't kill me, you 
know. I'm on a voyage: nothing can truly 
harm me." 

"No, but it'll shut you up, and right now, 
that's good enough." Caligula shrugged, rwist· 
ed his mustache once, and walked on. As chey 
gathered up her horse and continued on ro 
collect his from the livery stable, ls<'t bellc 
found herself scaring at the lmmorrnl beside 
her. Eighteen hundred years oltl! Three times 
her life span so far, and she could hardly com
prehend all the things she had seen and done. 
What must it be like for him? If he had gone 
insane during that time she might have been 
able to understand it, but by all accounts, 
Caligula had been mad before he discovered 
his immortaliry. Some kind of cruel joke of 
fate ? Two millennia of insanity, in one near, 
undying package? 

Not mad enough ro be bested in <i ll chat 
time, though, she reminded herself. He was 
twisted, vindictive, and megalomaniacal, buc 
he was also sti ll alive. 

They saddled up and left town in silence, 
Isabelle still studying her foe , he seemingly 
studying the clouds. By the edge of rown. it 
had begun to bomer her; by the time they 
were over the firsc low hill, she had co ask. 

"Why are you using that?" 

"What?" 

"A cav:.ilry saber." 

"Why not? It does an admirable job." 

"But ... " She opened her coat to reveal her 
own blade, a Crusader long sword in a care· 
fully oiled scabbard. "But everyone I've met 
uses a blade from, well, meir original. .. " 

"Life-period?" 

"Yes." 

Caligula laughed. "Oh, I still have my old 
gladius, dear girl. Even use icon occasion. But 
I've always liked a challenge, so I swi1ch 
around a bit. Do you know how I decide?" 
Isabelle shook her head. He smiled. "I simply 
use whatever my lase victim used ag;iinst me! 
Then, when I kill again, I add chc old blade ro 
my collection at the ranch. Charming, don't 
you think ?" 

Isabelle looked away from che gleeful smile. 
"Trophies," she said. "I'm surprised you didn't 
reount the heads, coo." 

"They didn't keep well early on." 

Isabelle snarled and reined in her horse. 
"Far enough," she said, sliding from its back. 
They were in a range of low foothills now, fa r 
enough away from town to nor worry about 
interruptions. The sky was clear, blue, and 
big, with only a few clouds on the horizon. 
With the mountains at her back, Isabelle 
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decided ic was a preccy place for either 
vengeance or death. She recited a quick 
prayer as Caligula climbed down from his own 
moum, crossed herself, and decided against 
asking him ro hear her confession. He'd prob· 
ably just laugh. anyhow. 

The former Roman emperor cossed his hat 
co one side, drew his saber, and stretched. 
''Say hello ro Gaisric for me, dear," he said, 
and lunged. 

Isabelle parried che thrust, riposted in tum, 
and back-pedaled away jusc in time to avoid a 
slash <H her ;ibdomen. She shifted to a two· 
handed grip ;is Ca ligula began humming. He 
be11r her blade once, twice, three times, then 
pressed. Heild, arm, body, legs - it was a clas· 
sic series of attacks ;ind she parried them with 
e;ise. As he brought his tip on line with her 
eyes again, ls~1belle swung her own blade up 
cow;irds his head, followed through with his 
p;m y into a figure eight, and saw the edge of 
her sword heading stra ight for his side. In the· 
ory, his saber should have been forced to ride 
a long the top of her own blade, but for some 
re;ison. it wasn't there. Instead, it was coming 

right at her throat. 

Isabelle collapsed her back leg and rolled. 
She saw the saber slide above her as she fell, 
felt a boot catch her in the thigh hard enough 
to numb the entire leg. 

As she scrambled to her feet, Caligula took 
a step back and waited. Waited! Isabelle felt 
her face flush with rage. The arrogant .. . how 
dare he! 

She stamped her leg once, twice, and feel
ing started to recum to it. Backing away, she 
adopted a false limp ro throw Caligula off, 
switched to a single-hand grip, and mentally 
cursed herself. She had left Raynaud's axe in 
her saddlebags. So much for poetic justice. 

Caligula closed again, his blade weaving 
and thrusting faster than she could parry. A 
cut appeared along her sword arm, another on 
her shoulder, then a slash inside her leg. 
Isabelle found herself giving ground she des· 
perately wanted to keep, leaving openings she 
thought were closed. And though ic a ll, 
Caligula kept humming. 

m4t ~tap11ns ~ntp11riunt 
~clent, ft{ehieba!, & ~enaissanrt ~tapons & i'nttlJUf 

J.@. ~nx 992, ~misnn, ~ 15021 

King Richard not paying your 
mercenaries enough booty '? How 

about plundering his royal coffers !II 

You will need ~ armor, 
helmets, shields, and swads 
to spill his noble blood I 

Equip your~ al . . . 

~~t ~tapons ~.,nbta. 

"We baK:: pe sword/" 
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She used every technique she knew: every 
feint, every cut and thrust combination, all 
the distractions, even che lay of the ground, 
but her sword never seemed co be able to get 
past Caligula's defense and wipe chat damn 
smile off his face. Her lessons with Raynaud, 
and later Moise, came back to her, but the 
drills and praccices somehow weren't enough. 
She was good, she knew chat, buc Caligula 
was betcer. He knew all the moves, all the 
feints, all the ... cricks! No, no cricks! 

Isabelle parried another slash, dropped co 
one knee, and stop·thrusted. A simple, basic 
move. To her surprise, she felt her blade meet 
flesh, saw her sword enter Caligula's stomach. 
He dropped to a knee as well, but began rising 
even as she drew her blade out. His face 
became a twisced, frightful thing, and Isabelle 
took a step away despite herself. 

"Pray to me, child," he said as the now of 
blood slowed, stopped. "Your death shall bring 
me closer to god-head. Be glad." 

He moved. There was a clash of steel 
Isabelle could not follow, and suddenly her 
hand was empty, her sword sailing into an 
arroyo. Isabelle ran. Caligula began co sing. 

She made it her horse, reached for the sad· 
die bags, stopped. 

No. 

Wny not? 

As Caligula walked cowards her, opera 
spilling from his mouth, saber raised for the 
kill, Isabelle Dacer, formerly lsabeau d'Acre, 
turned and fired five rounds into him from her 
Winchester. Caligula fell, a startled look on 
his face. It became even more so when 
Isabelle bent down and quickly tied h is hands 
and feet. 

"No courage?" he asked through the blood 
in his mouth. 

"No chances," she replied. 

Isabelle stood up from tying the last rope to 
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the rnil and wiped her forehead wic:h the back 
of her hand. Benetlth her, Caligul;i stared up 
with c~1ntempt. 

"Gutless bitch!" 

ls<ibelle ignored him, instead making a pro· 
duc tion of shading her eyes and looking down 
the tracks towards Las C ruces. A thin line of 
smoke was becoming visible in the distance. 

"Ought to be along any time now," she said 
conversationally. 

C iligula spit ;it her, missed. " It won't kill 
me. You know that as well as I. Running me 
over with a train will o nly make it worse for 
you when I recover." 

Isabelle grunted. "I suppose, except I don't 
think you'll be getting up from this one, 
Gaius." 

"Oh?" 

"No. See, that's che problem wirh you real· 
ly o ld ones - you don't appreciate cechnolo· 
gy. And I think it's a man-thing, too. Women 
accept change more easily." She crouched 
down, rapped the mil beneath Caligula's neck 
with her bowie knife. "You're right when you 
think I don't wane to behead you. Hell, no 
one wants to dirty thei r minds with your 
Legacy: it's probably what's saved your life 
more than once. But that doesn't mean I 
don't want to kill you." 

"Seems you have a problem then." 

Js;ibellc smiled. "Not really." She looked 
down the tracks again, saw the smoke getting 
closer. "Way I see it, sword or rrain wheels, 
doesn't really matter, :is long as you lose your 
head. I'll just let the Southern Pacific have 
the honors." 

Caligula turned pale for a moment, then 
began to giggle. Isabelle frowned. "What?" 

"All your c.areful thought, and you forgot 
one lmsic thing!" 

"Wh;it's thiit?" 

"I'm destined to be God, of course!" 

ls;ibelle snorced and turned away. As she 
walked back ro her vantage point on a near by 
hill, she could hear the whistle of the train in 
the distance. Funny, she thought, ic didn't 
remind her of Cugnot anymore. Instead, it 
just sounded like a lonely, vain cry in the 
wilderness. >< 
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You Ain't 
from Around 

Htrt ••• 
GM: "Okay , so the Prince's ghouls, under the 

direction of the Toreador Primogen Madame 
LeFou, drag you into his audience chamber and 

force you to your knees in front of him." 

PI : "This sucks." 

GM: "Prmce Regul speaks: 
'Foolish Anarchs, I know of 
your blatant defiance of 
Elysium. It was you and your 
cohorts who dumped manure all 
across the modem an wing of U.c 
Figgcnon Museum! I do not 
brook insolent neonates."' 

PI : "Wait a minute, how 
the hell did they find us in rlle 
first place? That's no fair, we 
didn't leave any traces!" 

P2: (Whispering) "I've 
secn St. Louis by Night .. . Prince 
Rcgul is nearly two thousand 
years old and he's got some 
amaiing powt>rs, including five 
Auspex. He's nasty. Also, he 
has Presuuion on the Trcmere 
Regent, and the Regent has U.is 
ritual that lets him look back on 
the past at any location, and he's 
got six Auspcx." 

Pl : "This really sucks." 

GM: "You all feel your· 
selves ama~ingly awed by the 
Prince, cowed by a palpable aura 
of authoriry. Without realiting 
it, you all look directly at him, and he speaks to each 
ofyou in tum, looking deep into your eyes ... " 

P3: "Forget that! I'm not looking at him . No 
one look at him ; he'll Dominate U.e hell out of you!" 
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GM: "Sorry, you haw to look at him. You can't 
help it. His Presence is extremely strong." 

P2: ''I'm using a Willpower point then. I'm not 
looking, but I'll keep subrnissiw, like bowing to the 
ground." 

GM : "Nope, his Presence 
is so strong you can't use 
Willpower. Anyhow, he looks 
into each of your eyes and com· 
mands you to obey him from this 
day forth, and warns that he'll 
force you to drink his blood the 
next time you disobey." (The 
GM rolls about fifteen dice) 
"Okay, you're all completely 
Dominated. Madame LeFou 
leads you out of his chamber, a 
mootish sneer on her delicate 
features ." 

PI : ''I'm going to beat the 
hell out of the uppiry Toreador 
snob, I don't care what the 
Prince says! Let's see how she 
likts a Brujah pounding. I'm 
pumping Celerity and kicking her 
in the teeth and then backhand
ing her across the room!" 

GM: "You forget, she's 
ooer eight hundred -,ears old and 
fought in the French Revolution. 
She's not so fragile as shi looks . 
She takes -,our kick without 
flinching and then nails you four 
more times in the next few sec· 

onds." (Rolling dice) "Okay, you're torpored. Your 
friends drag you aUNJy as you hear the tinkling of her 
laughter from behind." 

As much as Vampire: The Masquerade is a 



" ... What is more 
natural than mov
ing to the country, 
taking up a haven 

in a small town, 
and living like a 
king? Instead of 

Worthless 
Chicago Anarch, 

why not 
Prince of 

Sheboygan?" 

great game, it can be extremely frusrrating to play. 
Players take the role of neonates in a world where 
age and power are won almost entirely from cen
turies of existence. A vampire of less than a hun
dred years is treated with almost no respect by 
anyone in the Camarilla, and even the Anarchs 
have their share of potent elders. The White Wolf 
supplements, while finely done, are no help. They 
are filled with NPCs of enormous age and power, 
beings with whom even a creative and determined 
group of neonates can't hope to compete. This is 
exacerbated by the fact that White Wolf seems 
determined to neglect the weaker and more rea
sonable neonates, which should theoretically 
make up the majority of vampires. Several supple
ments (most notably Los Angeles by Night and 
Dark Colony) list only the most powerful 
Cainites, leaving the others (hundreds of them) to 
the GM to create. Given that a GM has paid good 
money for the supplement, and has fully detailed 
NPCs at his disposal most don't take the time to 
create any interesting characters of comparable 
power as the players. 

What ensues is a game of impotence and frus
tration, where the GM is the only one enjoying 
himself (and why not? He's got powerful charac
ters to play!), and the players are relegated to 
punching bags and mindless pawns. A good GM 
will find ways to avoid this syndrome, bur players 
are still likely to become envious of the powerful 
NPCs which occupy prominent positions in every 
major city. Using the limits imposed by the White 
Wolf character generation process (which is quite 
good, and makes well-balanced characters), the 
players are destined to start the game at the low
est end of the pecking order. 

ls there any way to get around this problem? 
The GM can (and should) try to limit exposure to 
other vampires, spending most of the game among 
mortals. Compared to mortals, even the weakest 
neonates is a god. Nothing helps a player's flag
ging ego more than letting them ply their powers 
on hapless mortals. However, in a bustling city, it 
is unrealistic to expect the actions of neonates not 
to draw the attention of rival undead. Particularly 
if the players begin gathering power and influ
ence, or (much worse) threatening the 
Masquerade, the elders will take notice and take 
measures to keep things under control. Under the 
guidance of a good GM, a solid political conflict 
chronicle can be shaped under these conditions. 
But after a few games like this, it's likely experi
enced Vampire players will want something differ
ent. 

Why not a vacation? Perhaps a little time out in 
the country will do the trick. Although it seems 
sacrilege, small towns are one of the best settings 
for Vampire: The Masquerade. Moving away from 
the overcrowded urban setting can provide a 
wealth of new challenges, and an entirely differ
ent tone. Most importantly, doing so allows vam
pire players to fully realize the potentials of their 
supernatural powers and limitations. Why should-

Vampire: You Ain't 

n't we play Altoona by Night? 

Tht Owrpopulatlon Myth (Too 
Mmy lats In tht 8tltrg?) 

The first question raised by the concept of 
"small town vampires" is: can a small population 
support vampires? The rulebook clearly states that 
there is approximately 1 vampire per 100,000 peo
ple, and that more would severely strain the pop
ulace, as well as putting the Masquerade in serious 
danger. 

This makes sense, but it's entirely possible the 
old stooges in the Camarilla have overstated the 
danger, leading to some misconceptions about the 
limits of human society. In Sabbat territory, for 
example, such population limits are usually 
ignored, and despite blatant displays of vam
pirism, the Masquerade has remained intact. This 
is because there are a lot of agencies which don't 
want vampires to be discovered, and some of them 
are potent indeed. Not only do the elders in both 
sects work to keep things quiet, Mages (most par
ticularly the Technocracy via the New World 
Order) have pervasive control of the media and 
have a strong interest in convincing the masses 
that they live in a rational world. Even the 
Arcanum, the Society of Leopold, and the FBI 
Special Forces (all mortal agencies which know 
some of the truth) know it'd be a disaster if the 
public learned about the supernatural world. 

One also shouldn't forget the lack of credibility 
given to small-town media. No one particular\y 
cares what an eccentric reporter of the Kankakee 
Tribune says about mysterious disappearancc;s. 
Indeed, some degree of superstition and quasi-reli
gious gullibility is expected in small towns. Thus, 
even were a tiny local breach of the Masquerade 
to occur (which is probably a lot more common 
than people expect), it could be swiftly contained 
and ignored by the world at large. 

Speaking ecologically, there isn't any hard and 
fast reason why a single vampire would need to 
live among 100,000 people. Even a town of a 
thousand people could easily support a single 
vampire who was careful enough nor to frenzy, 
and who maintained a small but dedicated herd of 
victims. Things would be a lot different if the 
World of Darkness was like Anne Rice's Vampire 
Chronicles series where the Kindred have to kill 
every day. Happily, this is not the case, and White 
Wolf vampires can feed without killing. A vam
pire with the third level of Domination (allowing 
them to erase memories) could feed liberally 
among a moderate sized town with very little 
problem. Presence is another invaluable interper
sonal tool, making a "victim" far less likely to rat 
out a charming vampire. That this is possible on a 
wide scale has been demonstrated in Vancouver 
(Dark Alliance Vancouver). While not a small 
town, Vancouver has an extremely low crime rate, 
forcing the Kindred there to be very careful and 
selective hunters. 
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One also shouldn't forget that a large portion of 
the population lives in cities unJcr 100,000 peo
ple. In some ~tates, such a~ Vermont, New 
Hampshire. Maine, Mont:rn;i, Wyoming, 
ColoraJo. anJ New Mexico (as well as others), it's 
Jifficult to finJ cities on~r I 00,000, yet the 
srarewide populations arc reasonably large. Surely 
scattered among these communmes are a few 
vampires, even keeping ro the I : 100,000 ratio. 
Particularly as neonates are exiled or marked for 
death in larger cities, what is more narnral than 
moving to the country, tiiking up a haven in a 
smiill town, and living like a king! Instead of 
Worthless Chicago Anarch, why nor Prince of 
Sheboygan ? 

Playing in a rnwn under 100,000 does not nec· 
essarily mean exile ro the backwoods with a 
bunch of rednecks and white· trash (although such 
g<lmes can be fun) . There arc numerous smaller 
communities which are nonetheless v ibrant and 
interesting. Santa Barbarn, California and 
Boulder, Colonido are two examples of small c ities 
(appro x. 77,000 & 75,000) wirh nighr li fe, party· 
ing college campuses nearby, ;mJ a good number 
of young people, not to menrion cheir nwn poli
tics, industry, and active artistic communities. By 
the same token, there are st ill places in the 
United States 
where people don't 
have plumbing or 
electricity. 

Eltmtnts of 
tht Smal 
Town Gamt 
(Finding 
Things to Do) 

O nce a GM 
decides co take che 
plunge, rhere are 
some intimidating 
questions. A lor of 
the meat and pota· 
roes of Vampire -
the complex inter
acrions of the vam· 
piric elite - have 
heen removed. No 
mo re sect politics, 
no more Elder vs. 
Ana rch, no hud· 
dling about in 
Janee clubs worryinl? about rhe Tremcre, nor mak· 
ing the rounJs in Elysium trying to catch the eye 
nf potent Cainite allies. However, 1f the GM is 
willing to overcome th is unfomili:irity, they will 
find che new setting can breath life back into a 
stagnan t chronicle. 

The biggest necessary element to a small town 
game is detailed mortal NPO,. Since one of che 
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big advantages of playing in a small community is 
the lack of competition from other vampires, the 
mortals must be created and role-played with the 
same devotion and enthusiasm as any ancient 
Kindred. T he GM should invent at least a dozen 
interesting mortals who are importan t to the 
town, or who the players are most likely to deal 
with. This can include the mayor, business lead· 
ers, police officers (sheriffs and deputies), local 
celebrities, upper-crust socialites, and the intelle
gencia. Less glamorous types shouldn't be neglect· 
ed either, such as the vampire's possible neighbors 
(the friendly couple next door with seven ram· 
bunctious and curious children , for example). 

Ir's a good idea to include a few humorous 
eccentrics for flavor, particularly people who 
might "rake rn" the notion of knowing a real-life 
vampire. Some of these people might become 
Contacts and Allies; others may cause problems 
for the players. In a small town game, roleplaying 
is usually much more important than combat or 
direct conflic t, so vivid and realistic characters are 
a muse. 

For similar reasons, small town gaming works 
besc with a small troupe of players. While the 
threat of overpopulation has probably been exag· 

gerared, rhere is only so much most small commu· 
n ities can take. Nonetheless, there isn't any rea· 
son why a small group couldn't work together as a 
loose Primogen overseeing various areas of con· 
rrol. These settings are also perfect for a mixed 
mortaVvampire troupe. 

Almost any Clan can participate in such a 
chronicle, although some are better suited than 



others. For obvious reasons, Nosferatu and simi· 
larly cursed bloodlines (Samedi, Gargoyles, some 
Tzimisce) have difficulty interacting with mortals 
under normal circumstances, but could use 
Obfuscate to disguise themselves. Both Brujah 
and Malkavians can be dangerous given the dan· 
ger to the Masquerade; the last thing a small town 

needs is a wild Brujah frenzy or sadistic Malkavian 
pranlcs! On the other hand, Gangrel, Ventrue, 
and Toreador are all (for different reasons) well 
equipped to deal with such an envi.ronment. 
Tremere can operate anywhere, of course, but 
would need a good reason to be allowed to remove 
themselves from more critical Kindred politics. 

Vampire: You Ain 't 

More than anywhere else, in a small town the 
actions of the players will have big consequences. 
This applies in particular to breaches of the 
Masquerade, but should also be considered for 
other actions. Even in good-sized towns, gossip is 
frequent and common. The bonds between family 
and neighbors are stronger than in a big city, and 

people are always watching one another. In par· 
ticular, there are always some nosy people looking 
for flaws in others, or "peculiar" mannerisms. 
Xenophobia toward strangers is common. The 
smaller the community, the more likely diversion 
from the "norm" will be noticed. Certainly an 
extremely pale stranger who is only seen at night 
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and who keeps company with a dozen different 
young women is going ro draw talk. Even where 
such gossip doesn'r revo lve around the 
MllSl.juernde, ir can be unnerving to the players. 
Imagine a few town matrons trying ro arrange for 
one of rhe players ro woo an eligible young 
woman, or a small time con·man who decides the 

nnpr•rrnm seeming "businessman" 1s the ideal tar· 
ger for ;1 sham. 

Simil..irly, most small commun111es have low 
crime rnres, and rhus serious criminal activity is 
rare. Vampires in small towns don't have ro leave 
a hloodless corp e lying in the gutter to attract the 
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susp1c1ous artenrion of local law-enforcement. 
Considering their advantages, even an otherwise 
harmless bar fight can become deadly serious 
when Kindred are involved. Displays of Potence, 
Celerity and even Fortitude are bound to be 
noticed and wondered about. The most likely 
explanation will be the use of drugs, and sheriffs 

... 
i. 

.r ( .. .. ,. 
~-,. . •• ~ 

\ . ~ 

are bound to rake a dim view of strangers bringing 
their drug habits inco their "happy family neigh· 
borhoods." 

This isn't ro say that all is sweemess and light 
in these cowns. Quite the contrary; such commu
nities always have their dark side of perversity and 



evil, particularly in the World of Darkness. One 
need not loolc as far as Stephen King's Castleroclc 
to find small towns where peculiar and disturbing 

things are going on behind the pleasant facade. 
However, this dark side is always hidden behind 
old habits of good manners and gentility. 
Allowances are made for old and respected - if 
"eccentric" - families and individuals, but new· 
comers are given no slack. 

Hunting takes on particular significance in 
these chronicles. Particularly early in any such 
game, the players should never be allowed to hunt 
by rolling a few dice and picking up a random sup
ply of blood. Especially in the smallest towns, 
there is no such thing as a "faceless person in the 
crowd" whose disappearance won't be noticed. 
Not every vampire has Disciplines which help 
them deal with victims (Presence and Dominate 
being the best), and even those who do don't 
always use them correctly, or may botch a roll. 
How a vampire chooses to go about feeding will 
determine many of his/her initial difficulties and 
encounters. A Don Juan will become scorned by 
the moral majority, while a Sandman might be 
caught "breaking and entering" the house of a 

• sleeping victim. The entire game need not focus 
on such trivialities, but it is important that players 
realize they are on restricted and difficult hunting 
ground. Once they have established adequate 
herds, th is detail can be neglected, but even here 
the GM is encouraged to flesh out members of the 
herds and bring them into the vampire's life at 
t imes which are not always convenient. 

Antagtnists nl Tmsion <fnn"d Milt) 
Any good chronicle will have certain foes and 

Vampire: You Ain't 

obstacles in order to provide tension and conflict. 
There are plenty of sources of antagonism in small 
towns, including some which talce on special sig-

nificance outside of 
the large city. The 
dangers of an alert 
community, as 
described above, can 
do much to help cre
ate a te.nse mood, par
ticularly if the players 
must quietly deal with 
determined adver
saries. 

Whenever possible 
the GM should try to 
develop mortal ene
mies for the players. 
This can be difficult 
since any mortal is 
greatly outmatched by 
the vampire's super
natural abilities. 
However, such con
flict is likely to be sub
tle and indirect, and 
can place the players 
in awkward situations 
where their strength 
can tum against them. 
Vampire hunters 

(whether allied to the Society of Leopold or not) 
are always a good and frighten ing choice, 
although reserved for when the players have made 
enough mistalces to be detected by a trained eye. 
At the GM's discretion, small towns might have a 
higher concentration of True Faith, and a particu· 
larly fervent man of God can malce a good antag· 
onist, particularly if the players have any human
ity. They should be encouraged to deal with the 
problem without harming the zealot directly. So 
too can a persistent and cunning law officer cause 
problems which aren't immediately easy to deal 
with, particularly if the man in question is a 
Neutral or has high Willpower (see Milwaukee by 
N ight's Lieutenant Wilks as a good example). 
Certain superstitious oldsters know charms, wards, 
and testS which work on Kindred (so-called 
"Hedge Magic"). and could take it into their head 
to "cure" or drive away the evil blood-suckers. 

Reversing the paradigm, vampires in the small 
town could stumble upon the evil and corruption 
of normal humanity, and try to use their unholy 
abilities to clean up the town. Perhaps the mayor 
is secretly involved in a ring of child-pornography, 
or a ruthless serial killer has turned the sleepy 
town into his base of operat ions. Satan-worship· 
pers or just plain gang violence could invade a 
growing town, and the Kindred could become 
unlikely heroes. This is one good way to provide 
eventual acceptance for the players despite their 
"weird habits." 

Aside from mortals, there's no reason why a 
chosen cown won't a lready be occupied by a simi-
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larly minded Kindred or two, particularly those 
near the 100,000 mark. Although one of the rea· 
sons for playing a chronicle like chis is to isolate 
the players from ocher vampires, having them ini· 
tially clear mat the territory can make for a good 
initiation. In this instance, che Kindred in ques· 
cion is liable to be less powerful and invincible 
than his more ancient city brethren, so defeating 
him should be a task the players can accomplish 
given sound strategy. (Although weaker in 
Disciplines and raw power, the GM should give 
these residents have home•turf advantage, includ· 
ing intimate knowledge of the citizens, which can 
be a formidable defensive tool.) 

Earlier the to pic nf Vampiric Ecology was men· 
tinned, and there is nne strong ecnlogical reason 
why vampires are uncnmmon in small towns: 
Werewnlves. Even though they wnn'r admit it, 
most vampires havl! an a lmost inst inctive fear of 
~parsely serried areas and the Lupines who roam 
then:. The Garou can make for a perfect nemesis 
for an isolated small·town Prince. Since most 
werewolves dislike the city, they prefer to estab· 
lish their kinfolk in more rustic settings, and are 
notoriously protective against outside interfer· 
ence. T heir hatred of the "leeches" is legendary. 
Once again, the players shouldn't immediately 
attract the Garou, but can be Jiscovered over 
time. Perhaps one nf a Toreador's new Herd is 
actually a rnlented Kinfolk of a nearby pack of 
Fiana, or the logging company whose president 
has been Dominated into submission is a target for 
an upcoming Get of Fenris strike force. 

Conflict between Kindred and Garou out in 
these sparsely settled areas don't need to be vio· 
lent, and can actually be turned to a player's 
advantage. A number of Garou have become 
more tolerant in these days of their decline, and 
cnuld be willing en make a truce with a sufficient· 
ly benevolent and persuasive vampire (those of 
rhe Gangrel clan are particularly adept at such 
negotiations). Trying to cnnvince the militant 
warriors of Gaia not to be so 4uick to destroy the 
"Wyrm" (by ripping out the vampire's throat!) can 
be ground for a number of tense and challenging 
srories. 

Similarly, the other supernatural denizens of 
the World of Darkness are not sn harshly con· 
straint:d by rules of population ecology. Many 
Mages prefer smaller towns, finding them more 
conducive to research and less scrutinized by the 
hive-mindcJ Technncracy. Wraiths exist wherev· 
er people live and die, and Faeries can presumably 
be found wherever the C hangelings have been 
planted among unsuspecting mortal families. 
Those familiar with the Sto ryteller 's Guide to the 
Sabbat could place a family of the enigmatic 
ghoul Revemants nn 1 he fringes of town. 
Encounters with such unfamiliar beings can pro· 
vide a different slant on the small rown game, as 
well as providing dangerous enemies or extremely 
valuable allies. 

ttt 
Afrer rhe players have settled the conflict and 
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are comfortable with their position within the 
town, it can be used as a launching point for fur· 
ther chronicles. Other internal difficulties could 
arise, or the players could use the (relative) secu· 
rity of their base of operations to venture into the 
more important cities, now with some influence at 
their disposal. Back among their peers, the players 
can participate in vampiric intrigues with a new 
perspective. 

Elysium Harpies and other soph isticated e lders 
are likely to treat such Kindred as backward and 
peculiar, and will enjoy scoffing at any supposed 
status possessed by these "country cousins." They 
may invite the players to elaborate parties and 
gatherings for the sole purpose of "showing them 
off' while laughing behind their badcs. Such 
behavior is most typical of Ventrue, Tremere and 
Toreador, but will extend to Brujah and Anarchs, 
a group with a decided preference for the excite· 
ment of the big city. 

G Ms should engineer stories where clever play· 
ers can - despite these prejudices - use their 
posit ion to advantage. Perhaps the Garou tribes 
with whom the players have arranged a truce now 
threaten a larger city, and the elders are forced to 
swallow their pride and ask for advice in dealing 
with them. Potent Ventrue might request favors 
from small-town "Princes" who have control over 
politicians (including Congressmen) or business 
leaders from their region. Nosferatu might want 
access information only available from these 
remote locations. Gangrel will be better disposed 
to such "exiles" than other Clans, and may con· 
tact players to hear their stories and test their wis· 
dom. 

Of course, most Kindred will try to mesh the 
players once more into their personal schemes and 
feuds, and the players will have to be wary as 
always of intrigue. But this time, when it gets too 
much, they can pack up their belongings and 
return to their comfy fireplace away from it all in 
a ski-resort at Jackson Hole, Wyoming, or some 
similarly removed locale, secure in the knowledge 
that they're the only vampire within a hundred 
miles. 

GM: "You see a hulking silhouette in the door· 
way of a large man holding what seems to be a shot· 
gun. He's not looking very fr~n&y ; there's a gleam co 
his eye which makes you uneasy." 

Pl: "Greac! What the hell is that , a werewolf! 
We're screwed. I'll read his aura." 

GM: "Nope, ic checks out as human. Seems he's 
jusc a farmer angry thac you woke him up. He looks 
handy with his shocgun, though, and he's looking ner· 
t/OUS and CTanKJ." 

P2 : "P~ce of cake. l'U walk up and awe him 
with my Presence. 'Hi there, we're wrry it's so late, 
buc we goc stuck ouc on the road.'" 

GM: "The farmer brightens right up and puts his 
gun aside. 'Well, you fellows ain't from around here, 
are you! Come on in, we'U fix you up for the night. 
Welcome co Dodge Ciry ." 

"Hunting takes on 
particular 

significance in 
these chroni

cles ... there is 
no such thing 
as a 'faceless 
person in the 
crowd' whose 

disappearance 
won't be 
noticed." 



Thr Crry of Ca11.soban was a 1hn11mg c1viliza11on eighr hunared years ago. Then came che mne of chi! Horrors, and che people Juul co leaue cheir beloved crc:y 
iehmd co /incl shdcrr from chc cenrurics of dcvasuuion char was co follow. Now chose eighc h1111drrd years an• over, Cau.soban is once more a chriving ci11ilizacion, 
)Ill nm 11 rs nor rhe cuy ir once was. Before, che ciry was ruled by a beneficcnr kmg; now 111s ruled by fll'e LDrds who wage guerrilla war OtJer chc ciry's srreets. 
Xlclcomr 10 Ctmsoban, che Cir)' Thar LD11ghs Ar Dearh. 

INTRODUCTION 
The City of Causoban is a srarcing setting for your Earthdawn players. If you've never played Earthdawn before, this article is for you. It is a 

:mnplere cily (as complete as we can do in eight pages, anyway), fi lled with intrigue, mystery, rom:m ce and adventure. Causoban will be covered in 
wo p;irts. In Part O ne. we will cover the geography of the city, its hisrory and policies and the main ph1ycrs in its daily drama. Part Two wi ll include 
lozens of shorr adventures chac link together to form one grnnd Arabian Nigh~ kind nf thing. You can use ei ther part individually or as a complete 
:amp<lign. it's up to you. 

Causoban (cowsohbahn ) Jaccs back thousands of years. N o one is rea lly sure who built the ci ty, although dwarvcn engineers can easily show where 
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much Jwarven technique was used. Elven scholars can also show where Elven magic was clearly a key to its structure. Of course, there are also homes 
with runes the Orks use to keep evil spirits away, and the list goes on. There is no written documentation of Causoban and there is no mention of it 
in the histories that were kept during the Scourge. It is a city of complete mystery. One thing is certain, however; whoever once ruled Causoban rules 

it no longer. 

Since the Scourge, new masters have come to the city. They vary in strength and cunning, but everyone acknowledges that they are the Masters 

of Causoban. 

THE MYSTERY CITY 
There is another thing the people of Barsaive know about Causoban: its engineers never planned it being built on a lake. During the eight hundred 

years of the Scourge, much of the geography of the land was changed dramatically. The engineers that built it carved the city from the very rock of 
the mountain, and now, fifty feet of that city is under water. The lake comes from a fresh water source somewhere in the mountain. The water flows 
down from a spot high atop the mountain and falls in waterfalls dowrt into the city. The excess spills over the sides and creates the fifry feer of water 
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that now cover the lower sections of the city (see 
diagram, below). 

That is only the first of many surprises for those 
who returned to Causoban. The second is in the 
face of the mountain, embedded in the rock. It is 
a crystal of impossible proportions, as large as the 
city itself, and trapped within it is a Horror. It 
would seem the Horror cannot free itself from the 
crystal, but the crystal has a hairline fracture down 
its center, and many magi have said that it is only 
a matter of t ime before the crystal shatters. When 
they saw the Horror trapped in the crystal and the 
remains of their sunken city, the races that 
founded Causoban turned away. Who would want 
to live in such a city? 

The answer is simple: Desperate men. 

Pirates came to the city for refuge, knowing 
that no authority would chase them into the city 
for fear of freeing the sleeping horror. Eventually, 
the city became a haven for criminals everywhere, 
and as soon as you have a haven, you have to have 
a boss .... 

THE FM MASilRS 
There are five men who rule Causoban, and 

they do so through treachery, villainy and pure 
brute force. Each of the five bosses are detailed 
below along with the territory they control. 

Thoren Tugel, the Slave Master 
The attitude coward press gangs in Causoban is 

simple: if you can't protect your freedom, you 
never had a r,ight to it. That serves the slave 
market quite well in Causoban, and the one man 
who would lmow best is Thoren Tugel. 

Devoted to Dis, the Passion of Slavery, Thoren 
Tugel has been dealing in the human trade ever 
since the end of the Scourge. When Dis visited 
him in a vision and told him to bring his slave 
trade to Causoban, T ugel listened. He has 
prospered since he followed the Mad Passion's 
orders, and intends to go on prospering. He is a 
little man who has found pleasure in binding big 
men to his service and binding beautiful women 
to his bedposts. Without his guards, he is nothing 
more than a whimpering, mivelling little man, 
but his wealth has allowed him to purchase some 
of the best bodyguards in Barsaive. He single· 
handedly controls slavery in Causoban. No other 
slaver would dare interfere in his trade. Slavers 
come from all over the countryside to Barsaive to 
purchase slaves from Tugel, who always offers the 
best meat at the best price. 

Uthar Duldred, the Guildboss 
He is a fat man who seldom rises from his 

cushions and pillows. He is the picture of pure 
decadence, a man who enjoys excess and isn't 
ashamed to show it. His name is Uthar Duldred 
and his control of Causoban's imports and exports 
is the key to his power. He was once a pirate, a 

captain of a very successful ship. Now he owns a 
fleet of ships that bring food, slaves and supplies 
into the city. If anyone ever questions his 
authority in the city, all he needs do is stop his 
ships from bringing in fresh food to the city. He is 
also the Master of All Guilds, meaning that 10')(, 
of all transactions go into his pocket. 

Trogu Gursha, the Mad Wizard 
Trogu Gursha was a wizard who came to 

Causoban to study the Horror. He spent many 
days sending searching spells into the crystal 
without success. However, one night, he awoke 
from a dream and followed the voices in his head 
to the crystal. He pressed his hands deep in the 
fissure and was possessed by the mind of the 
Horror. 

Now Gursha rules his section of the city 
through sheer terror. He has notified the other 
bosses that he knows how to free the Horror and 
will do so if anyone inteferes with his actions. He 
has gathered quite a following of retainers, and 
while the other bosses cannot figure out his 
motivations for changing the angles in certain 
buildings or pouring gallons of pig blood into the 
river at midnight, they allow him to do so out of 
fear of the Horror being freed. 

Gurtog Greytooth, the Mob Boss 
Gunog Greytooth is a big, bad Ork. He brought 

a bunch of his friends with him to Causoban 
because he knew a city that bad would offer plenty 
of opportunity for a thug of his caliber. Gurtog 
doesn't care about "right" or "wrong." He doesn't 
care about justice or fair play. All he cares about is 
getting paid to do what he does best: beat people 
up. Gurtog doesn't really control any sections of 
the city, but he is one of the most influential men 
(don't let him hear you call him that) in 
Causoban. 

The King of the Beggars 
No one is really sure about his name. No one is 

really sure about his race. But one thing is for sure, 
nobody kicks a beggar in Causoban, not if they 
want to live through the night, that is. Beggars are 
everywhere in Causoban, and they even have 
their own King. The King of the Beggars is a 
broken little man whose fingers and teeth 
collectively add to up to seven. There was a time 
when it was dangerous to be a beggar in 
Causoban, but when the King arrived, all of that 
changed. Now, everyone in Causoban knows that 
picking on beggars is bad news, so much so that 
the phrase "kicking a beggar" has become 
synonymous with stupidity. 

The real secret of the King of the Beggars is that 
he was once a mighty sorcerer, but somehow got 
locked out during the Scourge. Somehow, he 
survived the experience, but it marked him 
forever. He is a master of many magics and is not 
one to trifle with. 



COMMERCE 
Causoban cannot supply irself. It neeJo 

shipments and supplies frnm other cit ies ro 
survive. There is not much the c ity has in nffer in 
exchange for its needs; hnwever, ii survives 
despi te this fact through many avenues nf 
commerce. 

Slavery. If you want a slave, 
there is no market in 
Barsaive that can cornpecc 
with Causoban. The mosc 
prominent building in the 
city is the Temple of Dis 
(the Passion of Slavery), 
erected by Thoren 
Tligel. Of course, along 
with the sl:we market, 
there is an 
underground 
smuggling runaway 
slaves out of 
Causoban. For 
more information 
on the 
underground, see 
The Deep Cir:y, 
below. 

Safe 
Haven. 
Pirates 
seeking refuge 
from the 
authorities 
often find 
safe haven 
in 
Causoban. 
Of course, 
this costs 
them a 
pretty 
penny. 

DEFENDING A CITY OF 

VILLAINS 
At first, it may seem rather fantastical for a city 

such as Causoban, filled with slavery and vileness, 
to exist. After all, there are plenty of gnod men to 
band together to take care of a cicy of bad men. 
Such a thing is not always practical. C.rnsoban has 
also taken measures to make certain that a 
nautical attack against the city will never occur. 
The approaches to the city have been mmed with 
iron spikes that will drive up into rhc hulls of 
warships as they approach, causing them ro sink 
like rocks. Only a pilot who has knowledge of the 

bay will be able co direct ships through. In order to 
attain a pilot , an approaching ship must send in a 
small boat to fetch a pilot and bring him back to 
dirccc the ship. 

THE STREETS 
Causoban was once a 

mighty city carved from 
the stone of the 

mountain. Now, the first 
fifty feet of it are under 
water. Needless to say, 

this changes things a 
bit. 

The city no longer 
has streets, but 

floodways with quick 
currents. Bridges had 

to be built in order for 
people to make their 
way from one side of 
the city to the other. 
Complicated pulley 

driven gondolas can 
be seen floating over 
the rooftops and pull 

barges fight against 
the strong currents of 

the waterways. The 
streets are too 

narrow to allow 
boats larger than 

canoes and the 
current is too strong 
for such small craft. 

THE DEEP 

Cm 
Those that have 

found pockets of 
livability under 
the dark water 

- have dubbed the 
section "The 
Deep City." 

Runaway slaves 
often fmd refuge in The 

Deep City, and no one would like to see it crumble 
more than Thoren Toge!. What the Five Masters 
do nor know is that Greytooth's most trusted 
sergeant Thuthel is the Deep City's most valuable 
spy. 

THE CITY 
Temple of Dis, Passion of Slavery 
The Temple is one of the most prominent in 

the city. It is also the residence of Thoren Tugel. 
It is a five story building with dozens of guards. 
More information on the Temple of Dis can be 

Earthdawn is FASA's game 
of high heroic fantasy, based 

in the region of Barsaive. The 
world recently went through a 

massive upheaval as the 
Scourge seeded on the land. 
The Scourge was foremld by 
many wise men, and the wise 

prepared for it. The foolish 
suffered. As it approached, 

terrible creatures called 
Horrors began to manifest all 
acorss the land. It was these 
Horrors that were the first 
sign of the Scourge. Entire 

cities used m::igical and 
mundane means ro protect 

themselves from the Scourge, 
but some of those prmeccions 
failed, and of all the races that 
suffered, it was the Elves that 

suffered worst. Now, eight 
hundred years later, the 

Scourge is finally over, and 
the people of Barsaive open 
the great stone gates of their 
kears and awaken co a world 

that is quite different from the 
one their ancestors left 

behind. It is the dawn of a 
new world, a world filled with 
mystery and exploration and 

danger. 



The people of Barsaive 
worship "The Twe lve Passions." 
Much like the gods of G reek 
mythology, the Passions are 
personifications of virtues and 
(in the case of mad Passions) 
vices. It was the Scourge that 
caused three of the Passions to 
go mad. The adventure in the 
second half of this city setting 
will present the players with an 
opportimity to begin an ancient 
ritua l known as "The Healing 
of rhc Passions." The Twleve 
Passions ;ire: 

ASTENOAR: 
Love, An. Music 

CHORRIOLIS: 
Wealth, Trade, Jea lousy, Desire 

t Dts: 
Slavery, Bureaucracy 

f LORAN UUS: 
Revelry, Energy, Victory, 

Motion 

GARLEN: 
Hearth and Healing 

jASPREE: 
Growth, care of the land, love 

o f the wilderness 

LocHOS'n 
Freedom, Rebellion, Change 

MYNBRUJE: 
Justice, Compassion, Truth, 

Empathy 

t RAGGOK: 
Vengeance, Bicterness, Jealousy 

THYSTONIUS: 
Physical Conflict, War 

UPANDAL: 
Building, Construction, 

Planning 

t VESTRIAL: 
Deceit, Manipulation 

Ct indicates a Mad Passion) 

found in Part Two of this article, next monch. 

Temple of Vestrial, Passion of 
Deceit 

The Temple of Vescrial is rhe second tallest 
building in the c ity. Ir is a tower m<ide 
from black stones. The glass is 
stained red and it seems as if 
the bricks were mortared 
with blood. But of 
course, this is the 
temple of the 
master of 
deception, so it 
should be 
obvious that 
th is is not the 
true temple. 
The true 
temple can 
be found 
across town 
in the ruins of 
the old 
Causoban 
theatre. See 
that location 
for details. 

The Broken 
Compass Inn 

The sign above this 
cavern house shows a 
compass with directions 
reading from top to right "N, S, E, 
W." This is the Broken Compass Inn, a 
favorite hangout for pirates. The tavern is owned 
by a lovely elf named Corlyn who can ollldrink 
just about any sailor that's walked through the 
tavern's door. There are three serving girls and a 
serving boy. The cook, Ysiah, is a large man who 
sings as he cooks. More can be fou nd on the 
Broken Compass Inn in the second part of this 
article next month. 

Magical College 
Ruined beyond repair, the College of Magic was 

once a beautiful building, but Trogu Gursha 
destroyed the place after he plundered it clean of 
everything he needed. It went up in a blast of 
b lack and green fire and destroyed an entire city 
block. No one comes close to the block any more 
because they say it is haunted. 

They are right, it is haunted, but not by ghosts. 
In the nt ins of the college is the doorway to the 
Deep Ciry. 

K'sven the Barterer 
He promotes himself as "The only honest man 

in Causoban," and he may just well be that. 
K'sven isn't interested in money, he's interested in 
something much more valuable: favors. He can 
get you anything you want in Causoban, but 
K'sven's price is non-negot iable. If the adventurers 
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ever need something, they can go ro K'sven. He 
will listen patiently, twist h is fingers in a knot and 
roll his eyes up into his head and think. 
Sometimes, he even mutters or whistles a rune. 

Then, very suddenly, he slams his hands on the 
table and shouts, "OONE!" as he produces a 

"simple agreement" for rhe 
adventurer to sign. All the 
agreement asks is that the 

adventurer return the 
favor when K'sven 

needs it, no 
questions asked. 
No one has ever 

welched on 
K'sven, but 

then, no 
one has 

ever had 
need to. 

K'svcn has 
hundreds 

of 

agreements, 
each one 

ready to be 
fulfilled at any 
time. Some of 
them (and he 

will show them to 
the adventurers, 

make certain of that) 
are sigoed by the most 

notable killers in Causoban. 
As I said, no one has ever welched on 

K'sven. 

The Forgotten Temples 
L.xated in Causoban arc many temples that are 

not looked on as favo rable. The Temple of 
Astendar lies vacant. Floranuus' temple also sees 
very little occupancy. The Temple of Garlan and 
Jaspree have all but fallen into shabby disrepair. 
However, the Temples of Lochost and Mynbruje 
have been burned to the ground. Many would 
consider this dangerous, but the Five Masters 
simply consider it another sign that the Passions 
they pay homage to are much more powerful than 
the ones they disdain. 

The ruined Temples would make obvious safe 
houses for the Deep City, and that is the main 
reason they do not use them as safe houses. 

The Cat and Mouse 
In the midst of The Ruins is the most popular 

house of ill repute in Causoban, the Cat and 
Mouse. Of course, the big Obsidiman standing at 
the door just doesn't fit too well amongst the 
plush pillows, soft skin and silks, but there he 
stands, the doorman who doesn't take no for an 
answer. H is name is Strun, and the girls of the Cat 
and Mouse love to flirt with him; they all have a 
running bet on who can make him blush first. Of 
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Causoban 
Map Key 

1 Temple of Dis 

2 Temple of Vestrial 

3 Forgotten Temples 

4 Punishment Square 

5 House of Forgiveness 

6 Inn of the Broken Sign 

7 The Cat & Mouse 

8 Crossed Swords Tavern 

1 O Physicians' Guild 

11 Magical College 

One of the most dangerous 
aspects of living in 

Causoban can't be found 
above the water level. The 
fish that inhabit the lake 

bear a striking resemblence 
to the Pike of Earth. It 

makes falling into the river 
somewhat dangerous. These 

fish ("graps") are solitary 
hunters, but are quite easily 
offended. There are nearly 
fifty species of fish living in 
the lake, but the graps are 
the ones mothers use to 

scare their children. 

course, none of them are sure whether or not an 
obsidiman can blush. The owner of the house ls 
Davmn Threishen, a dwarf. While there are many 
houses in Causoban, Threishen ls proud to be 
running the only "slave-fr~" house in the city. 
All of his girls are professionals and they are all 
making him a great deal of money. Of course, he 
shares his fortune with his •emplo~", a very 
certain way to k~p them operating at peak 
performance. 

Shivne Oyth 
The Tailor's Guild is run by Shi~ Dyth, a 

very old elfin maiden who never married. Every 
day she appears in the shop with her hair 
perfumed and her ch~ delicately highlighted, 
wearing the most beautiful dresses that anyone in 
Causoban has ever seen. She ls a seamstress 
without ~r, using special magics to make her 
works shine. "I took the breath of a moonbeam 
and the sigh of a star to make that cloak for you, 
sir," she may say, and there is not a soul in 
Causoban that would doubt her. Despite her age, 
she is a cunning flin, and knows how to make 
young men blush. 

Weapon smith 
The ogre that runs the Smithy is Gruungach. 

He is a no-nonsense fellow who •inherited" the 
store from "his cousin." People may wonder 
how he became related to a dwarf, but no 
one ever voices their curiosity. Besides, 
Gruungach ls a ftne blaclcsrnith and 
weaponsmith. Surprisingly, no one 
ever complains about his work. No 
other smith has ever had the 
courage to open a shop in 
Causoban. There used to be 
three, but each of them went 
out of business, right after 
Gruungach inherited his own 
shop. But there is another 
reason no one ever complains 
about Gruungach's work: it's 
dam good, and pretty dam 
cheap. Just don't tty to baner 
the price. Gruungach's got a 
big hammer behind the desk 
with the words "NO DEAL" 
branded into the handle. 

Theatre (ruin•) 
The ruined theatre of Causoban 

stands as a reminder of the the city 
that once was. The ruins suggest that 
the original building may have been even as 
great as the current Temple of Dis, but now its 
blackened walls are crumbling. No longer the 
source of culture in Causoban, it is now the home 
of the Temple of Vestrial 1be temple that is 
located on the other side of town (see above) is a 
false Temple. The real Temple lies below the city 
streets, far from the peering eyes of the city's 
masten. More information about the Temple and 
the wonhipen of Vestrial will be found in the 
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adventure The Lesser of Two E~ils , next issue. 

"Punishment Square" 
This is where criminals are "hanged until they 

are dead." Hanging is the common fonn of capital 
punishment in Causoban, mainly because it's 
cleaner than decapitation. But it's also a great 
show, and that's what the Masters want when the 
people of Causoban see criminals: they want them 
kiclcing on the end of a rope with their faces 
turning blue. (A "criminal" in Causoban, of 
course, is anybody who has annoyed one of the 
Powers That Be: usually this means Duldred, as 
Tugel will enslave you, Gursha will experiment on 
you, Greytooth will tum you into a small greasy 
spot on the floor, and the Beggar King ... well, a 
formal hanging isn't his style.) For more 
information on punishment in the city, see The 
House of Forgi\Jeness, below. 

"The Inn of the Broken Sign" 
The ruins of an Inn stands in this place, and 

this is where the beggars meet. For no reason at 
all, at random intervals during the day, the beggars 
gather at the Inn and whisper to each other in 
quiet tones and exchange the goods they've 
received. Occasionally, the King of the Beggars 

can be found at the site, 
and if anyone wishes to 

meet with His 
Majesty .. 

waiting at 
the "Inn. 

of the 

Broken 
Sign" (as 

the 
Causobanians 

call it) will 
eventually bring them 

face to face with His 
Ragged Sire. 

The House of Forgiveness 
No one is quite sure what the building was 

before the Scourge, but the sign above its door 
read "Forgiveness." Now, it is used by the city 
executioner to hold prisoners before they marry 
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Gett ing buried in a town 
char hasn't got any dry land 

can be rricky. Those that can 
afford it are buried in 

' f10<1t ing mausoleums, while 
chose rhar cannot get a rock 
tied about cheir necks and 

gee tossed into che drink. Of 
cour ·e. the current of the 

river usm1lly carries them off, 
hut not before the poor 

corpse gees chewed on by the 
big, c;irnivorous f1sh that live 

in the waterways. 

One of the most peculiar races 
in Barsaive are the Obsidimen. 
As their name implies, they are 
huge humanoid creatures of 
scnne. They are born from a 
"mother rock" and often retllrn 

1 chere for re ligious and 
sentirrental reasons. W hile 

1 they look rather monstrous, 
chey <1re often qui te calm and 
rational beings and a whole lot 
of fun to role-play. 

The T'skrang are the dragon· 
men of Barsaive. They are 
mosr ofren found in the role of 
storytelling sailors who roam 
che riverways and oceans of 
Barsaive in search of 
advencures. For more 
inform<ltion regarding the 
T'skrang. Obsidimen and the 

~· other fantastic races nf 
Earthdawn, be sure co check 
out The Dt'fl izcns of Earthdawn 
senes. They provide wonderful 
examples of how co build a 

" complete race from scratch. 

the ropcmakcr's daughter. The city executioner is 
D'thm Slorn (a tall, lithe elO, and while it is his 
duty to hang criminals, it is also his duty to catch 
them. He has been employed by Ti.ilga to make 
cenain the city is safe, and so the Master of 
Espionage makes cenain that no spies that enter 
the city ever leave. 

Pilots' Guild 
The men and women who pilot the small 

barges along the city streets arc represented by 
Sk'kren, the T'skrang "Master of the Waterways." 
He proudly represents his fellow pilots at the 
meetings, and is a master storyteller. He is also the 
most relliablc source for gossip on the waterways, 
and his gossip is always at "no additional charge." 
Sk'kren just loves telllng a good story. Only those 
that belong to the Pilot's Guild have riverway 
barges. Those that "scab" the riverways 
often end up being "grapmeat" (sec 
"The Grapfish" below). 

The Embalmer 
The dwarf who lives in 

the ruddy old building 
that reads "Embalming" 
is nearly two hundred 
years old and very, very 
grumpy. His name is 
Dundren Dunjun and 
he hates you. In fact, he 
hates everyone. But that 
doesn't matter. Sooner or 
later, you'll end up just 
like all the ochers. 
Dundren hates his job, but 
its the only thing he's ever 
been good at, and he is very good 
at it. He is familiar with the 
religious burial rights for every race and 
knows all the proper etiquette when dealing with 
"the departed." He is a short man with a shon 
temper. Just don't use the "s" word in his 
presence, or your dear depancd grandma may 
end up with something ... unnatural stitched into 
her innards. 

Grave Digger (& Cemetary) 
Not many people come our to the Causoban 

cemetary. Not because it's a particularly spooky 
place - which it is - but because the grave 
digger gives anyone who talks to him the willies. 
Jarnan Mah is a big bad mean ogre, but that's not 
even what's spooky about him. The fact of the 
matter is, Jarnan Mah can look at anyone and 
know their deepest, darkest secret. He doesn't 
know how he got this talent, and he's not one to 
ask. When he uses his talent, the target can feel it. 
That's why Jaman Mah is - perhaps - the 
loneliest man in Causoban. (Also, rhere's a 
4uarter of a million gold pieces buried in a 
nameless grave. Good hunting! ) 

Physician's Guild 
The Physician's Guild is located in the richer 
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section of Causoban and is run by Ulban Ruthwcl. 
Ruthwcl is feared for his knowledge of the human 
anatomy and his skill with magical skills and a 
suiturc. Of course, the way he got his knowledge 
was not through practice alone. Ulban Ruthwcl 
has been collecting corpses from the streets of 
Causoban for years, performing magical 
experiments that would shock the populace of any 
other city, but would probably only make a 
Causobanian chuckle. He acquires the corpses 
from two ogres who bring him the cadavers when 
he needs them. He docs not question how or 
where they get them and he doesn't care. He goes 
through about one corpse a month, although his 
appetite for new cadavers has grown recently. This 
is because a Horror has set seed in his brain. The 
Horror's name is Thorthalin, and it is growing in 
the stem of Ruthwcl's brain. Even now, he's 

beginning to feel the compulsion to cat 
the fingers of the corpses he's 

dissecting. Ruthwel's natural reflex 
to this sensation is disgust and 

fear, and it is the fear that is 
causing the Horror in his 

brain to grow. Give 
Thorthalin a few weeks, 
and it'll burst Ruthwcl's 
head like a ripe melon. 

Rat Catcher 
The city's only Ratter is 

Jaq, a scrawny fellow who 
is, perhaps, one of the best 
dressed men in Causoban. 
You would never know he 

was the city Ratter by looking 
at him; the only tool of his 

profession that he carries with him 
is his tiny hammer he calls "Bad Boy." 

The hammer looks as if it's never been used. 
S ince Jaq is the only Ratter in town, he has 

made quite a bit of money from the profession. His 
secret? Very simple. A very long time ago, Jaq 
found that he could speak to rats, and rats could 
speak to him. When he arrives in the house, Jaq 
asks the owners to leave. Once they're gone, Jaq 
calls all the rats to him, tells them he has a much 
nicer place for them and they all climb into his 
bag and he takes them back to his home where he 
keeps all the rats in Causoban. Because Jaq has 
spent the majority of his time speaking to rau, he 
doesn't always make sense when he's tallcing to 
anyone else. Sometimes, random sentences come 
out of his mouth, and he giggles to himself and 
wanders away. Some of the Causobans think Jaq 
may be a bit unhinged, but as long as he keeps rats 
out of the streets, they don't mind so much. 

So much for the first part of Causoban. The 
second part (presented next month) will include 
more details about the Temple of Dis and the 
Temple of Vestrial, a whole series of interlinked 
adventures for your players, and give further 
details on the city inhabitants. Until then, don't 
go kicking any beggars! 
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TI\e first part of this scenario (presented st month) told the tale of our advent ers who awaken t of cryosleep to 
the sound of laserfire. They quickly discover that they are under attack by giant ider things and h ve absolutely no 
knowledge of where they are, why they are there, or even who they are. 

They further discover that the ship they !woke upon is infested with these spid creatures. The sh 
drop-ship of.sores and they a~ce~ies._.Armed witb, i!. pit ifuLilw am . . c 
through the ship to the bridge where the;mfriency Artificial lnte lttgen~ce ice ecs them know t at e was activate 
after HTTR (Hatter, the hip's main compu .r) crashed only a sliorr while ago. She so has no knowle e of the mission, 
being programmed only with the informatio necessary to keep he mercenaries ali in case of an em]gency. 

When the mercenaries attempted to rest re Hatter, the unt~_inkable occurred: atter tried to kill hem. Overriding 
Alice (who is programmed to protect them) nd using the ship's~efense systems, Ha er did his best to ipe them out. He 

regarding the mission, once a~m.sf1;,11y" . ,~ . . hi;tkAlk;.scacsJ!e t er' 
command priorities, she discovered a disturtfng act: TfiC'"ffiercs'were sent ere to o literate a research b one mi e from 
their landing sight and Hauer was program1ed to e.rase their memories of the entir event; upon failin that, Hatter was 
ordered co "li4uidate all compromising com odities." Yes, cha means the meres. that was also when they learned just 
who they were working for: ARM, the anti 1 uman terrorist organization dedicated lo the destruction f civilized space. 
That's right , our heroes were the bad guys. 

TI\ere's even bad news the meres aren't a"""re of. One of them has a dormant eggs k implanted on thf base of his neck. 
This little 1:gg sack comaios a~ a d~ep baby spiders ,slowJy i~tli..iD g.rn~. cutiduui,sk;eifekLha 

caused this particular mere tor "linked in" to the communal mind"lofhe spiders. Tnere re times whe;'.;"he 
can almost read their thougHts. It's a painful expj.:rience, however, a d he's going to sufftr for it. 

The only option the me{cs have now is to gc:i to the science b er and 
find some answers. They have very little time, powever. ARM is c~ing by 
m iust over fifty hours to pick them up, and ARM has a nasty habit of 
solving problems by dropping orbital nukes ... just m be sure. I 
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HOW TO MAKE BUG HUNT FIT INTO 
YOUR EXISTING CAMPAIGN 

Battlelords Adventure is the second part of a 
two-part scenario. The first pan can be found in 
SHADIS #23, but you can also play BH as a 
stand-alone adventure with a minimal amount of 
editing. Send the PCs to investigate the base and 
clean it out from here, ignoring all the back-story. 
You could also simply finish one plot-line, then 
the next week you meet for gaming, have the PCs 
awaken out of cryochambers to the sound of laser 
fire and the screams of an NPC as he's devoured 
by a nasty spider-thingy. 

PICKING UP WHERE WE LEFT OFF ••• 
When we left our intrepid meres, they had just 

gotten hold of a big transport/buggy/tank and 
were ready to investigate the science bunker. The 
ride is almost exactly one mile ( 1.043 miles for 
those that are picky). The terrain is rocky, but 
with a successful navigation or drive roll, the 
meres should be able to make a clean shot for the 
science bunker. When they arrived for the first 
attack, the meres had scouted out and found the 
quickest route that provided the most amount of 
cover. This time, however, they shouldn't have a 
reason to be worried about cover, right! Heh, heh. 
In case any of them have the forethought to plan 
ahead, Alice can give them a map that will show 
them the quickest route. 

On the way to the bunker, they may notice that 
the spiders seem to avoid them while they are in 
the machine. The fact of the matter is the 
spidersdo not know what to make of the thing. It's 
not safe to say that they are afraid of it, but they 
don't know how to deal with it. Meres, on the 
other hand, they know exactly how to deal with. 

Inside of the transport are ten life-support suits. 
The meres are going to need them. The 
atmosphere outside the ship is oxygen rich, but it 
is also sulfur rich and will kill them if they try to 
breathe it. The spiders have no such problems. 
There is another problem as well. The meres are 
using laser weapons, and there is a terrible dust 
storm outside the transport. Laser weapons are not 
going to operate well, if at all. Reduce the range of 
all laser weapons by 7o<X>. Each time a weapon is 
fired, there is a 50% chance the weapon will 
misfire as the light particles are disrupted by the 
thick dust. This effect remains until the meres can 
get out of the storm. 

SCENE ONE: "So the frying pan wasn't 
good enough for ya?" 

THE RUN-DOWN 

Lots of spiders outside and the meres trying to 
get inside. 

There are two open airlocks that will have robe 
opened manually. 

THE SET-UP 

As the meres approach the base, they will see 
that the bunker is set up as a single circular unit 
with two arms, stretching east and west. There are 
bay doors on the arms and a set of double doors on 
the base that open into a small decontamination 
area. There is another set of pressure doors inside 
the decon room that are also open. There are 
spiders moving free ly from the inside of the base 
to the outside. The inside of the decon room is 
not covered in webbing. 

As the meres approach the base, the spiders will 
begin to scatter. The ones close to the base will 
run inside and those not close enough will run for 
the rocks. It will be at this time that our friend 
with the egg sack in his neck will need to make an 
Intuition Check. If he makes it, he will begin to 
panic. He will feel claustrophobic, breaking out 
into a cold sweat and feel that someone is looking 
over his shoulder. Whether he shares these 
feelings with his comrades or not is up to him. If 
he fails the roll, nothing happens. 

TIIEACTION 

Once they've waited long enough for the 
spiders to run, the meres will eventually want to 
get into the base. They have a choice. They can 
either try getting into one of the bay doors located 
on the "arms" of the base, or they can try the front 
door. The bay doors are closed and look very, very 
heavy. The front door is wide open. If they chose 
to try to open the bay doors, a quick look 
(Perception or some associated Skill Check) 
shows that nothing short of detonating the doors 
will open them from here. The doors are opened 
one of two ways: l) from the inside, or 2) from an 
electronic key code that is set up in the bunker's 
vehicles. The meres have to get inside before they 
can open these doors. The decon room is 
(strangely) not coated in webs. 

The next room they come to is the equipment 
room. The spiders have not touched anything in 
this room. It is a small room, rectagonal in shape 
with four atmosphere suits. The suits have been 
tom open at the chest cavity, but are otherwise 
intact. 

The controls to shut the pressure doors here 
does not operate. Once again, the meres are going 
to have to unscrew a small panel under the 
controls and manually close the door. As soon as 
the door is closed, there will be no new spiders 
coming in to the science bunker. However, if for 
some reason the meres do not close the door, a 
new adult spider will enter the building every ten 
minutes. Keep track of that. 
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THE FOLLOW-UP 

The next few rooms will have little evidence of 
spider activicy. The spiders are very busy 
elsewhere and are not concerned about this 
section of the base. 

SCENE 'TWO: The Control Center 

THE RUN-DOWN 

No spiders. No webs. 

Four doors from this area (including the one 
the meres just came through). 

There is an e levator in the center of the room. 
There is a nest in the elevator shaft. 

The communications terminal and the life 
support terminal are here, along with a map nf the 
cnmplex. 

THE SET-UP 

This room appears tn be a control mom. There 
are many terminals, each with vid screens that are 
all dark. There is evidence of a struggle here, but 
no boJies can be seen. An elevator tube is in the 
center of the room, along with four dnors - nne 
in each direction (including the door you just 
entered through). 

The marks of struggle include blood stains on 
the terminals and overchrown furniture. The 
chairs of each terminal are lying on the floor. One 
is broken. There are papers everywhere, but again, 
there are no signs of webbing or spiders in this 
room. 

THE ACTION 

When the meres begin a thorough search of the 
room, they will discover that the rwo terminals 
are set up for communications and life-support. 
The communications terminal has been ripped 
apart , bur anyone with an Electronics Roll will be 
able to make repairs in abnut forty-five minutes 
(with a successful roll, of course). 

On the wall between the doors to the eating 
area and the crew quarters is a map of the 
complex. The only markings on the map show 
when~ to go during emergencies and some other 
rnther important information, including where to 
rum rhe power back on (the third floor). It alsn 
shows them where the stairs are lncaced that will 
a llow them access to the third floor withnut using 
the elevator. 

The life-support terminal is also dark, but 
und:~ maged. Anyone with an Electronics or 
C0mputer skill will be able t0 tum life-support 
back on once power has been re-established in the 
base. 

The elevator doors can be opened manually, 
but the car isn't m0ving anywhere until power is 

turned back nn. The car is currently on the third 
floor and once the meres open the elevator doors, 
they'll be in for a big surprise. There's a nest in the 
shaft, and once they open the doors, it will fa ll out 
onto the floor and break open, spilling fifteen 
baby spiders all over the floor (or anyone stupid 
enough to stand in front of the door as it opens). 
The spiders will scurry this way and that, lost in 
confusion, and then they will all make their way 
to the nearest source of warmth: namely a mere. 
They will not attack the mere, they just want to 
get warm. They will bite if they are smacked, 
however, each one causing a point of damage. 
They are not mature enough to have poison sacks, 
and so the mere doesn't have to worry about that. 
Each spider has only 2 hit points and is easily 
squished as their carapaces and skeletons are still 
rather soft. 

Once the nest problem has been taken care of, 
the meres can direct their attention to the 
elevator shaft. The top portion is covered in webs 
and if they peek down they will notice another 
nest on the second level. A flame-thrower or 
ocher incendiary device will destroy the nest 
neatly, however, the liquid from the flame thrower 
will linger for almost an hour and a half before 
flaming out and the adult spiders will come to 
investigate as soon as they can. 

FOLLOW-UP 

The other four doors are easily opened just by 
pushing them open. The doors to the eating room 
and the crew quarters had no lock and the lock to 
the officer's quarters has been destroyed. If the 
meres want to go down the elevator shaft, go to 
SCENE SIX. If the meres chose the west door, go 
to SCENE THREE. If they go through the east 
door, go to SCENE FOUR. If they go through the 
north door, go to SCENE FIVE. 

SCENE THREE: A Letter To Home 

RUN-DOWN 

Nice furniture and a door to the head that can 
be pushed aside. 

Three cubicles that have a desk, a cot and 
personal stuff. 

A hidden journal can be found in one of the 
three computer terminals. 

The spiders are watching the meres from above 
the ceiling. 

THE SET-UP 

The officers' quarters have also been ravaged, 
but not by spiders. There are many signs of search 
and struggle, but no bodies. There are three 
cubicles, each with a desk and a cot. The desks 
look rifled through and the beds have been 
thrown over. There are four computers on the 
floor as well and one has been melted. There is a 



doorway in the back of the room that appears to 
lead to a shower facility. The door is blacked and 
blasted and on the floor. 

THE ACTION 

Once again, there are no spiders in this room. 
They are above the room, looking down and 
watching the meres as they move through the 
officers' quarters. They will not attack the meres 
- not yet. The computers are useless to the 
meres. They've all been smashed beyond repair 
and one's even been melted. Among the scattered 
papers, there is a letter that may be of interest to 
the meres: 

ii 
' ...,.., -~ .. 

Battlclords ' 

FOLLOW-UP 

The letter is the only thing of interest to the 
meres here. Everything else was destroyed by the 
meres on their first visit. The shower room is 
pretty devoid of interest and everything else in 
the room is pretty useless, but .who knows, players 
can get pretty ingenious witfr dirty clothes and 
toiletries .. . 

SCENE FOUR: From The Belly Of The 
Beast 

THE RUN-OOWN 

No spiders (visible). No webs. No bodies. 

Two doors, both open: one to the control center 
and one to the head. 

Lots and lots of tools and a little lost puppy. 

THE SET-UP 

The door to this room is easy to open. The 
room has been turned upside down, with cubicle 
walls toppled on the floor, beds overturned and 
mattresses slashed open. Everything is a mess and 
there are blaster marks on the walls and 
bloodstains on the floor. No sign of spider activity 
again, but that's not the first thing that strikes 
your attention'. The first thing that you notice is 
the overturned tool box on the far side of the 
room, spilling power tools all over the messy floor. 

THE ACTION 

Remember to tell the meres that there is also a 
door that leads to the crew's shower room just 
beside the toolbox. A Perceptive (very 
Perceptive) mere will hear whimpering coming 
from the shower room. The bunker's mascot, 
Jonah, is very hungry and can't find his dinner 
dish. Jonah is a little blade Lab. He's hungry and 
scared and will make a lot of noise from the little 
storage box he managed to get himself locked 
into. (If you feel really mean, have the meres 
make Reaction Checks to see if they can keep 
from firing at a small furry thing jumping up and 
down and making a lot of noise from a very fragile 
container.) Jonah managed to survive only 
because the box is airtight. He's quickly running 
out of air, however and will die if the meres don't 
get him some oxygen. 

The other great find of course is the tool box. 
Here's the stuff they'll be able to scavenge: 

Wrenches, sockets, ratchets, pliers, hammer, 
hacksaw, screwdrivers (both heads), duct tape, 
tape measure, drill bits, file, leather punches, 
chisel, mallet, visegrips, sodering iron, welding 
torch, wire strippers and a crowbar. 

FOLLOW-UP 

By this time, your players should either be 
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getting rather complacent or nervous as hell. 
They have seen neither hide nor hair of spiders 
and they've just had a puppy jump out at them. 
Now's the time to start hitting them with stuff to 
make them jump. Describe every shadow, ask 
detailed questions about their actions, and ask for 
(boy, has it been a long time since I've said this:) 
marching order. Make them afraid to do anything 
stupid, and make everything rhey do sound stupid. 
Keep 'em on their toes. 

SCENE FIVE: Who's In The Kitchen With 
Dinah? 

THE RUN-DOWN 

Lots and lots of food going bad and stairs that 
lead down. 

THE SET-UP 

The eating area has lots of overturned tables 
and half-eaten dinners. The food dispensers are off 
and all the food is very cold. In the back of the 
room is a simple 
manual door that is 
open, showing a 
staircase leading down 
into the lower levels of 
the complex. 

THE ACTION 

Once again, there 
are no spiders on this 
level. The meres 
should be getting 
concerned by now. 
The trackers can't pick 
up any movement 
except their own and 
the stairs are pretty 
dark and forbidding. 
The stairs are safe, just 
dark. Unfortunately, 
they are also filled 
with rubble. 
Apparently, the meres 
had to blow the 
stairwell on their way 
back up for some 
reason or another and 
now it's filled with 
fallen walls and ceiling 
pieces. There's no way 
of safely blasting 
through the rubble. In 
other words, the meres 
are going to have to go 
down the elevator 
shaft. 

FOLLOW-UP 

There is a pretty 

important clue in this room. One of the ceiling 
panels has fallen to the floor, and the opening in 
the ceiling is just large enough to fir a young adult 
spider. In fact, it did. There are a great many of 
the spiders just above the meres heads. They are 
not attacking the meres because rhey are wearing 
pressure suits - the same kind of pressure suits 
the scientists used to wear. Right now, the meres 
look like the scientists, which is why the spiders 
are not attacking them. 

SCENE SIX: The Elevator Shaft 
THE RUN-DOWN 

A pungent stink, and a long drop. 

No spiders, but be patient. Soon. 

There are two doors that are both easy to open 
at the bottom of the shaft. The north door leads 
to SCENE FIVE, the south door leads to SCENE 
SIX. 
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Bug Hunt 

THE SET-UP 

The elevator shafc is long and darlc. Lights do 
not reach the bottom. Lights can detect the 
second floor, however, almost three hundred feet 
down. There is no sign of spiders other than the 
nest that was behind the door. There is a hand· 
ladder on the left of the door that you can use to 
climb down to the second floor. There is a smell 
drifting up from below that you can't quite place 
since it's coming through your filtering system on 
your pressure suit. 

THE ACTION 

The climb down should be pretty uneventful. 
Have everyone malce Climb checlcs if they try to 
do something stupid like climb with one hand and 
carry their gun with the other. It's three hundred 
feet to the second level, and once they get there, 
they're going to have to get through the door 
somehow. The crowbar they find in the toolbox in 
the crew's quarters will be ve.ry helpful here. The 
door opens up into a circular room with two other 
doors: one co the nonh and one to the south. If 
they chose the north door, go to SCENE FIVE. If 
they chose the south door, go to SCENE SIX. 

SC£HE SEVEN: The One You Wll11Cd Me Of 
THE RUN-DOWN 

Corpses, corpses, corpses. 

The bodies of the scientists are lined up here 
with their hands tied over their heads and their 
throats cut. 

Lots of chemicals and other really explosive 
stuff. 

THE SET-UP 

You open the door and discover the source of 
the smell you've been given hints of. The room is 
a laborarory, and a gruesome one at that. Lined up 
along the length of the lab, with their hands tied 
up above their heads are seventeen bodies. Blood 
and gore are all over their bodies and their eyes 
are empty of any life. Their empty eyes stare at 
you from across the room, and you suddenly 
notice just how silent it is in this room, save for 
the sound of your suits inhaling and exhaling the 
cold, cold atmosphere and the hum of the purifier 
on your back. 

THE ACTION 

The bodies are the remains of the researchers. 
Each of their throats have been cut and their 
blood is thick on the floor. Their flesh is pale and 
livid, but nor yet pucrid. The cold of the 
atmosphere has preserved them very well. They've 
all been dead for just under nine hours. 

(For a very detailed and educational description 
of what has happened to the corpses, see Man 

Staroscilc's article "Dead Men Do Tell Tales" in 
SHADIS #19.) 

lf the meres have the guts to check the rest of 
the room, they can find a great many of things 
that may be of help to them, including: 

Mass spectrometer: a kind of tricorder about the 
size of a printer that biologists put samples in and 
it outputs data as to its molecular structure. 

Nuclear Magnetic Resonance (NMR): 
Another printer sized device that probes atomic 
structures. This device is powered by a magnetic 
superconductor so powerful that you can feel it 
tug oh so slightly on metal weapons, helmets and 
zippers from the other side of the room. 

Sinks, eyewashes, safety showers and a washing 
machine for tools and dishes, etc. 

Scales, small hotplates, cell culturing 
equipment (petri dishes, culture bottles, etc.) 

There are warning stickers everywhere warning 
the meres about radiation, poison and biohazards. 

The chemicals the meres will find will not be 
very useful when it comes to malcing explosives. 
Some of the more common chemicals will be 
casamino acids, acrylamide (very toxic, but not 
extremely deadly), and phenolchloroform (highly 
toxic). lf the meres want to make these into 
chemical weapons, let them. They will be carrying 
around big bulky fragile bottles instead of their 
lasers. It's a free universe, man! 

FOLLOW-UP 

There is nothing to learn here other than the 
fact that the scientists are all dead - killed by 
execution. Let this really sinlc in. Then, mention 
the fact that they haven't seen any spiders lately. 
Let them chew on that for a while. 

SCENE EIGHT: Mommy Won't Wake Up 
THE RUN-DOWN 

A room identical to the northern room, but this 
time the corpses are on the ground, including one 
covered in baby spiders. The spiders will noc 
attack the meres, nor will they run away. They 
stay with their "mother", waiting for her to milk 
them. 

THE SET-UP 

You enter the southern room to another grisly 
sight. This time, however, the bodies are not 
strung up. There are three bodies on the floor and 
one is completely covered with tiny spiders. 

THE ACTION 

The tiny baby spiders are not frightened of the 
meres. They're part of the hive-mind and they 
believe the meres are actually more scientists. 
They stay very still on the deceased body of their 



CHEMICAL: 99 
BIOLOGICAL: 99 

POISON: 99 
ELECTRICITY: 40 

ACID: 30 
RADIATION: 99 

MENTAL: 99 
SONIC: 99 

FIRE: 20 
COLD: 100 

Using psionics on 
the Spiders isn't 
going to be very 

beneficial. Imagine 
our poor fittle 

psycher trying to 
connect up to a 

"hive mind" 
intelligence. Clever 
meres may also try 
using vibrations on 

-tbeSpiders~ 
Rhythmic vibration is 

vel)I effective on 
terran spiders and 
may prove equally 

effective on Driscoll 
Spiders-at least at 

first. 
- Tbe Spiders have 
both an exoskeleton 

and an 
endoskeleton to 

support their 
massive weight. The 

mother spiders 
don't move about 
_ JPUCh. Mother 

spiders also have a 
toxin they spit up to 

50'. It works as a 
poison and has a 

save mod of -20. If 
the save fails, the 

mere becomes 
numb and the 

mother crawls over 
and sits on the mere 
with all her weight, 

crushing him 
completely. The 

baby spiders on the 
underside of the 

mother.'s body then 
feed on the goo 

that's left over. 

"mother." 

One of the experiments that was taking place 
in che bunker involved a voluntary implant of an 
egg sack in one of the scientists. He experienced 
the same side-effects as our mere who is in the 
same predicament. The usual feeding technique 
for an adult spider is co devour food then 
regurgitate it for the babies to eat. However, 
mommy isn't moving and she is very, very cold. 
The riny spiders want mommy. Then the meres 
cnrer and things get very interesting. 

Have che mere with the egg sack make another 
Intuition Roll. If he makes it, he will fully 
understand what is about to happen. If he fails, he 
will probably panic and cause seven young adult 
spiders to fall from the ceiling to protect the 
young. 

You see, when the mere with the egg sack 
enters the room, the baby spiders will sense him as 
a "mother." They will be confused for a moment, 
hue then they will flee from their cold mother to 
rhc new "warm" mother. If the mere makes his 
Intuition Check, he will feel very natural about 
allowing the spiders to cling to him for warmth. 
He will even feel protective of the babies, backing 
away if the other meres try to harm them. If not, 
well then, we're going to have some disappointed 
baby spiders. 

If the meres harm the baby spiders, seven young 
adults will fall from the ceiling, completely 
surrounding the meres, but they will not 
;mack! 

Whether the mommy mere makes his 
lnruition Check or not, he will suddenly feel 
a strange sensation in his head and a pain in 
the back of his neck. Hundreds of voices will 
fi ll his mind and he will be unable to take 
;my action but scream in severe pain. The 
spiders will all begin swaying back and forth 
as che mere screams and his back bursts open 
and five ciny spiders (about the size of silver 
dollars) rip their way ouc of his back. This 
means chat he will have babies crawling 
over the inside of his suic and the outside of 
his suit. The spiders will then approach the 
new mother. If they are fired upon, they will 
run away. They will not fight back. After all, 
it 's now mommy's duty to protect the young. 

If the mere survives the birth (he'll take 
about ten hits from the whole experience), 
then he will now have a bunch of hungry 
babies attached to him. His mind is now 
fully attuned to the hive-mind and he can 
communicate with the spiders. 
Unfortunately, he cannot communicate 
words, only emotions and simple ideas. 
"Yes," "no," "run!" and other simple single 
words will communicate well. Anything else 
will m1uire a successful Intuition Roll. Oh! 

And he no longer suffers -20 to all of his rolls. 
However, he does suffer -20 to any Dex related 
rolls because of his new "bundle of love." If the 
mere dies, the babies will remain anached to the 
body, waiting for food. Quite a sad sight. 

FOLLOW-UP 

The meres now have a solution to their 
problem. Kind of. They have a link to the spiders, 
and a means to communicate to them. Much 
experimenting should go on as soon as they pl•t 
two and two together. If they don't, then they are 
really screwed. If they haven't figured out that the 
spiders are intelligent and generally a "don't mess 
with me; I won't mess with you" kind of species, 
then they are going to have to deal with two sets 
of enemies: the spiders and the swift ly 
approaching ARM ship. 

Down the shaft three hundred more feet is the 
power source of the complex. Another climb is in 
order. 

SCENE SEVEN: Sending Out An S.O.S. 
THE RUN-DOWN 

The third floor has to be entered through the 
roof of the elevator. 

The power generator is found on the third floor 
and requires a little maintenance to tum it back 
on. 



As soon as power comes baclc on, doors will 
open and shut again, lights will flicker to life and 
the main computer will come back on line, 
restoring the atmosphere. 

THE SET-UP 

Tile meres are going to have to crawl through 
the emergency trap door located on the roof of the 
elevator in order to get into the third floor. The 
panel slides aside 4uite easily. The elevator itself is 
empty. Once they enter get inside the elevator, 
the door has to be pushed aside with brute force. 
(Remember that crowbar?) 

The room that holds rhe power generator is 
dusty, dark and dirty. There are no signs of spiders. 
There are footprints in the dust that match the 
meres' boots. A little set of tools and a greasy rag 
are in the comer. 

THE ACTION 

The spiders do not have access to this level. 
There are airducts that connect the second and 
third level that allow young adults to move freely, 
but the airducts that link this level with the others 
are too small for the young adults to move 
through. 

Ir's a simple procedure to bring the power back 
on line. The nuclear reactor located three more 
miles down under the third floor has an "On/Off' 
switch - completely dummy-proof. Once the 
power has been turned back on, the systems will 
also begin to tum on. 

If there are meres left up in the control center 
when the power comes on (resourceful meres will 
think of doing this), they will be able to take full 
advantage of the computer and monitoring 
stations. They will also be able to use the 
communication system. 

If the meres scan for passing ships, they will 
notice that there is indeed a ship passing by. He's 
moving at a sub-light speed and he's also rather 
surprised ro get a call from the planet. His name is 
Bremma Dthale and he's a smuggler. While he's 
not very keen on dropping down to pick up a 
bunch of meres (with lots of guns and machismo), 
he's willing to listen to reason. In other words, the 
meres are going to have to pay. 

Tiley can promise him whatever they want, but 
they're going to have to convince him to drop 
Jown to p1clc them up. His ship is large enough to 
pllt the entire drop-ship in the hold, so offering 
him a few of the transports might be in line. If the 
pliiyers really blow it, Dchale can offer to tell the 
officials where they are ... right. If the meres 
believe him, then they are really in trouble . 

FOLLOW-UP 

Once the power comes back on, the spiders are 
going ro begin to panic. The planet is a pretty 

darlc one, and they are not accustomed to 
floodlights. The meres will hear scurrying over 
their heads and behind walls as the spiders move 
for cover, and they' ll hear a lot of it. 

Now that the power is baclc on, the meres will 
be able to open and close doors easily along with 
the fact that in one hour the atmosphere will 
become breathable again. All they have to do now 
is wait for Dthale to show up, but then they've got 
a big decision to malce. 

AFTERWAltD: If I Go There Wiii le 
Trouble ••• 

With ARM showing up at any time, the meres 
have a big choice to malce. Capture of ARM 
equipment, ships and personnel (dead or alive) is 
worth a lot to just about any government. ARM is 
expecting to arrive and pick-up a bunch of mind· 
wiped or dead meres, not cognizant meres who 
have a telepathic linlc to the spider population.· 
The meres could just talce off when Dthale shows 
up, or they could talce some real action. It's up to 
the meres from here. If the meres go baclc to aslc 
Alice for the information she's got, she' ll tell them 
that the ship is only an hour away. She's bttn in 
contact with the ship and she's informed them 
that the meres ~re in cryo ready for piclc-up. She 
i.s programmed to protect them, after all. When 
ARM does show up, it'll be a big ship with forty 
commandos and four commanders. Statistics for 
the ARM troops can be found on a side-bar 
nearby. There are enough spiders to distract the 
commandos for a good while so the meres can 
either engage in hand-to-hand with ARM or they 
can peg them off from a distance. 

What happens here is really up to you. If your 
players handle the situation ~ll give them the 
benefit of the doubt and let them talce out the 
ARM guys. If they lose their cool, lcill 'em without 
reservation. However, if they've gotten this far, 
they're probably a good batch of players who 
deserve a little bit of a reward. If you feel they 
didn't perform their best, don't allow any 
prisoners. If they perform even worse than that, 
have the ARM guys retreat and blow up the ship. 
If they do even worse than that, get them 
captured and enslave the spiders and laugh at 
them. 

The booty they get from this trip should be 
more than enough to justify their hidden pasts. 
Besides, now you've got a real good beginning to a 
new campaign. They've got a ship and a reward 
and new friends. Sure, the spiders don't loolc all 
that friendly, but in Battlelords, sometimes that's 
the best lcind of friend to have. 

• 
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THIS AND THAT 
Back when I first got into gaming in 

the early '80s, I went off the deep end. 
Not in the Mazes and Monsten sense, 

mind you -1 wasn't running around 
in costume pretending to cast spells 
on my friends. What I mean is 

that I had a voracious appetite 
for game products. At the time I 

was a big AD&D and Gamma 
World junkie, and I spent countless hours 

reading the books, designing scenarios, and 
adventuring in dungeons and radioactive 
wastelands. I also eagerly awaited each 

issue of Drap, which gave me a monthy 
TSR fix. Back then it still had Wormy, too, 

which was a big bonus. 

Well, now it's 1996 and I find myself in 
the curious position of ac.tually wodcing for a game 
magazine. Instead of waiting for Dragon in the 
mail I'm in the business of helping to dish out 
SHADIS. I never thought I'd be able to turn my 
biggest hobby into a career. If you ever get the 
chance, jump at it . .. It's a big change going from 
reader to provider though, and I'd Hice to enlist 
your help in malcing the ttaruition. Pick up the 
phone, send us some email, or shoot us a fax if 
you've something to say. Start a thread on 
rec.games.frp.misc, or join the fray in our folder 
on AOL. Believe it or not, your input means a lot 
to us. Hey - without you, we wouldn't be here. 

We were really surprised to hear all the rumors 
flying around after #23 hit the streets. My 
personal favorite was, "ODS - the Battlelords 
guys - bought SHADIS!" Rumors of some 
insidious relationship between AEG and ODS 
flew thick and fast, based on the review and 
scenario we ran. Wei~ you guys, you might want 
to sit down before you page through this issue any 
more, because there's a lot ofEarthdawn material 
in here. Has FASA bought us out? Nope. We're 
just doing our best to support as many of the great 
games on the marlcet as we can. Each issue we're 
going to cover something different, and there will 
be subscription deals, contests, and scenarios. 

This issue I'd also like to welcome our newest 
contributor, Man Patterson. Man publishes the 
ezine Cote, home to some of the most irreverent 
humor I've yet to find on the net, or anywhere 
else for that matter. I've managed to cajole him 
into providing The Edge with a monthly humor 
column after reading an absolutely hysterical 
account of his experiences at a Los Angeles game 

convention. Being a gamer himself he's well· 
suited to poke at the soft underbelly of our hobby, 
so checlc out "Plays Well with Others" on page 73. 
Afterwards cruise over to the Ooze home page at 
http://www.io.com/-ooze. The humor-impaired 
need not malce the trip. 

Well, I don't play much AD&D anymore, and 
they canned Gamma World, but 1 have found 
od-er vices like Vampire, Millenium's End, and 
Call of Cthulhu. Now I even get to run around in 
costume pretending to cast spells on my friends, 
when I game in the IFGS. Compared to most 
people I suppose I'm still off the deep end, though, 
with land nowhere in sight. But come cm in-the 
water's fine, and SHADIS doesn't bite. 

Be seeing you. 
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'ET TU WEASIEJJ' 
According co legend, when asked to define 

the term, "human being," the Greek philosopher 
Plato responded, "A featherless biped." Then 
some wiseacre handed him a plucked chicken. 

Words are awfully shifty th ings, even at the 
best of rimes. Definitions are less a matter of 
delineating parameters than of pointing in a 
general direction. Thar's why, in attempting to 
define the term "weasel games" in this series of 
articles, I have opted for discussing various 
aspects of such games and offering examples 
from my own experience. If you have 
played similar games, my 
descrip tions should strike a 
resonant chord in your memory. And if 
- heaven forfend - you haven't 
played any such games before, I 
hope chat these vignettes will _...d 
pi4ue your interest and f. ~ 
encourage you to gee 
involved in them. 

TI£ IMPCllTN«E CF 
lW:1CST~ 

When I bring 
up the topic of 
weasel games 
among colleagues, there 
is always some debate as to what delineates the 
class. O ne commonly cited criterion is 
"backstabbing." In my opinion, a game doesn't 
have to incorporate backstabbing co earn a weasel 
designation. But for most people, the two terms 
seem virtually inseparable. 

So what exactly is backstabbing? For players 
of at lease one well-known fantasy RPG, of course, 
backstabbing is the sinister abil ity of chief 
characters to gain bonuses to hit and do damage to 
targets by sneaking up behind chem and striking 
without warning. Bue the term has a somewhat 
different meaning in general parlance. In that 
usage, stabbing people in the back implies that 
chey trust you as a friend so much that they allow 

~ .. 
i; . . ;.. ~ . . ' . 

you co be behind chem with a weapon, and you 
heartlessly use that friendship to strike them 
cruelly from behind. Therefore, when my 
colleagues speak of backstabbing in weasel games, 

they are referring to the 
shifting conditions 

that create allies 
of convenience, 
with the full 

awareness that 
those allies could 

become enemies at any 
moment - and strike when least 
expected. 

SOME~ISEXAMPLES 

In Cosmic Encounters, 
players each have a chance to 
make two attacks on their 

tum, with the target of 
each determined by 
a random draw from 
the "Destiny Deck." 

In each attack, other 
players around the table 
can be invited as allies. 

But the randomness of the Destiny Deck means 
that a person who allies with you on the fmt 
attack might actually become the target of the 
second attack. So much for the continued 
alliance. 

The Castle of Magic game makes alliances 
even more iffy. Everyone starts the game with a 
secret background defining country of origin, 
guild membership and desired position of bell, 
book and candle for the grand spell to be cast at 
the end of the game. As the game progresses, 
players gain chances to learn secrets about other 
players' backgrounds. But when a players learns a 
secret about you, you have no way of !mowing 
what that secret is! Consequently, that player may 



N1(J.l)&Y IS POLICY 

know that the two of you are deadly enemies in 
the game, while you are ignorant of the fact. 
Armed with that knowledge, your enemy may 
convince you ro help with some aspect of the 
grand spell, only ro betray you when the time is 
ripe. TI1is makes for a wonderful political game. 

But Diplomacy is undoubtedly the most 
tre.1cherous of all backstabbing games. (Actually, 
this game is useful in illustrating quite a number of 
weasel game aspects, but we'll confine ourselves to 
discussing backstabbing, for the present.) 

At first glance, Diplomacy appears to be a 
fairly mmdard wargame. In th is product, armies 
arc maneuvered much as in Risk, for example. 
But what sets Diplomacy battles apart from those 
of other games is that there are no dice. An 
attacker gains territory simply by outnumbering 
the defender's forces. Considering that everyone 
starts the game with the same number of counters, 
that may seem something of a trick to accomplish. 

Bur this is where the game's title comes into 
play. Between each set of combat turns, players 
spend ten or fifteen minutes away from the table, 
talking in small groups, trying to convince one 
another to support their battles. The trick is to 
make deals in which you gain more advantage 
than you give away. Not surprisingly, that often 
involves knowing when an alliance is 
<1bou1 ro become a liability. and 
dissolving it just before that 
happe ns. Frequently, the first 
signal that an alliance is 
dissolved is betrayal of on:L3' 
of i~s.membcrs b~ another \ ~ 
- 1.c., the backstab. \...-::: 

Here is a ~"'.,._ 
particularly apt 
example from my 
own experience. I 
was playing 
France, and a friend 
was playing Russia. 
Those positions 
pur us on opposite 
sides of the board 
(which represents Europe, Nonhern Asia, and 
Northern Africa). Consequently, we were natural 
allies, having nothing to fear from each other as 
long as there were other players in the middle for 
us to battle. My friend Russia had sent several 
fleets through the North Sea and down the 
western coast of Europe, to finally arrive in the 
Mediterranean. By this time, I had captured the 
entire Iberian peninsula, sn his fleets were just off 
my shore; but I didn't worry much, because they 
were too far from his armies in the North to do 
any long-term damage to my territories. 

In Tunis, however, another player had part of 
his dwindling forces. I wanted him to do me a 
favor in Austria. During ou;· diplomatic ta lks, he 
agreed to that favor, if I would promise not to 
invade Tunis. I assented, and my Russian friend 
added has assurance that if I broke the agreement, 
he would use his fleets to punish my Iberian 

homeland. A deal was struck, and Russia and I 
went away to discuss other things. When the time 
came for movement and battle, the "Tunisian" 
fellow kept his promise to me in Austria. 

Then in a surprise move Russia invaded Tunis, 
and 1 treacherously supported his attack with 
some of my units. By the "letter of the law," Russia 
and I had both kept our promise to Tunis. I did 
not invade; he did. By doing so, he certainly 
insured that I wouldn't. Either way, our poor 
Tunisian victim lost Tunis to two supposed allies. 

It was a perfect backstab. Years later, I'm still 
ashamed of it. 

LESTER SMITH'S 'WEASEL 
GAJIES' COWMNS FIRST RAN IN 
TSIZ'S POLYHEDllONNEWSLETTER 
MANY YEARS Af:IJ. L£STER. HAVING 
PARTED WAYS WITH TSR. ASl<ED 
US IF WE WOULD BE NTERESTED 
IN REPRINTING THE COUJMNS, 
SINCE POL YHEDllON HAS A 
RELATIVELY SMALL CIRCllATI()( 
NATLRALLY, WE .JJMPED AT THE 
CHANCE TO ENLIGHTEN OUZ 
llEADERS ON THE FINE ARTS OF 
DECEPTI~. RUTHLESSNESS, AN> 
TREACHBZY. 
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February will sec the release of Rifts Index & Adventures 
Vol. 1, but the long-awaited 2nd edition of Palladium 
Fantasy has been delayed. The book is 320 pages, and 
"Siembieda and his team have taken no shott cuts." 

THE STARS MlE. RIGHT! 
It's a whole month before it gets 
released, and it's already sold out. 
Mythos, the new card game from 

Chaosium, is based on the works of 
Lovecraft and Co., and Chaosium's popular 
Call of Cthulhu RPG. Some folks in the 
office got to play it at Dundracon, and it 
looks like a load of fun. Releasing in March, 
Mythos will be released in three booster sets, 
The Expeditions of Miakatonic Univenity 
in March, Cthulhu Rising in late April and 
Legends of the Necronomicon in May. 

\ r Palladium promises this book is worth the wait. Rifts 
/ fans can also look forward to Juicer Uprisings in ~~~ ::: March and Coalition War Machine in May. 

~:9~,,~~~ =---n. "ae.111>([ ,..:_ Pw.:..~ of~ 
--~~~~~~~~~~~~~-::,,,~::.i·~~And ~ 

~°i' ~~ ol'tfie~ Ola tlia llJe .. . AND NOW FOR SOMETHING COMPLETELY DIFFERENT tbe 1....:.._ 1t1n1ry-bi....,~/.-L """'~. lnct.J, Kenzcr & Company has announced their acquisition of the wtw,;."VCJ'Or~ ~"116 ·~ ~ b..._._.,,. 
worldwide license to produce and distribute (gulp) a new It I~~ ahoi;ld ~. ~ ~ 
collectible card game based on the film Monry Python and the Holy ~. ~,~'?.At of 
Grail. Imagine cards bearing Brave Sir Robin, the rude Frenchman, and --~ 
the vicious Chicken of Bristol all woven in to the Pythons' ridiculously brilliant 
script. From what we've heard, it sounds like it's going to involve singing the songs, recit ing 
the long and tiresome tirades and when the cops show up, the game's over! Watch out folks, th i; one 
could be fun. 

~ ...... ,_.~.,L. . ~:·. .. ... ~ .. .,..,.,, 

~·:~·, ...... -·~~.::. .~,;~ . ; _.~,: :: :~ ;_, ~ '. 



GOLD RUSH GETS WEBWlSE 
Gold Rush Games a5'ced us ro let eve.ryone 

know they've pa Websi:i ~ J: ~~ 
do, guys. Heres how you Heroic 
Page ci the folks ~t ~ U·-' y,..u-..._ 

Adventure. Bulbido 3rd a;g., -
.., .......... 

RPG and Cyberpunk: Niabt City Tra. 

http://members.aol .ccn/ 
goldruSh<J/ i.ndeX.htDI 
You're welcome. Mark. INFINITE IMAGINAT~ GOES WHERE ti> GANER HAS 

GONE BEFCJlE The Quest for Power series 1s rhe flagshp product of a new 

company called Infinite lmagmarion, Inc. Promoting Quest as "the 

next seep in the Role-Playing ex~rience," With Quest for Power, 

"It's no longer needed m have a GM invent a plausible story ... 

there's no ne~I for a Game Master." The release date for the first 

Quest for Power module is pring 1996. This will be followed by 

new quest modules as well as character and rreasure packs. For 

more information, you can contact Infinite ill' lmaginatilll\S ar IMACIOO@AOL.com or at Infinite 

lmaginanon c/o Consumption Dept. 19 Skyline Terrace 1 1 

Nan uer. NY 10954. 

WILDSTCRM GOES TO THE HOLE 

RlJM(RS, RlJM(RS M.ch I 

Word is that fanwy writer • ~ 

Moorcock's aric saga maybe makmg an 

appearance on the silver screen. Keep your 

fingers crossed!There's also talk of ~ 
. eractive movie game based on am:, 

m~ . L - Qriain!l No date is avaialble for 

commg n u m ""--· 
this vaporware product. 

Wild.1umn Produc1ion.1 is releasing Fastbreak: The Basketball 

Collect ible C ard Game. Players of rhe game will be able to coach one 

of eight reams (the New York Thugs. San Diego Wildcats, L.A. Srars, 

Texas Rough RiJers, and the Moscow Czars to name a few) to victory. 

Starter Decks come with players from NY, San Diego, LA. and Texas, 

while rhe orher 4 teams are available only m rhe 12 card Booster 

Packs. Boosters also come with ulrra-rare chase cards, 8 in all. 
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MIW4'fVM} 6 Nl5 #NIOl!Ml Fii> NEW toe From WotC press releilse daud 3/6196 Wizards of the Coast® announced today that it has found new homes for its roleplaying lines 
Everwa:Y™ and Ars Magica™. Seattle-based Tynes Cowan Corporation has acquired faitTWa:Y for 
release through its roleplaying game imprint, Pagan Publishing. In addition, Minnesota-based Atlas 
Games has bought the publishing rights for Ars Magica. These transfers are effective immediately, and 
come less than thr~ monchs after Wizards of the Coast announced it would no longer pursue its 
roleplaying lines and would begin look.ing for new homes for the games. "It has been a top priority at Wizards to find good homes for our roleplayiog lines," said Peter 
Adkison, CEO and President of Wizards of the Coast. "I am confident that Pagan Publishing and 
Atlas Games will give them !the games) the attention they deserve to succeed." 

Pagan Publishing's initial product plans for Eut7WC1:Y include the release ofSpherewallcer Source 
Cards-a set of fantasy art trading cards used as inspirational material and visual reference in the 
game--as well as several other projects planned by Wizards of the Coast's former Alter Ego TM 

roleplaying game team. 
"We have the experience, the reputation and the passion to malce this worlc," said John Tynes, 

president ofTCCorp and editor-in-chief of Pagan Publishing. "In the five years since we went into 
business, we've never settled for anything less than the best-and Eut7WC1:Y is as good as it gets. This is 
a dream come true." 

Adas Games' plans for Ars Magica include the long-awaited fourth edition and a steady schedule 
of supplementary titles over the coming years. ''This is a very exciting acquisition for us, in both strategic and historic terms," said John 
Nephew, President of Atlas Games. "Ars Magica. as a fantasy roleplaying game, is a complement to our 
current product lines. The game has a dedicated fan base and great potent ial for future growth. The 
game also brings Atlas Games back to its roots." 



Sometimes I get annoyed by people who take 
their games too seriously. People who get creamy 
over colorful many-sided dice. People who think 
that a new list of spells is better than Christmas. 
And especially annoying are those rules 
mechanics who never seem to let up and have any 
fun. I don't know what it is when I get around 
these people, but I want to mess with them. Ruin 
their day and make them cry. This might seem 
cruel, but I see myself doing these people a favor. 
If I don't bring them back to planet Earth they 
could wind up wandering around in a zombie-like 
state, spittle dangling from their lips like Tom 
Hanks' deranged character in the movie Mates & 
Monsrers. 

I Like going to gaming conventions. They' re 
cheap entertainment, and I meet some funny 
people, although none of them are cute girls. 
Unfortunately, these places are also a haven for 
the uptight nerds I've come to hate. I recently 
went to a convention and decided to play 
Dungeons & Dragons, a game I hadn't played in 
years. Why? Call it a fit of whimsy. When I 
entered the hotel room and saw the Dungeon 
Master standing on a chair lecturing another 
player on the often-overlooked importance of 
weapon speed factors, I knew I had made a big 
mistake. 

"I'm running an official Advanced Dungeons 
& Dragons game," he informed my fellow 
adventurers and I, "so this is going to be by the 
book. Or should I say books." He pointed to the 
huge stack of hardcover tomes before him. He had 
not prepare-:! any characters, so I snagged some 
pseudo-marble dice from another player and 
rolled up a cleric - an ordinary 18 STR, 17 WlS 
kind of guy. Then, I became paralyzed by the 

EDGE#2 

medieval K-Mart that is in the Player's Handbook 
when I tried to equip my character. I asked the 
DM if there were anything we couldn't purchase. 
"ANYTHING in the Player's Handbook is 
official!" he said ominously, the spiritual weight of 
E. Gary Gygax resting squarely on his shoulders. 

I purchased some armor, a mace, the requisite 
lO' pole, and the balance in sheep. That big list of 
livestock just proved too tempting, and sheep 
were a bargain. I stipulated on my character sheet 
that the flock was the physical manifestation of 
my cleric's god, Mooooo, and that I was to defend 
them 'till the death. Before we started, the DM 
looked over my sheet and asked if this was what I 
really wanted to do. Oh yes, it was. 

For some reason, everyone else was very 
annoyed by the inmxluction of Holy Sheep into 
the adventure. They didn't like underground 
passageways, and were pretty noisy. One 
ostensibly "good" character went as far as pushing 
an errant sheep off a cliff. As I raised the mighty 
scepter of Mooooo to slay the infidel, I realized 
there was a better way - I would defeat him with 
the very rules he venerates. I demanded that the 
DM penalize the character for not acting 
according to his alignment. The DM chuckled, 
remarking he already had. Then I smote the 
heretic adding injury to insult. As tempers flared 
the game descended into a free-for-all: Magic 
Missiles let loose, Paladins battling Rangers, and 
half-ores and elves holding hands. Meanwhile, 
the Acolyte of Mooooo stood back, petted the 
remainder of his holy sheep, and realized they 
were the best 10 gp he ever spent. 

.---, 
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STAR GAME 
DIAMOND BARt CALIFORNIA 

THERE'S LITTLE IN LIFE THAT'S 
MORE IMPORTANT THAN A FIRST 
IMPRESSION, AND IN THE WORLD OF 
RETAIL, THERE'S NOTHING MORE 
IMPC>rlTANT THAN THE FIRST THIRTY 
SECONDS A CUSTO~ SPENDS IN YOUR 
STORE. ALL-STAR G~S IN DIAMOND 
BAR KNOWS THIS AND THEY MAK.£ GOOD 
USE OF IT. WHEN YOU STEP INTO THE 
STOl2E, YOU Al2E NE.T BY A SMILING 
FACE, A CLEAN (.).JIFORM AND A "HOW 
CAN I HELP Your THE NEWEST 
INVENTORY IS PLACED RIGHT AT THE 
FRONT DOOR, RIGHT IN YOUR FACE, SO 
THERE'S THE NEW SUPPLEMENT YOU 
CAME LOOKING FOR RIGHT IN FRONT OF 
YOU. THE PLACE IS CLEAN, WELL-LIT, 
ORGANIZED AND FRIENDLY AND THArs 
THE WAY A GANE. STORE-THE WAY ANY 
STORE-SHOULD BE. 

THE STAFF AT ALL-STAR CONTAINS 
SONE. OF THE MOST KNOWLEDGEABLE 
GANE.RS l'VE EVER NE.T. THEY 
RENE.MBER "BLACK BOOK TRAVELL8t' 
AND ..KJDGES GUILD AND WHEN 
RUNEOUEST STILL BELONGED TO 
CHAOSIUM. BUT THEY'RE ALSO UP ON 
ALL THE NEWEST MATERIAL AND 
FOLLOW THE NET FOR INDUST~ NEWS. 
WHEN YOU PICK LP A NEW PRODUCT FOR 
YOUR FAVORITE G~, THEY CAN TELL 
YOU WHEN THE NEXT BIG THING WILL BE 
COMING OUT. ALONG WITH THE REGULAR 
STUFF (STAFF PICKS, USED SECTION 
AND DICE AND CARD GRAB BAGS), ALL
STAR REALLY MAJ(£S IT FUN TO SHOP. 
MAYBE THAT'S WHY I SPEND SO MUCH 
MONEY THERE. 

l\LL-STAR GAMES 
2m S. Dll\MOO BAR BLVD. 
DIM\CH> BAR. Cl\ 'lf'/65 
(909) 598-4700 
OWNERS: CA.roL l\ND Dl\VE TU2RIETI\ 



I take a look up on my role-playing shelf and 
I sec a menagerie of fantasy role-playing games. 
There's D&D, Stonnbringer, The Fantasy Trip, 
TaUslanra, The Arduin Grimoire, and even a beat 
up copy of Tekumel, a little game designed by a 
University of Minnesota professor. Yup, I love 
fantasy role-playing, but I don't get much of a 
chance to do it anymore because there's just not a 
whole lot that can be added to the genre. There's 
plenty of people who arc re-using old ideas, but 
the innovation switch has been on "OFF' for 
quite a while. 

Well, FASA'& changed all of that with 
Earthdawn. Role-playing in the land of Bauaivc is 
a real breath of fresh air. The setting for Eanhdawn 
has to be one of the most original I've seen in 
years. I tend to stay away from fantasy fiction 
nowadays because it suffers from the same 
problem that fantasy role-playing docs. Let me tell 
you, Earthdawn is more innovative than any of the 
top ten best sellers in the fantasy genre last year 
and it's a role-playing game. 

EarduJawn takes place in the world of 
Barsaivc, a land that has seen better days. Nearly 
a millennia ago, terrible creatures called "Horrors" 
came to Barsaive to rend and destroy. The people 
of Barsaive had to enclose themselves in magical 
wards called learns to protect themselves from the 
Horrors, and they remained locked away for eight 
hundred years. Entire civilizations lived and died 
in labyrinthine catacombs as the Horrors had 
their way with the world outside. After eight 
centuries had passed, the world was ready to re
emerge into the sunlight, into a world that was no 
longer the world that was written of in the scrolls 
left behind by their ancestors. The great Empires 
of the past arc no more, and the people must re
build what once wa.s. It's a great setting for role
playing: traditional fantasy clements with a twist 
of Twilight: 2000 and The Morrow Project. 

The game allows you to play all the traditional 
races (elves, dwarves, humans, etc.), but also adds 
the non-traditional ones such as orks and ogres 
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and adds some new ones in. My favorite arc the 
dragon-like T'slcrang who pilot the riverways of 
the world, telling the great talcs of their travels. A 
Sam Clemens with scales sounds like a lot of fun. 
The character generation rules arc reminiscent of 
level systems (they call them "spheres", but 
they're levels) with a bit more flexibility. The idea 
is to play an "adept", someone who follows a 
calling rathe.r than a class. The mythology of the 
world is rich and complex, with "Passions" instead 
of "gods." The Passions remind me of the Greek 
pantheon with their human-like tempers and 
closeness to mortal men, so if that kind of flavor 
floats your boat, you'll be at home here. 

The game system itself is unique. When I play 
fantasy games, I'm a big sucker for the old 
Stormbringer system, so it seemed a little heavy to 
me. Each time you gain a Sphere, you roll a new 
system of dice that gives you better numbers. 
While innovative, I would have appreciated a 
more straightforward system. However, it does 
allow you to roll a lot of dice which, I understand, 
some players arc particularly fond of. The magic 
system is also innovative, using many different 
kinds of sorcery. There's thread magic (rather 
harmless) and blood magic (dark and dangerous) 
for the playe.rs to toy around with along with 
becoming a "questor" (holy man) and divining 
power from the gods. All of the adepts have their 
own special abilities, which gives each of the 
adepts a kind of "secret society" feel. One 
disadvantage that many of the "point-based 
systems" have is that any character can purchase 
any sic.ill they want. Making ce.rtain skills "secret 
skills" available only to certain adepts is keen. 
The notion that your character is part of a 
community that passes on its secrets is not only 
cool, but its also historically accurate and more 
"historical fantasy" games should pick up on 
Eanhdawn's hint. 

The supplementary material for Earthdawn is 
of superior quality. The Denizens of Eanhdawn 
Volumes 1-111 are complete looks at the different 
races and their cultures. When you get finished 
reading about Obsidimen (way cool rock guys), 
you know what they think about the other races, 
how they get along with each other, and 



everything else you need to know to play your 
character to the hilt. The boxed sets are also a joy. 
When you open up an Earthdawn box, you get full 
color maps, a measuring tool that tells you how 
long a ride or walk it is from point A to point Bon 
the map, and well-laid out books filled to brim 
with informatinn. The three boxed sets, Barsaive, 
Parlainth, and Sk:y-Poim arc all worth the cost, 
even if you don't run an Earihdawn campaign just 
to see what your fantasy RPG should be 
publishing. 

Earihdawn has it all . Fantasy role-playing with 
dashes of horror (sec the Horrors supplement), 
exploration and adventure. It has ennugh nf the 
traditional so I feel the swirls of nostalgia inside 
and enough innovation to keep me on my toes 
when 1 start to take things for granted. While the 
system is a bit too innovative for my taste, I highly 
recommend Earthdawn to anyone who runs a 
fantasy campaign. It really gives the fantasy genre 
a long-needed (albeit friendly) kick in the pa.nts. 



Master Book is a universal roleplaying game rules system -
this means it is flexible enough to be used with virtually any 
game setting you can imagine! You might be a scout ship pilot 
exploring the outer reaches of space; a two-fisted adventurer 
battling angry natives to recover a lost treasure; a psychic 
battling demons from another dimension; or any one of a 
thousand other roles! You need the MasterBook to adventure 
in The World ofNecroscope, as well as these other worlds, also 
available from West End: 

The World of Aden 
The World of Bloodshadows 
The World of Indiana Jones 
The World of Shatterzone 
The World of Species 
The World of Tales From The Crypt 
The World of Tank Girl 
and many more to come! 

To order the MasterBook, send a check or money order for 
$20, plus $3 shipping and handling, to the address listed 
below. 

The MasterDeck 
In this book, you will see references to the MasterDeck, 

cards that can be used to enhance your gameplay with this 
system. These are optional, and are not required for you to 
use the MasterBook system. 

TheMasterDeck is sold separately by West End Games. To 
order, send a check or money order for $10 to: 

West End Games 
RR3, Box 2345 
Honesdale, PA 18431 

Indiana Joneo TM 6 C 1996 Lucufilm Lid (LFLJ. All Righi. Reoerved .. 
Trademarkl ofLFL uoed by Weit End Oame1 under aut.hori1ation. 
Nocroooope C 19911 Brian Lumley 
Tank Girl C 1996 UA Pictu,... lnc. All Rl1h1o R<Mrvad. Ucented by MOM/UA L6M. 
Blooclahad<>w1 a.nd Shatte"""e TM .l C 1996 WHt End Oame1 Lid. 
Specioo C 1996 MOM Picturff, Inc. Llcenaad by MOM/UA L6M. All ftishlo Reoerved. 
Tal•• From The Crypt TM A C 1996 Tai .. l"rom Tho Crypt Holdlnp 
The World of Aden TM St:rateilc SimulaUon1. Inc. 
MuterBook i1 a trademark of Wo1t End Oame1 Ltd. 
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Let's say you want to buy a car. You go to the 
dealer and there arc dozens of cars available. 
Unfortunately, you are only allowed to make your 
buying decision by reading the stickers on the 
cars. You may not open the doors. You may not 
take a test drive. You only have the advice of the 
salesperson to help. Would you buy a car at this 
dealership? Of course not! 

!hen isn't it amazing that you as a game 
reta iler expect the same th ing from your 
customers? When customers enter your store, they 
are shopping for enterta inment . They want 
something that will be a fun way to spend their 
continually infrequent free time. That's a tall 
order. O n ly they kno w what their personal 
defi nitions of "fun" are. However, they arc 
trapped. Most of your stock is hidden behind a 
layer of plast ic! 

If there was only a way for customers to "kick 
the ti.res" before they make their purchases. If only 
you could break that plastic wrap and let the 
customer look inside, so they can be their own 
judge. But you can't do that, because then the 
game is no longer wrapped, and no longer "new". 
Well, now you can. All you have to do is make 
one small purchase: a shrink-wrap machine. If you 
don't .know what a shrink-wrap machine is, it's 
very simple. Basically, it is a simple apparatus that 
holds a large roll of shrink-wrap plastic. On one 
end is a long arm with a heat ing elemen t along its 
base. The heated arm is used to seal the plastic 
together, and then you use a heat gun (like a hair 
dryer, b~1t a bit hotter) to heat up the plastic. 
When 1t heats up, the plastic shrinks down 
sealing whatever is inside. This is what is used t~ 
put the plastic wrap on your games, but the one 
you want is much less industrial, and much less 
expensive! 

()nee you get your shrink-wrapper, you will be 
amaze~ at ~ow handy it is. You'll wonder how you 
ever did without one! Not only will you become 
much more educated about your products, your 
customers will love you for it! 

As soon as you receive a shipment of new 
games, bust one or two open. Place one in your 
New Products area, so your customers can open 
the box and have a look inside. Don't worry about 
your product becoming damaged, we all know that 
ga~crs tend to be very careful about maintaining 
their games, and are even more careful if the game 
does not belong .to them. The other game yo11 
opened goes behmd the counter with you for a 
couple of d~ys, so you have something to look 
through dunng your slow times. This will give you 
a chance to read up on a new product, which will 
make you a better, more informed retailer. 

If a custo~r is considering a game purchase, 
offer to open 1t up for them, but be sure you 
mention your shrink•wrappcr! Often when you 
offer to open a game, the customer will feel that 
o~ the wrap is off, they will be obliged to buy it. 
S1mply say something like "Would you like me to 
open the game so you can get a better look at it? 
~t's OK, we've. g~ a shrink·"."'2ppcr so I can wrap 
it back up agam. Now tll4t is customer service! 

Product displays become a breeze. I remember 
when Games Workshop came out with their big· 
box version of Warhammer 40,000. That was 

. one heavy box, which is quite impressive. But it's 
not nearly impressive as actually looking inside! 
What we did was place a table near the front of 
the store with a stack of Warhammcr 40K games 
next to it. On the table we placed the contents of 
one of the games, nicely arranged and visually 
appca~ing. We sold those games fast , and with 
~cry httlc work. In effect, we let the game sell 
1t~lf! And when we were finished, we packed the 
display game up, put a fresh layer of shrink-wrap 
over it, and put it on the shelf. The customers got 
to pore over the contents, we had a terrific· 
looking display, and everyone was happy. 

Sound expensive? Well, it's not. The initial 
cost of a good shrink-wrapper is only a couple 
hundred bucks, and I practically guarantee that 
you'll make up that overhead in no time with 
increased sales. You can probably find a nice 
selection of shrink-wrappers from the place you 
purchased your store fixtures from. Just be sure you 
get one that can handle those big boxes from 
Games Workshop! 
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L----------------~ CATCH THIS STUFF Ffl.OM THE PRIVATE 
COLLECTION OF RAU 

e ~ AJICATWIA, GOLD~ l<ITIAllA-f.259 TALL IF DENNIS MIZE 
COULD DO NOTHING ELSE, HE WCXJLD STILL BE THE BOl21S VALLE.JJ OF 
MINIATIRES-NO ~CAN sa.JLPT A FEMALE. !N:DE.L LIKE HE CAN! AS PROOF, 
HERE AJl.E. SOllE. WOMEN FflOM PAATHA'S AD&f> 2ND EDITION SERIES. #lf-056, -
066, -071 $2.15 EACH 

DEATH f<N&rr-US- TALL FflOM THE~ OF THE LN'LEASANT, 
l.MSAVW, AND l)ff100LY LN>EAD, CHE()( OUT BOB OLLEVS DEATH 
KNIGHT. #ff-fJ07 $4.75 

FACTOL m-ts- TALL flE.NENIJEf/. THE INJVIE PREDATW. WELL. IF YCXJ 
TAKE THE PREDATOR, GIVE HIM A WEIRD HELMET 00 CLOWN-FACE>, 
POLYUZETHANE !<NEE PADS, AW HERE HE IS! THIS IS ACTUALLY A FACTOL 
FOfl ADW'S PLANESCAPE SETTING. ~TELY THE SPELLING IS SUCH 
THAT I CANi EVEN Gt.ESS HOW IT WCXJLD BE ~SO WHY WASTE 
THE LETTERSf #ll-600 $2.15 
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O AMETHYST 

~~ TAU.. 
WHAT HAPPENS WHEN 
OIZAG()6 ~ CXJT OF THE 
F'fllMAfl.Y COLORS? OJZ 
BETTER YET, WHAT e e 0 
HAPPENS WHEN BU£ AW @Na.NTAt4 GIANT-2E TAU.. FEE Fl FO FUM. THIS r:J.JY 
~ DRAGONS ARE LEFT CAN SMELL ANYTHING HE WANTS' NOT ..lJST A HILL GIANT 
ALONE? AMETHYST · 
OIZAG()6 OF CCXRSE! DAVE AT ALTf11.l)E, BOB Ol.L.£YS MOLNTAIN GIANT CARRIES A BIG 
suMMERS, POSSIBLY THE STIO<-IN FACT, HE EVEN LOOKS A LITTLE LIKE TEDDY. #If

KING OF ~ FIGUZES, IS 503 $6.95 
RESPONSIBLE FOJZ THIS e SICEl..ETAL GIANT'-2E TAU- POISED FOR A HARVEST 
BEAUTY. #11-579 $9.95 LIKE NO OTHER. THIS SKELETAL GIANT, BY BOB OLLEY, 

axJLD SERVE AS />JN GM'S GRIM REAPER. •HEYt WHO'S 
YOl.R TAILCRf #H96 $6.95 

0 TOWN Q.W!)S-l.2S' TAU- EVfilf GM HAS THcx..x;HT AID.IT THROWING A fl.OWDY 
IUOt OF PCS INTO TH£ TOWN CELL-I m>W I HAVE! AW HOW DO YOU GO AID.IT THAT-
00 THEY SUZREtaR PEACERJLLY? OF CCXR5E t«JT! YOU HAVE TH£ 95TH LEVEL TOWN 
GUAADS, WITH 240 HIT POINTS 00 50% MAGIC JlESISTANCE ON THIS CASE SCULPTED BY 
JIM .J:>HNSCt-0, MARCH THEIR satirf BUTTS TO JAIU #02-SCl $6.95 
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L----------------~ HARLEQUIN IS STILL A YOUNGSTER IN 
THE US, BUT WATCH OUT! 

OBARBARIAN ~ 
~TALL 
COOL FIGS WITH llJLGES 
IN ALL THE RIGHT 
PLACES; BREAK OUT THE 
BRUSHES AND LErS GET 
TO WORK! BARBARIAN 
CHA.MPIONS-#3m $6.95 

@SHADOW ELF UBS, e SHADOW ELF l.AB'1Rtlffi aJARD-l2S* TALL YOU'RE SAYING, 
•A COMMAf.iJ SECTION AND SPECIAL GUARD ~IT FOR SHADOW ELVES~ WHArRE THEY1' 
THEY'RE ONLY A HOT LINE OF FIGLRES OUT OF GB. HARLEOOIN'S GOT A TALENTED YCXH; 
sa.JLPTOR, l<EVIN WHITE, WHO'S GOT A STYLE ALL HIS OWN. SHADOW ELF LORDS, 
LABYl21NTH GUAllf> #40, #41>3 $5.95 PER BLISTER OF THREE 

OORAKLL COMJWD-l:S TALL 
AS IF THE SHADOW ELVES WEREN'T 
ENOUGH TO IMPRESS US, THIS 
orw<UL LINE WAS RELEASED ABOUT 
THE SAHE. TIME LAST FALL. BOTH 
COOL AND CREE.PY, THE DRAl<ULS 
ARE GllEAT FIGURES. #8201, #8202 
$5.95 PER BLISTER OF THREE 
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Every so often a new 
idea comes along in a tired old area of gaming 
and rejuvenates it. Kenter & Company, makers of 
the Kingdoms of Kalamar fantasy RPO 
background, decided that it was about time 
somebody did that with RPO adventures. So, 
without further ado, let me introduce the 
lmageQUEST Adventure Illustrator and its 

IAYGZTAL E't4ES: 1l£ TIMD(TM 
A. SCENA.RIO Fell CAANC£LNT. THE DREAMING 
• WHITE WOLF GAH£_ STl.J)I()™ 

•$15.00 
•WEWED fN OCl.G.AS SEACAT 

Immortal Eyes: The Toybox is the first 
supplement released for White Wolfs Changeling 
role playing game. Toybox is touted as the first in 
a trilogy of linked products. This ambitious 
project wi ll provide both 
source material and a 
complete chronicle with 
each release. The game 
material is also linked to a 
trilogy of fantasy novels 
a lso released by White 
Wolf. While reading the 
books isn't "required" to 
use the game material, it is 
encouraged for a full 
understanding of the 
background. Whether this I 
is an innovative approach 
to gaming or simply a clever marketing strategy I 
will be left to ochers to decide. I 

As a sourcebook, Toybox details the "Kingdom 
of Pacifica" within the larger continent of I I "Con~ordia." In mortal terms, this covers San I 

1
....., Francisco and the Bay Area, including Marin 
.. _______________ ... 

County, Sonoma Valley, Napa Valley, the East 
Bay, Berke ley, Oakland, the Inland Valleys, San 
Jose, rhc Peninsula, and San Fr;mcisco itself. This 
is a wide stretch of territory, but the book 

maiden adventure, Tragedy in the House of 
Brodebi. 

The use of the lmageQUEST system (which 
uses pictures and maps to help the storyline 
along, in this case 16 half .• or whole-page high 
quality B& W drawings and 8 pages of maps) 
and the Kalamaran background have combined 
to raise what would be a competent adventure 
that any of a half·doicn companies could have 
put out, to a easy to run, fun to play adventure 
chat sticks out from the crowd. The extensive 
use of the Kalamaran background mearu that 
buying the Kingdoms of Kalamar, while not 
necessary, is tceommended. In the same vein, 
use of the AD&D 2nd edition rules works best 
with the NPCs that arc laid out. 

If you want a good fantasy adventure, one 
that you can really visualize, try out this latest 
offering from l<enzer &. Company. And let's 
hope they lccep up the good worlc, giving us 
more of their marvelous Kingdoms. 

adequately describes the basic features of these 
areas. San Francisco in particular is described in 
detail, including an overview of its h istory, both 
mortal and fae. Separate attention is given to 
changeling "freeholds" (powerful enchanted areas 
hidden away from normal mortals). 

Just as importantly, Toybox details a number of 
signiflcanc NPCs within the region, including 18 
nobles and 9 commoners. These characters are 
described in good detail, and provided with 
enough depth to make them interesting and easily 
playable. Their internct ions form the social fabric 

of the setting, and are composed of a variety of 
intrigues, alliances, and riva lries. 

The source book aspect of Toybox is excellent, 
providing a rich atmosphere for a wide variety of 
games. Considering the large population of 
changelings in the Kingdom of Pacifica, there is 
enough room for the Storyteller to elaborate and 
create other NPCs as required. Indeed, my only 
complaint is that they could have included more 
characters, in particular commoners. Since the 
majority of changelings are commoners, the 
sourcebook is unbalanced, with Sidhe 



COLD lllCIJ &- THE SDHE 
•COLD ~IS THE SlJISTANO: THATS 
Sl.PPOSED TO BE "THE BANE9 OF THE 

FAERIE FOLK. THE FACT OF THE MATTER IS, 
WE'YlENOT PRECISELY SlRE WHY COLO IOI 

DRIVES mEM U' A WALL THERE'S NO 
EVIDENCE THAT IOI EVER CAUSED THEM 
PAf.( ..lJST DISPLEASlRE. HOWEVER. NO 
INRTAL WOll.D BE STLPD 9IOUGH TO 

BR"'6 IOI NEAR A SQ£ ~OR l:.Alff. 
EVER~ SPENOt4G THE REST OF 

YCU LIFE AS A OUQ(1 INSUL$ A 
NE.NBER OF n£ 5EEU£ <XX.RT IS Ul<E 

GEmNG A rHt.NJERsroRM IVRf AT WxJ. 
rrs ..lJST NOT PRlJ>ENT AT Alt( ..J..NGTl.E. •• 
oucnurnbering every other type of Kithain by a 
factor of 6-tn-1. It would have been nice if 
significant members of each type of changeling 
had been detailed (as per most Vampire 
snurcebnoks, for example). Nonerheless, there is 
enou~h here to keep Storytellers and players busy 
for quite some time. 

Unforrunarely, rhe chronicle is much less 
impressive. Despite taking up 50 pages, the three· 
chapter story isn't particularly detailed, well 
plotted, or imaginative. The story relies too 
heavily upon combat, which is d isappointing for a 
game like Changeling which could easily focus on 
more interesting activities. More troublesome, the 
chronicle makes many references to the novel 
(Toys Will Be Toys) but does not elaborate upon 
them. Without having read the book, these 
references are worse than useless, becoming 
distracting and confusing. Thus, despite claims of 
being a complete chronicle, the story seems more 
a brief introduction. 

Despite the disappointing chronicle, Toybox is 
worth its price as a sourcebook for the Bay Area. 
Particularly skilled or energetic Storytellers may 
be able to salvage the chronicle and use it to 
create something more interesting. Otherwise, it 
might be best to wait until the second of the 
/mmorral Eyes is published, hopefully with a better 
story. 

WE I.ML.EASH DOUG <J4 
TSR'S OM< SU. 

CANPA.194 SETTING <J4 
PA/!£ 86. 

00/NIE LFltUf:AiL rnta>~ & PICtRR 
•WRITTEN Ff( MICHAEL A.. PCH>SMITH ET AL 
•fl. TALSaZIAN GANES, INC. 
•$17.00 
•REV£WED Ff( RICH W~ 

Comme ii fau1, French of course, refers to the 
arc of acting proper, stylish and distinctly 
Victorian. As the second supplement for R. 
Talsorian's Castle Falkenstein, Comme II Faut 
describes the lifestyles and manners of New 
Europa's gentlemen and ladies. 

The book covers everything from assignations 
(the proper etiquette for illicit romantic 
encounters) to zeitgeist (an understanding of an 
era's ideals, dreams, hopes and beliefs). Topics 
include a typical Victorian day, leaving a calling 
card, and a hundred other tidbits char will bring 
any Falkenstein game co life. 

On the rules side, Comme II Faul provides a 
question and answer page - both for general 
information and for Falkenstein sorcery. This 
section also presents new skills, abi lities and 
professions. Expanded resolution systems include 
everything from live action and freeform gaming, 
to card variants and Hard Numbers Falkenstein. 
New charts both ease game play and add details. 
The expanded sorcery rules discuss cantrips, 
wards, practical sorcerous professions and limits 
on the available Thaumic Energy . 

The book ends with an overview of 
Falkenstein campaign archetypes, and full-page 
maps of important New European cities. 

Many period drawings by Charles Dana 
Gibson are scattered throughout the book. While 
R. Talsorian printed it in a style similar to Steam 
Age, the all-blue ink looks better than Steam's 
icky brown. Overa ll, Comme II Faul is visually 
pleasing and easy to use. 

I cannot say chat I like everything in the 
book, but it is essential for any serious Falkensr:ein 
players - or anyone interested in the Victorian 
era. 

~l. 
FA/ff'6 
fK1/E.Fl.N 
lW-N. 
~ 
SfW.OIE 
AUJJNfDTO 
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organized into a hierarchy. Other clerics, termed 
Tcmplars, receive their magic from the extremely 
powerful rulers of cenain cities, who arc known as 
~rccrer·_Kings. Mages arc also in for a surprise 
since their power no longc.r comes without a price. 

Recently TSR has re-released their Dark Sun Every use of non-clerical magic on Athas is drawn 

Campaign Setting in a slick new boxed set. The from the life-force around the magic user. Too 

package contains everything necessary to run an much use of this magic kills nearby life, and is 

AD&D game on the world of Athas, and clearly known as Defiling magic. Those who arc cautious 

outl ines 4'xtcnsive revisions to the previous arc termed Preservers and must limit their use of 

release. The set includes: three good maps (the magic to minimize harm to the environment. 

cloth one is particularly nice); a OM screen with As all of these changes indicate, Dark Sun is 

many useful charts; "Mystery of the Ancients" an one of the largest dcpanurcs within the AD&D 

adventure designed for staning play rs; "'fhe1-VJiy- ~'TIJ.iLmalces it a refreshing change for players 

of the Psionicist" which dc~tibes 'Cc ii~ !of ( ~r;J GM~ -9.(1\o"arc burned out on the traditional 

Psionics on Athas; "The ~ .... '9{ l;(c~ dc\:a\ling' \ 'fa/1t~ 1}8'¥es, How ver, it also means that Dark 

game mechanics adjus~ctts ~ ru~s; andj "The ( ~'tn •i ~t' easllv., in}1 ated into the rest of the 

Wanderer's Chronicte" ' Wh1 h is a complete ITSR Gmxcne. Pbr,fu e, Athas is not a good 

sourcebook for the world itselt I place for th~ casyal~ adventurer to visit, 

The world of.Athas ls h~h and'brutal. alien i a~d should ytdccsl1bi € iSOli!ted from the other 

indeed compare0 to more t@ditional fantasy '."'orlds. As-a whOle, .d\i.s nc~ision of Dark Sun 

settings like OrCyhawk o~e-FOrgottcn Realms. is to bc,recommendCcY(or'pr())IQling all the tools 

Athas has been turned into a wasteland by the use ncc~ed to run"' a ~prne \l!.irhln this unique 

of powerful dcs~ctive m~ic. Many familiar env1ro~m~nt.}Fho5c al~.)am"ltiar with Dark 

A D&D creatu~uoh as1iza,rd men, pixies, and Sun w1l.I find' the new !>ox~d...J9t-vliluable for the 

gnomes-have been exterminated by evil rulers in streamlined game pl~frevisions and the updated 

the past. Those races that {e ai2' (such as source material, which reflects changes to the 

dwarves, v~ and ings to ~~orl vcr ~~t 6 yea~, of which 

evolve an\t ad~t t<)~ ost vir nt and /t:' w1 undo edly 1 ct mm Dark Sun 

thus bear Very Jittte.fu~ll{i:pp ~ rtives ~II pr 1 ts. 1 
on other worlds~ The unique natunt of A 1 

• -
1 

\..- ,.) 

includes new character races such as half-giants, 
thri-kreen, aarakocra, muls (half-dwarves) and 
pterrans (reptilian bipeds unique to Athas). 

Character generation in Dark Sun is 
significantly revised beyond choice of race. 
Ability scores are higher on Athas than other 
worlds, an effect of the harsh environment. 
Accordingly, there have been revisions to the use 
of some abi lity scores (particularly Strength and 
Constitution) to maintain game-balance. More 
significantly, all intelligent creatures on Athas 
have psionics, thus making it a central part of the 
game instead of an option. Fortunately, "The Way 
of the Psionicist" prepares a GM for this, and 
includes extensive revisions in the way psionics 
are used. One significant adjustment is that 
psionic combat has been simplified and made to 
fu nction exactly like normal AD&D combat, with 
a Mental THACO, and a Mental Armor Class. 
This helps shortens the learning curve for those 
unpracticed with psionics. Unfortunately, the 
guide is incomplete and doesn't include 
descriptions of all Psionic powers, a surprising 
omission . 

Even more significant arc the changes to the 
normal AD&D concepts of magic. Clerical magic 
has been significantly changed since Athas is not 
connected to the Outer Planes. This means Gods 
cannot influence Athas, and thus religion has 
undergone major changes. Clerics on Athas 
worship the Elemental Planes, and receive powers 
from those uncaring forces. Druids still exist, 
gaining power from nature itself, but are not 



BRTHJllGHTn• PRQO(JCT LINE 
•TSR 
•WRITTEH Fff IZIQ4 BA1<£R Alf) au4 llCCOlfa 
•PROOLCTS R£VEWEJ>. #30>-#D 
·~ RJl BIRTHRIGHT Imm SET, $18 RJl llJXX> 
E>EMIES. ~.95 RJl ~ «> ~ $6.95 EACH 
RJl DOMAIN 5a™5 
•REVEWEI> Fff J. WNTER 

Birthrigh t brings two things to AD&D 
campaigning that are uni4ue to this setting. First, 
the setting really requires that at least one of the 
player characters have a bloodline that establishes 
chem as being among the powers of the milieu, 
usually a regent (land ho lding lord). Second, it 
makes politics a predominant force in the game, 
requiring chat players become invo lved with the 
running of a realm, with a ll its re4uisite posturing, 
blustering, scheming, and back stabbing. 

Bloodlines derive from a cataclysmic war in 
which the gods themselves participated. The evil 
god was so powerful that all the ocher gods gave 
up their immortal lives to defeat him. When they 
each. died, their essence was scattered randomly 
among the many mortal survivors of the battle. 
The mortals who received chat essence became 
che first of that Bloodline. 

Bloodlines grant certain super powers (not.to 
be confused wich Marvel Superheroes, but sorta 
like that), like divine aura, enhanced senses, 
healing, regeneration, and many other abilities 
chat the X-men and Power Rangers would love to 
have as their own. 

There are some very good ideas in Birihright, 
many of which are even implemented well. 
However, there is so much mundane clerical work 
and record keeping char the rules invoke images of 
players si tting abom a table with accounting forms 
and copies of the Fiscal Year '95 tax codes. 

You, as regent, must constantly be mindful of 
your realm's morale, the standing and strength of 
your various holdings (from guilds, temples, and 
law holdings), which wizards are capping into your 
realm for its magical strength, how much ic coses 
to maintain your realm versus your income and 
ocher expenditures - the list goes on. 

While the idea is wonderful, giving the player 
complere ccmtrol, or at lease visibility, of cheir 
realm, a true lord would have a huge support staff 
tn handle much of the mundane records and 
payroll - players do nm. 

The system for generating gold bars and 
Regency points provided by a realm are not 
terribly complex but are time consuming. The 
Realm descriptions are supposed to provide the 
starring gold bars, regency points generated, and 
scarring army, but those lirrle details seem to have 
escaped the authors more often than not, so you 
are left to go back and recreate chem for yourself. 

The realms in Ruins of Empire make for S(lme 
pretty cough reading. Thar sort of background is 
usually pretty dull and hard to work through, so 
it's nm a problem with the system, hue having so 
many backgrounds in one book and expecting a 
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GM to have at least a slight grasp on their inner 
workings and interaction is a bit much to ask. 

In addition to all the role-playing material, 
there is also a system for working out large scale 
battles between military un its in the game. It's 
very simplified, hue it does an adequate job of 
resolving conflicts. 

The Blood Enemies book, which contains the 
background and scats for some of the world's great 
monsters, wasn't terribly useful. While it may 
include some additional background on the world, 
only armies or incredibly stupid characters would 
go against any of these characters. It's more of a 
who's-who of monsterkind. 

Sword and Crown is a well organized 
adventure, giving players a taste of the Birthright 
milieu. If you like Birthright, you'll enjoy the 
adventure. Suffice it to say that there is plenty of 
intrigue (which is good), some mystery (which is 
also good), and lots of opportunity to fight in 
some pretty odd circumstances (which is a matter 
of opinion). 

The Domain Sourcebooks provide more 
t - ; domains from the world of Birthright. Th.ere is 

much more background provided for each of the 
countries in the sourcebooks, but they aren't as 
well organized as rhe original material presented 
in the boxed set. Each domain comes wi th its own 
collection of problems, NPC characters, and 
built-in intrigues. While some are terribly dull, 
others are quite an interesting read. 

I guess the bottom line is this: Birihright is a 
setting that you will either like or dis like, there's 
very little middle ground. It didn't work for me. I 
prefer politics to wield power subtly but with great 
effect. The bloodline concept is intr iguing, 
however. Overall, I found Birthright to be a great 
source for material, but not a great campaign 
sett mg. 
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NIGHTSPAWN™ 
•PAL.J..ADUM IDlf<ST"' 
•$19.951233 PAf:E.S 
•WRITTEN 'i1'f C.J. CARELLA 
•IZEVEWED 'i1'f l<EVI' ..DES 

Almost anyone in the gammg mduscry 
is familiar with Palladium Books' style of 
RPG. Rifts is the prime example of the high 
impact, high action, big guns, big muscles 
super-intense Palladium game. It goes all the \ 
way to "l l." When I read my copy of 
Night.spawn, I expected more of the same. Well 
get your cameras ready folks, you're not going to \ 
be hearing this one too often: 

I was wrong. 
Nightspawn is an action game, but it's also 

much, much more. Sure, there's big guns and big 
muscles and high volume excitement, but there's 
also conspiratorial intrigue and horror and a 
whole mess of campaign ideas and suggestions. It's 
just nor what I thought it was going to be, and I'm 
glad. Now don't get me wrong, I love the action 
genre as much as the.next guy (I own all 3 Die 
Hard films, thank you), but I don't need a role
playing game co teach me how to run an action 
game. At least, that's what I thought before I read 
through Nightspawn. 

The book shows a lot of forethought and is 
organized very well. The an is also consistently 
exceptional. High kudos go out to Vince Martin, 
Randy Post, Scott Johnson and Andy Peterson 
(and, of course, Brom for his beautiful cover). 
Also, the text is virtually free from typos, a raricy 
in our industry. Good work on the production 
staff. 

Now with all the technical stuff out of the 
way, what's the game like? 

It's great. It's a dark future setting with an 
"Other Side." There was a "Dark Day" in which 
this other side (called the Darklands) crossed over 
and invaded. The problem is, nobody noticed the 
invasion, they were coo busy being occupied with 
the mutations going on in the streets. For some 
reason or another, the invasion caused some folks 
to mutate into the Nightspawn. These poor souls 

•------------. are ostracized from society, but they're the 
only ones who know what's really going on. 
Their mutated state allows them to see the 
invaders, but nobody will listen co them 
because they're the monsters. Pretcy keen, 

PALLADIUM 
NUMEROLOGY 

NO PALLADIUM CHARACTER EVER eh? 
HAD A ·16· IN ANY ATTRIBUTE. IT'S The character generation system is 

TRUE. YOU ROLL 3D6 FOR YOUR thick with ideas. Nighrspawn are humans 
ATTRIBUTES IN PALLADIUM. AND IF who have mutated in some way by the Dark 

YOU ROLL A "16", tr, Ol2 •18•, YOU Day, and the charts for Nightspawn 
ROLL AN ADDITllONAL Db ANO A.DO mutations are wonderful. They include: 

THE RESULT. THUS, THERE'S NO Reptile, Arachnid, lnsectoid, Rodent, 
SUCH THING AS A "16" IN THE Snake, Stigmata, Unusual Facial Features, 

PALLADIUM MEGAVERSE. JUST IN Unearthly Beaucy, Bat, Biochemical and (I 
CASE YOU NEEDED TO KNOW ... kid you nor!) Equine/Bovine/Deer tables! 

------' Just making up a Nightspawn was worth the 
price of admission on chis one, folks! For the first 
time in a long time, I actually had fun rolling up a 
character. Ir was greaL 

Everyone in the induscry knows how the 

IEAUSE<J= lW<RSEEN LEGAL~ 
tGn'SPA\\NWl.L ~IBDNE~ 
F<R Nal£. Gi THIS STCRV, SEE LAST ISSl.ES 

NXJ5TRY t£WS. 

Palladium system works, but If you don't, here's a re-hash. 
You've got 8 Attributes rolled on 3d6 with a chance for 
bonus dice if you roll well. 

So, you've got big guns and muscles, conspiracy 
theory, horror, sorcery and political intrigue with the 
Palladium RPG system ro back it all up. It sounds like a 
lot of fun because Mr. Carella and Co. had fun doing it. 
You can cell by reading it. Also, just about every other 
page has hints and tips on how to run the game that aren't 
just for show. Only about fifcy pages are dedicated to 
"hard rules," the rest of it is all flavor. One of my major 
per peeves with Rifts was that the book was the complete 
opposite from Nighrspawn. I'm overjoyed that Palladium 
has taken a new approach with this product. 

For both players of Palladium and other horror role
playing games, Nighcspawn is truly a superior product from 
Mr. Carella and Mr. Siembieda and the folks out in 
Michigan. le rakes a lot to conven me to a game with so 
many dice and charts, and this is one game that did one 
damn fine job of it. 



YAJlllllE:. n£ OMK N/ESTM 
•WHITE WCl.F 6AJIE. STlDl)TII 
•$2l00/287 PA/iES 
•REVEWEP F1Y l<EVt4 .DES 

There's a lot of good to say about Vampire: The 
Dark Ages, and only a little bit of bad. This makes 
me very happy. I haven't been overly impressed 
with a lot of White Wolf's recent releases, and 
that's why V: TDA put a smile on my face. 

The first thing you notice is the cover. Ir's 
reminiscent of the old Vampire cover, but it's got 
a new font and it's purple. The graphics on the 
inside arc typical White Wolf, some are excellent, 
far above the industry standard, while some are .. . 
well, let's just say I don't understand why the art 
director of the book allowed sketches (looks like it 
took the artist ten minutes for each one) to be 

popularion have prompted vampires to site many 
childer." Make up your minds, guys. One of the 
reasons I wanted co play Dark Ages was to play a 
vampire of an older Generation, but its an easily 
solvable problem. Just go out and pick up Elysium, 
Whice Wolf's excellent sourcebook on playing 
older vampires, and incorporate it into Dark Ages. 

Can l recommend The Dark Ages? Yes. le is a 
superior produce from White Wolf, and a step 
back in the right diteccion for the Vampire line. le 
stands very well on its own, and any of the 
supplementary material most WW fans already 
have (like Ars Magica and El,sium) will make the 
game even better. 

used in the sections that described each of the 11111111! 
Clans. This was so inconsistent with the other an -. 11111111! 
that it was to the point of bemg distracting. ~ 11111111! 

Once l got past the first glipse, I started ~ 
to reacl. The material on the middle ages is \'I 
strong, reflecting that the authors knew what ,, 
they were talking about. It's a good 1 
introduction for someone who has no due on ,, 
what the middle ages was all about, and for those 1 who are familiar, it's a fun refresher course. 
There's another aspect of the background that was 1 
a real big bonus for me, however, and that was the 
re-focusing on the original intent of the Vampire ,, 
game. V:TDA really reinforces the fact thac 1 
players of the game are playing monsters. There's ,, 
nothing hip, cool or tragic about the vampires 1 
here, they kill to live and that's the bottom line. ll 
They don't have groupies, in fact, just about t 
anyone who realizes that you are a vampire is 1, 
going to cross themselves, run the other direction t 
and bring back a bunch of angry peasants with 
torches. This is something that's been missing in ' 
White Wolf products lately, and I'm glad co see 
that it's back. ' 

All the rules are basically the same. lt's the a\ 
Storyteller System once again, so if you know it, ' ~ ;ilia 
you can skip most of it. However, there are some _... _... 
differences in character generation that a re 1 _... tiflll 
intriguing. First off, the Masquerade hasn't come ;iiill 
about just yet, so there arc no Sabbac vs Camarilla l • ;iiill _... 
plot complications running around. There's also 1il'l 
no Giovanni, but there are the Cappadocians who 
(unfortunately) are just 13th century goths. Big 
yawn. A few of the terminologies have been 
reficted with names apropos to the middle ages, 
along with Ars Magica terms for the Thaumaturgy 
discipline. However ... there's a big bad gripe I goc 
about Generation. You scare off at Generation 
Twelve and you aren't supposed to go any lower. 
In one section of the book it says, "There are 
exceedingly few vampires of [12th] generation, 
and even fewer beyond ... " The Generation 
Background reads, "it is assumed that the 
conditions that support the Dark Ages' vampiric 

OK. WE HAVE VANPflES IN TIE DAllJ< 
AGES, WHArS NEXT1 WOOl..D YOO 
BEL£VE... WILD WEST WSIB\U.Fl 
WE AR£ t«JT Ka>tlG. LOO< FCJl IT 
THIS '!XJMNEI1.. YJ>Pf£:f/.Al-YAY. 

I 
I 

I 



COMPUTER, 
ROLE.PLAYING 
GANC REVIEWS 
FROM THE EDGE 

I 
I 

~I 
I -::.- .~ I z -.J 

SHAttWlA 
•LfG91) ENTERTAIN.YCNT 
•CDiaJM (pOS) 
•$40 ().I THE STREET 
•IZEWIREMENTS: 4NB RAM. SVGA 
•REVIEWED rI'f MA.TT STAIZOSCIK 

Shannara fans, this one's for you. You get to 
play the role of Jak Ohmsford, son of Shea 
Ohmsford. As Jak, you get to finish your dad's 
work, that of ridding the land of the evil warlock 
Brona. Seems that Brona, though dead by your 
father's hand, is resting uneasily and stirring up 
trouble; you need to go find the Sword of 
Shannara to put him down for good. You manage 
to enlist the help of several other characters on 
the way, including Princess Shella. 

This game is a real mixed bag. I found myself 
immediately drawn into the story, but the 
gameplay was dissatisfying. You are forced to go 
from place co place in a very linear fashion, and 
the puzzles are fairly straightforward. Then again, 
the voice acting is simply outstanding, some of the 
best I have heard in a computer roleplaying game 
to date. You can always talk to your companions 
too, which can be frustrating, enlightening, and 
entertaining by cums. 

The interface is well-designed. You can at 
least attempt to perform any sort of action with the 
objects at hand, and it only takes a few mouse 
clicks to do so. There's also an online journal you 
can use to write notes, and the computer keeps an 
updated log of events for you. 

Shannara is in some ways more like an 
interactive story than an adventure game. You 
don't walk around in realtime as in Daggerfall but 
are instead always pee.ring into a still image, 
clicking on items to pick them up or use them. A 
particular scene, for instance the city of Tyrsis, 
typically has about 5 different locations for you to 
visit, and you are prevented from leaving the 
scene until you have solved the puzzle at hand. 

While the gameplay is not whatl'd like it to be 
the game does provide some excellent 
atmosphere. I am torn on whether to recommend 
Shannara or not. If you are a Terry Brooks fan, and 
have read and enjoyed the Sword of Shannara, 
then I can safely say that you'll probably enjoy the 
game, even with its deficiencies. If you 
aren't a Terry Brooks fan, your .-& 
money might be -- -- .. , 
better spent on ~ -- I 
another game. \W ll 

II\ COPY OF "THE l 
SWORO OF I 
Sf.WtlAJlA" IS ll 
INCU»ED WITH ._ 1 I 
EACH C<X1Y OF THE I ll 

~ COA\OUl'ER t iiill 11 
'\!!·iiill iiill 
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Campalen Cartographer is dcsiencd to do 
one thln1 only - make cool mapt for 
roleplayina. This it is quire capable of doin,. 
but it'• not for the faint of heart. The propam 
requires a '386 PC with at leaat '4MB o( RAM. 
There is nn copy protection aside from a aerial 
number, which is entered during installation. 

Thett are a lot o( · templates and claay 
symbols included, so you can make a 1Uck· 
lookin1 map without being a professional artist. 
Included are towers, obelilb, cities, various 
sorts of vqetation, cartouches, beasts for the 
obligatOry "here be monsters• warntna, and all 
ldnds of terrain. You will want to immedillrely 
sran malctna a map of the game world you've 
been running aince you were eleven yean old 
upon seeing all thil. The symbols ~ aimple. 
but attractive. You can assien them dlfrerem 
colors but nowhett in the program can you uae 
full-color artwork. Don't spend time creatiJ'I 
che ultimate 24-bit color mountain 1lVPh in 
Adobe Phoroshop because you won't be &hie to 
import it. 

When you're finished, you can export your 
map in a number of different formats (indudini 
EPS and BMP). Printer support is well-done, 
providin1 options for laeer, dot-matrix and color 
inkjet printcn. You can even add a hex or srtd 
overlay to your map to quantify movement in 
the game. 

Unfortunately, actually producing the map 
is not as easy as one would hope .. It's 1995, and 
there are many drawing and painting propams 
available for home computen. Many 
conventions have been developed for how to do 
things in these types of progranu. Campalpl 
Cartographer ignores molt of them, includina 
among others the way pull-down menua work. 
The interface reminded me of a drafting 
program I uaed bade in high school in 1987. If 
you are familiar with something like Coftl 
Draw or Adobe Illustrator, be pttpared to 
unlearn a lot of habits when you start Ullnc 
Campaign Cartographer. 

lrutallation is a lengthy procedure, but 

IU·FwrES &IB 
Dunaeon Daicner ii not a stand-alone 

JlllllnlD, but radlel' an add-on for Campaign 
. It adds drawing tools specifically 

the pcoduc:don of dungeon maps. 
you milht want ii in here, from doors 

and c:orrldon to cflft'erent aeolotical fonnadons. 
It also has detailed ana well-written 
documentation, but because It's an add-on it 
lharea Campiltcn Cartoerai>her's shortcomings. 

1HEamoMUE 
If. like m,.elf, you are a menace with pen in 

band. you will beneftt from the Campaign 
~ family of products. Be aware 

mar you will have to deal with a number 
« qutrb and will have to invest a lot time to get 
pd raula. You could do the same tasks (and 
snuch more) with a professional graphics 
package, but they are expensive and you 
wouldn't have the advantage of the large 
symbol library. If all you c~ about arc maps, 
and are willin1 to Invest some time, Campaign 
Cartcppher will do the job. If you want 
inslant sndAcation. you'll have to wait for 
another product. 

HOrHIOllS FIOM THE ALDEINOMICON™ 
CHAPTEll 4: GAME SUPPLEMENTS THAT SHOULD NOT BE! 

"RAGE ACROSS SHE80YGAN'11
• 

"PLANESWE'": PLANES OF INDIFFERENCE• 
"GORPS'" FUOGE"'• 
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r----------------------------------, 
WHAT 00 YOU HAVE TO 00 TO ENTER THE EARTHDAWN WfrEST1 WHAT CLEVER 

BIT OF TRIVIA 00 YOU HAVE TO l<NOW1 WHAT ESOTERIC ARTIFACT IN.JST YOU HAVE 
lJ> ~ YOlR SHEL.Fl 

HOW ABOUT A POSTCARD, A PEN 00 A STAJN>1 

SEND US A POSTCARD WITH YOlR NAME., ADORESS AKJ PH<»£ t(JMSER. WE'LL 00 
THE REST. alAND PRIZE WN& GETS ALJN)5T F<X.R Hl.N)RED OOL.LARS WCRTH 

OF E'Almt>i\WN STLFF. LErS SAY THAT ~IN SO YOU f.N>ERSTOO. 

SO GET OFF YOlR DUFF 00 SEN> US A. POSTCARD _ PR()4T()f 

SEN> fTTO: 

~CDn"EST 
CIO ~ ENTERrAIWSfl' 6llX.P 

«M6 aJi\STI ~ #212 
CM'ARIO, CALFaNA tar 00W»J 91761 
~LY 0N£ ENTRY PER a.JSTOMER. PLEASE. 

L----------------------------------~ 
WiMers wm be notmed by mail, neutrino beam or ·amok• llgnala. Al enllles "-* be reoellle<I by "4>f1I 30I\, 1991t \lok:I whel1I ptohiblled by law. 
Hey, if you won the Heresy contest last ~ why noc Ilk• a bf9ak. enjoy a lc)llely l>eY9<age Ind let aomeone elle win !his lime? 





e> ASK INTERN JENI 
DEAR INTERN ..EN, 

rM SEVENTEEN YEARS OLD ANO I PLAY MASC, 0 f.JID 0 ANO 
VAIN'RE ANO rM THE <14LY GRL IN MY HIGH 5C.HOOL 
GAMING CLUB. N()E OF MY GIRLFRIENDS A1lE. INTERESTED 
IN ROLE-Pl.A YING SO I SPEND A LOT OF TIME WITH GUYS 
WHOGANE.. 
WHArs IT Ul<E ACTUALLY WORKING AT A ..XJB FOR A GA.Hr. 
aJMPAHf THAT IS ALL GUYS? 

SINCERELY, 
NlaJLEH. 

WELL NICOLE. SINCE YOU'RE A Vf>JN>E PLAYER, LET ME PUT THE ANSWER ._. 
TERMS YOU CAN LWERSTANO.TWO TERMS TO BE PRECISE: NOSFERATU flJlJ NERF. 
A COUPLE OF THE ~G GUYS THINK THEY'RE TOREADCRS, AND ANOTHER C»E IS TORN 
BETWEEN BEING A BRlJJAH ANO AGENT MULDER. IN THE LAST 72 HOLRS, THE CARD 
GAME. HAD TO GET TO THE PRINTERS, THE MAGA7JNE WENT TO PRESS ANO THE 
SLEEPING BAGS WERE LAID OUT lN>ER THE OESl<S, WHILE THEIR APAJlfMENrS 
(WITH A FRESH CHANGE OF CLOTHES) A1lE. IN SOME OTHER COLNrY. THEY A1lE. 
NOSFERATU, EVERY SINGLE LAST <l4E OF THEM. 
THEY'RE ALSO INSANE WHICH BRINGS ME TO MY SECCN> PONr: NERF. THEY OLEL 
THl'lOUGH THE OFFICE WITH NERF SWORDS ANO LAY IN AMllJSH FOR THE POOR U'S 
(:)JV WITH THEIR NERF GLt4S ors AMAZ.ING WE GET AH( MAIL AT AU.J. ALL OF THIS 
SHOULD NOT IMPLY THEY A1lE. NOT aJLTLRALLY INCLINED, THEY ..IJST l<EEP ALL 
THEIR a.JLTLRE IN THE BATHROOM QJl<E THE 9Xl2 PHOTO OF PRINCESS LEIA THAT 
HANGS ACROSS RlOM THE ..KlHN NIJ THE HANDY BATHROOM IDlK: SINGL.£-srrTN; 
SUMMARIES OF ALL-TIME GREAT EIX>KS). BUT DESPITE ALL OF THIS, 1rs STILL A 
BLAST TO WCRK WITH THEM ANO THArs WHY I HAvalT RIM AWAY SCREAMING. 
YET. 

-INTERN ..EN 



When you subscribe now to 
Shadis Magazine, you'll receive: 

• 12 monthly issues of Shadis Magazine! 
•The Whompin 254 pg Battlelords of the 23rd Century RPG! 

• Two! (Count 'em} Two, beefy starter decks for the 
Battlelords Collectible Card Game! 

a limited time only. Miss it and Y. 



F!'f ALLAN SMITHEE 
AW THE AZEAK FOJlCE 





AS LORDS. UNFETIERED BY ANY MASQUERADE, THEY 
BUILT KINGDOMS AND BATHED IN BLOOD. 

GLORY AND TERROR AWAIT IN THE SHAD
OWS OF THE PAST...BUT BEWARE, THE DARKNESS YOU 
NEED FEAR MOST IS THE DARKNESS WITHIN 
YOURSELF. 

VAMPIRE: TIIE DARK AGES IS A HARDCOVER, 
STAND-ALONE GAME THAT IS COMPLETELY COMPAT
IBLE WITH VAMPIRE: TIIE MASQUERADE. 

SPRING, I 9 9 6 

featuring aa·twork by John Bolton 
Vampire: The Masqaende is a Registered Trademark and Vampire: The Dark Ages is a Trademark of White Wolf Inc. All rights reserved. 
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